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ADVERTISEMENT. 



The yery marked ikvoiax which the dramatic works 

of Mr. Sheridan Knowles, both as acting and as 

closet plays, have met with firom the public, and the 

circumstance that, both separately and in a collected 

form, these have long since been out of print, and, 

^ consequently, become rare, have induced the Publishers 

^ (who have acquired the entire copyright) to issue the 

^ present elegant and extremely cheap edition, of which 

^^ the text has undergone a thorough revision by the 

Qi Author, who has, in numerous instances, altered and 

amended it. Having thus, at a considerable cost, 

endeavoured to supply a deficiency much felt, the 

Publishers, not tmreasonably, consider that they 

thereby render a service to the standard literature 

of the Nation ; since it has been long ago admitted, 

and by no less authority than that of the Edinburgh 

Reviewers, that Mr. Knowles "is, indeed, the most 

successful dramatist of this day;** and that, apart 

from his other efforts, " * The Hunchback ' and * The 

Wife' deserve a permanent station in our drama, 

having combined the greatest literary merit with 

the most unequivocal success upon the stage.** 

A critic, also, of no common sagacity, in the Athe- 
ncBum of February, 1847, has characterized Mr. 
Knowles as " a writer as full of individuality as 
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VI ADVEETISEMENT. 

of geniality, who has been popular without coarse 
conception, and received as a poet without making 
any extraordinary pretensions. The first and last 
cause of his well-deserved popularity as a dramatist, 
is the heartiness of his writings. * * * xhe 
heart which Mr. Knowles puts into his work lays 
hold of the hearts of his public ; and this is his secret. 

In fine, counting Bums at the head of the Uneducated 
Poets (an epithet, as we have often said, to which 
the freest meaning must be allowed), we think that 
Mr. Sheridan Knowles will keep his place in the 
annals of the British Theatre as the King of Unedu- 
cated Dramatists. He takes pride, if we mistake not, 
in nature as superior to art ; at least, he never fails 
to assert such as his creed. He will, therefore, we 
imagine and hope, not feel aggrieved at the position 
which we assign to him among the poets of his 
country." 

Such criticism, neither partial nor exaggerated, 
seems fully to corroborate the Publishers in their 
own estimate of the propriety of the present edition, 
even had the demand for it been other than it 
really is. 

2, Farrinodon Street. 
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CAIUS GRACCHUS. 



ACT I. 

SCENE 1,—A Street in Borne— six Citizens discovered. 

Enter Mabcus and Titus, loolnng oeeasionaUp hook, as tf 
observing something passing behind them. 

Mar. Who is that next him in mourning P 
Tit. His nephew ; the rest are common friends. 
Poor Vettius ! no one will plead for him. 
Mar. Peace ! they are coming on. 

Enter Vettius and his four Friends, in mourning, followed by 
Peobus and twelve other Citizens. 

Vet. Weep not, my friends, for me ; for Ex)me — ^for Borne 
Reserve your tears. Her pnde is tum'd to shame ; 
Her wealth to poverty ; her strength to weakness ; 
Her fair report into a blasted name ; 
Her freedom into thraldom. Who wonld thrive 
In Ex)me, let him forget what honour is. 
Truth, reverence for the gods, respect for man ! 
Av, gaze, ye poor, despised sons of Rome ! 
That crouch to your own power, by men more strong. 
Only because more daring, wrenched from you ! 
Ay, gaze ; and see your lovers, one by one. 
Cut off; and never curse, unless it be 
Your own hands, that you dare not stretch to save them ! 

[Vettius and his Friends go out. 

Tit. Masters, we are in a sorrowful plight indeed, when 
such a friend as Vettius spurns us. 

Ma^. See ! who is that ne stops to speak to P 

Tit. Know you not? Why, ypu've seen him as often as 
you've seen your own hand. 'Tis the senator Pannius — ^that 
rannius, that looks so sweetly on the people, and, for all that, 
never yet did them a good turn. 

ifflr. Oh! is it heP, 

Tit. To be sure it is ! See how he leans to Vettius, and 
seems to pity him. I warrant you there's a tear in his eye 
now, althougn his heart would laugh to tell you how it came 
there. See, ne puts his hand upon his breast ; that's an appeal 
to his honesty, which is always sure to be out of the way, 
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4 CAIXJS 6BACCHIJS. 

whenever any one else happens to call upon it. Oh, he's a 
proper patrician ! 

mar. Think you they will condemn Vettius P 

Tit. Think you he is a friend to the people ? 

Mar. Who doubts that he is P 

Tit. Who doubts, then, they will condemn him P 

Mar, See ! Pannius quits him. 

Tit. And he's as much his &iend as ever he was. His 
absence will profit him just as much as his presence. — ^Yonder 
comes Licinius, the brother-in-law of Caius Gracchus. Who 
knows but Caius will speak for Vettius, who was his brother 
Tiberius's friend P 

Mar. Not he ! He never appears in the assemblies of the 
people. 

rro. No ; he loves to keep house better. He is married, 
you know ; and his wife is a lair woman. No wonder he pre- 
fers her company to ours. 

Mar. Do they say he is a man of any parts P 

Tit. Yes; he assisted his brother Tiberius once, when he 
was tribune ; and he was thought to be of great promise. 'Tis 
said he is much given to study. 

Mar. 'Twould seem so, indeed; and that he had not yet 
found out it was the patricians who murdered his brother. I 
would have taken mwe revenge for a cur of mine that had 
been lamed, than Caius took for his brother that was mur- 
dered. What revenge did he take ? None ! He kept house, 
while the patricians Duried his brother in the Tiber! Home 
has nothing to hope from him. 

Tro. Nay, that s certain. He'U never die for the people. 

Mar. Die ! No, nor live neither. 

Tit. Silence! Licinius is here. 

lEnter Licinius and Caius Gbacchus. 

lAc. Health to you, master ! 

Mar. Health to Licinius ! 

Caius. \To Licinius.] The people look coldly on me. 

lAc. Hang them ! They show nne airs at their own handi- 
work. I'll speak to them. 

Caius. Gently, I pray you; they are bare and hungry, 
houseless and friendless, and my he£urt bleeds for them. 

lAc. What is the cause of your collecting ? 

lAt. We come to see Vettius condemned. 

Iac. Why do you say condemned P The laws are to try 
him. He will have justice. 

Mar. Ay, from the patricians ! 

Iac. What of the patricians P Are not the patricians just P 

Mar. Not to the people. 

Uc. Why not P 

Mar. Because they have the power to be otherwise. They 
have as great dominion oyer the people, as oyer their oxen ; 
and so they treat them like their oxen, — unhide them, hacK 
them up, and feed upon them. 
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lAe. Are the people, then, no better than their oxen, that 
they endure all this ? 

Mar, What can the people do ? Thev haye no friends that 
mU speak or act for them. The people can do nothing of 
themselves — they have no power. If the people coiddnnd 
friends 

Iac. Peace! peace! If you gain friends, you lose them 
straight. 
Whoe'er would die for you, you let him die ! 
You shrug, you shiver, and you whine ; but he 
That pities you, has need, himself, of pity. 
You make a big shout, and a frightful face ; 
But in your deeds are little to be feared. 

Mar, Are you against us, too? You that were Tiberius's 
friend P 

Iac, Who but his friend should be against you P Yoa 
That feU from him in danger, who to you 
In danger clung P Who would not be against you ? 
Drownmg, you make a cry ; and when a band 
Is found to keep your head above the flood. 
And bear you safe to land, at the first wave 
That booms upon you— idiots in your fear ! 
You mar his skill, and sink him to the bottom ! 

Mar. Is that our way P 

Iac. Ask you for friends, who to your friends are foes ? 
In presence, too, of Caius Gracchus, here. 
Whose brother you gave up to death P 

Mar, We gave ! 

lAc. Ye gave ! Wben, in the exercise of your rights. 
The nobles, with their herd of slaves and clients. 
Drove you — a base herd to be so driven! — 
With clubs and levers fr9m the market-place, 
What did you then ? Like spectres, with your fear, 
livid and^urged of substsmce, you glared on. 
And saw Tiberius, mangled with their staves. 
Into the Tiber thrown, as butchers cast 
The offal to the tide. 

Caius. No more, Licinius ; 
Pray you, no more; yo u are too stern with them. 

Lm, Too stem ! Would the patricians learn of me, 
Fd teach them how to cater for the people. 
They should not have a vote. If free-bom men 
Will crouch like slaves, why would you have them freemen? 

Caiu8, It is his mood, friends; let him be ; ne'er mind him. 

jXiciNius and Caius Geacchtjs go out. 

Mar, 'Tis plain Licinius is no friend of ours. 

Tit, He says the tmth. You suffered the patricians and 
their slaves to murder Tiberius. 

Mar, If Licinius is so bitter against us, what must we 
expect from Caius P 

Tit. Yet would he have stopped Licinius when he railed at us. 
Who knows but Caius would befriend the people if he could P 
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Mar, Not he ! He'd hang the people if he could. — Come, 
masters ; to the Forum. Parewell, 'nberius ! He would not 
see Vettius accused without defending him. — ^'Twill be long 
before we shall see such another friend as Tiberius ! 

\Thsy go out. 



SCENE H.—The Fonm—the Tribunal, on which is the Curule 
Chair, six Lictors on each side — an Altar — a Bostrum. 

Elaminitjs, Opimius, Tuditanus, Pannius, and Senators 

discovered. 

Opi. How would you cure a state o'errun with evils. 
But as you'd cleanse a garden rank with weeds ? 
Up with them by the roots ! The slothful hand 
That win not bend it to the needful work, 
Mars its own ease, and profitless expends 
The labour which it grudges. Why falls Tiberius, 
If not his coadjutor P Vettius free, 
Gracchus should have been free, and Bx)me a slave. 

Fla. Know you what friend he trusts with his defence ? 

Tud. 'Tis rumour'd, but I say not with what truth. 
That, hopeless of acc[uittal, he wiU plead 
Guilty, and throw himself upon our mercy. 

Odi. Our mercy, then, is mercy to ourselves ; 
In lowing whicn, we dare not pardon him. 
Caius, I trust, will not appear for him. 

Fan. Not he ; he shuns all care of public questions. 
And seems to be a mild retiring man. 
He is not of the temper of Tiberius ; 
Or, if he is, he does not emulate 
ffis fate. 

Opi. I would not have him speak for Vettius : 
His voice would be omnipotent against us. 

Fan. See, Vettius is at hand ! Opimius, 
You wiU conduct the prosecution. 

[Flaminitjs ascends the tribunal — the Patricians 
follow, and remain at the foot of the steps — Opimius 
goes and ascends the rostrum. 

Enter Vettius with his Friends^ followed by Titus, Maecus, 

a^ Citizens. 

Qp». Vettius, stand forth ! 

Ket. [Advancing.'] Behold, Opimius, 
The sacrifice is ready ! 

Opi. The false man 
Is his own sacrificer. Gentle ^Romans, 
When shall we live as brothers ? Is not Bx)me 
Our common mother ? Why should we, her sons. 
Be foes ? Ye powers that favour civil concord. 
Prepare your vengeance, for the fratricide 
Foments distrust among us. 
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Tit. Opimius pajs the people court. 

Mar. Yes, he riaes xis well! He strokes us when we do not 
need the spur. Oh^ we are gentle beasts ! 

Opt. Yon, Spnrius Vettins, I accose of treason. 
What answer you P 

Fet. That, since the times decree 
To innocence, what was in ancient days 
The penalty of guilt, I am prepared 
To suffer your award, and answer — guilty ! 

[^Qoes under the rostrum, 

Fla. And waive you all defence P 

Fet. When knew you, consul, 
A man, sdready cast, to make defence P 
I seem at large, but well am I advised 
My cause is med, and final sentence pass'd. 
If you would have me use a Eoman's right, 
Show me the Romans I shall claim it of. 
Call you these Romans ? Why, your very slaves 
Put on a prouder port, and cower not thus 
Before you ! 

Opt. Hear you his seditious speech ? 
But he convicts himself . Say, Romans, say. 
What penalty do you adjudge the traitor P 

Tud. Let it be death. 

Tit. Nay, good Tuditanus, name some other punishment. 
We will consent to banish him. 

Opi. It is too mild a sentence. Let it be death ! 

Senators. Ay, death ! 

Fla. Come down, Opimius, help us to coUeot 
The votes. 

[Opimius descends from the rostrum, and goes doten 
behind the Citizens. 

Fet. 0, Romans ! he that is content 
To live among you, prostrate as you are. 
Should suffer worse than death ! 

Cpi. Your votes! 

Caius Gracchits appears in the rostrum, 

Caius. Opimius, hold ! 

lUpon hearing Caius Gbacchus the people shout, 
press round the rostrum, and cry, " Caius ! Caius 
Gracchus! Caius! Caius!"] 
Opi. How ! Gracchufl in the rostrum! 
Ckxius. Hold, good Opimius, do not yet collect 

Tit. 8r Citizens. No ! no !— No votes ! 

Mar. Speak, Caius Gracchus ! sjpeak ! 

Caius. I come to plead for Vettius. 

Tit. Goon! goon! 

Caius. The brother of Tiberius for the friend ! 

Mar. Noble Caius, go on ! 

Caitu, I pray you, gentle friends, if I should make you 
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A poor, confused, disjointed, graceless speech. 
Let it not hurt the man for whom I plead. 
If I should falter— if my heart should rise 
Into my throat, and choke my utterance. 
Or if my eyes should with a torrent drown 
My struggling words, let it not, I beseech you. 
Let it not hurt the man for whom I plead ! 

Mar, Tiberius Uves again ! Tibenus speaks ! 

Caiia. Tiberius hves again ! Alas, my Mends ! 
Go ask the Tiber if he lives again ; 
CW for him to its waters ; they do know 
where your Tiberius lies, never to live 
^ain. Their channel was his only grave. 
Where, still, they murmur o'er him ; but, with all . 
The restless chafing of their many waves. 
Cannot awake one throb in the big heart 
That wont to beat so strong, when struggling for 
Your liberties ! 

m. Noble Tiberius ! 

Mar. Noble Caius ! See how he weeps for his brother ! 

Opi, Their hearts are his already. Our labour.'s lost. 

Caius. What ia't you do P Is it to banishment 
Or death, you are about to doom that man ? 
Know you no heavier punishment for those 
That love you P Kather let them Hve, to hear 
You groan beneath the burdens of the great. 
And bear it ! — To behold you vilely spum'd 
By clients, bondsmen, hirelings, and bear it I 
To see you griped by heartless usury ! 
To hear your children cry to you for food 
Without a shelter for your wretched heads. 
Or land enough to serve you for a grave. 
And bear it ! To a Ex)man, such as Yettius, 
What banishment, what death, were suffering 
Egual to life like this P 

Tit. Most true ! most true ! 

Mar. Vettius is a Mend to the people, and therefore he is 
accused. 

Mrst Citizen. Ay, that's his crime. 

Second Citizen. He's innocent. 

Tit. 8f Mar. Vettius is innocent ! 

Dpi. Have you done, Caius P 
For, by your leave, I will produce my \j^tnesses. 

Vet. They are the creatures of thy tampering; 
Wretches that feed upon the victims of 
Thy cruelty. 

Opt. Hoa^ there ! My witnesses ! 

Mar. No witnesses ! no witnesses ! 

Tit. Speak, Gracchus, speak ! 
We'll hear you, Gracchus, before a thousand witnesses.— 
Goon! 

Citizens. Go on ! go on ! 
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Caius. Eomans ! I hold a copy of the charge. 
And depositions of the witnesses. 
Upon three several grounds he is amdgn'd : 
"First, that he strove to bring the magistracy 
Into contempt : next, that he form'd a plot. 
With certain slaves, to raise a tumult ; last, — 
And were there here the slightest proof, myself 
Would bid him sheathe a dagger in his oreast, — 
That he conspired with enemies of Ex)me — 
With foreigners, barbarians7-to betray her ! 
The first, rll answer : Yettins is a Ex)man, 
And 'tis his privilege to speak his thoughts. 
The next, ril answer : Vettins is a freeman. 
And never would make compact with a slave. 
The last, I'll answer : Vettius loves his country ; 
And who that loves his country would betray her? 
But, sav thev, " We have witnesses against him." 
Name them f Who stands the first upon the list ? 
A client ! I'll oppose to him a senator. 
Who next F A slave ! Set down a Eoman knight ! 
Who follows last ? The servant of a questor I 
m place a tribune opposite to him ! 
How stand we now ? Which weighs the heavier ? 
Their questor's servant, or my tribune ? — ^Their 
Slave, or my Homan knight P — Their client, or 
My senator ? Now, call your witnesses. 

Mar. We'll have no witnesses ! 

Tit. Eor your sake, Caius, we acquit him. 

Mar. Vettius is innocent. 

atizem. Ay! ay! ay! 

Mar, The tribes acquit Yettius by acclamation. 

Citizens. We do ! we do ! 

Opi. Hear me, I say ! 

Citizens. No! no! no! 

Caius. [Lescendingfrom the rostrum^ Their voices are against 
you, good Opimius ! 

Fla. To please the people, we withdraw our charge. 

Citizens. Huzza! huzza! 

Caius. Come, Yettius, come ! my brother's friend is free ! 

Citizens. Huzza! huzza! 

[Caius Gracchtts, Yettius, and Citizens go out. 

Fla. This was their policv !— What's to be done ? 

Opi. Remove him from tne city, and jjrou nip 
The danger in the bud. I'll take him tor 
My questor, if you'll name him to the office. 
And render good account of him. Who waits 
Until a reptile stings him, ere he crushes it P 
Tread on it at once ! 

Fla. Your counsel pleases me. 
Here's the commission I designed for Carbo, 
All but the name, filled up. In Carbo's place, 
I'll insert Caius, and despatch it to him. 
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I leave Borne ere an hour. 
^la. He shall have orders 
Most positive to bear you conmaiiy. 

Opi, Of your decision you shall reap the fruits. 
Or, when you name your friends, leave out Opimius ! 

[Opimitjs and Tuditanus go out, the scene closes on 
the rest. 



SCENE m.— €aius Gbacchus's House. 
Enter Livia and Licinia. 

lAd. I am the happiest wife in Ex)me, my Livia ! 
The happiest wife in ilome. 

Livia, I doubt it not ! 
But there's Plaminius' wife, the other day. 
Scarce from the Eorum to her house couloL pass 
For salutations, that her husband won 
The consulate. 

Lici, That day, my Cains sat 
At home with me, and read to me. my Livia. 
Little cared I who won the consulate ! 

Livia. And there's Lectorius has obtained a government ; 
His wife wiU be a queen ! 

Lici. Well, let her be so ! 
Mjr queendom is, to be a simple wife. 
This IS my government, my husband's house, 
Where, when he sits beside me, I'm enthroned. 
Enough. You'U smile : but, Juno be my witness ! 
I'd rather see him, with his Doy upon 
His knee, than seated in the consul's chair. 
With all the senate round him. 

[Durinq this speech she jmlls forward the table, 8fc. 
ana places her embroidery. 

Livia. Yet his greatness 
Must needs be thme. 

Lici. I do not care for greatness : 
It is a thing lives too much out of doors ; 
'Tis anywhere but at home : you wiU not find it 
Once in a week, in its own house, at supper 
With the family. Knock auy hour you choose. 
And ask for it ; nine times in ten they'll send yon 
To the senate, or the Eorum^ or to such 
Or such a one's, in quest of it ! *Tis a month 
Since Cains took a meal horn home, and that 
Was with my brother. If he walks, I walk 
Along with him, if I choose^ or if I sta}[ 
Behind, it is a race 'twixt hun and the time 
He promised to be back again, which is first ; 
And when he's back, and the aoor shut on him, 
Consummate happy in mv world within, 
I never think of any world without. 
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Idvia. Well, then, you are the happiest wife in Borne. 

Lid. Tell me^ ana aid Plamimos' wife weep, LiYll^ 
That day when Ex)me did salutation to her P 

Idvia. Weep!— No. Why should she weep ? 

Idci. Tor happiness. 
Do you see P I cannot talk of Caius, but 
I weep, so happy am I ! Here's Cornelia; 
That stately step is hers. She loves me, Livia, 
Though oft she chides me, that Td have my Caius 
live for his wife alone. 

Enter Cobnelia. 

Cor. Good day, my livia. 
Now would I lose my head, could I not tell 
What this fair thing, that calls me mother, has 
Been talking of : ifnot her husband, then 
Por once hath the hundredth chance tum'd up, with all 
The ninety-nine against it ! 

Idci. WeU, a wife 
May talk of her husband. 

Cor. Did I not teU you so P 
Well, weU ! I've just now come from thy young Caius ; 
We've almost quarrell'd ; would you think it ? Mind, 
Licinia, what I say. That boy's the making 
Of a man that will not keep on humble terms 
With Fortune, but walk up to her, and challenge her 
To smile or frown her most. 

Lid. It must content me. 
His father is not such a one. 

Cor. May be ! 

Lid. Ay, but I'm sure of it ! [Sits down to her embroidery. 

Livia. Crood day, Licinia ! 
Cornelia, health be with you ! 

Lid. Must you go P 
You have not told me yet the morning's news. 

Livia. Indeed I've heard none, save that Vettiua, 
They say, is to be banish' d, which no doubt 
You know already. 

Lid. Not a word of it. 
What is the time of day P 

Livia. 'Tis the tliird nour. 
And past. Good day a^ain. \_Goes ouL 

Cor. Good day, my Livia I 
Why, my Licinia, what's the matter with you P 
You've suffered Livia to depart, without 
Saying good-bye to her. 

Ida. 'Tis past the time 
Caius should have been back, almost an hour. 

Cor. WeU, what and if it is P Go on with your work, 
And whUe the time away; the sooner he'll 
Be with you. 

[Advandng towards her, and looking over her shoulder. 
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Why you've done tliat rose to the life. 
A musk-rose, is it not P "lis everything 
Except the scent^ and that almost I think 
I can perceive with looking on't. Indeed, 
Tou are a skilfal needle ! 

Lici. Do you think 
Caius hath aught to do with Vettius' trial P 

Cor. Think what is passing on Olympus ! One way 
Or the other, what concerns it us P Men have 
Their proper business, which no part it is 
Of ours to help to manage. Whv, that thread's 
A crimson one you're taking to the leaf? 

Lici. \Bi8ing7\ Cornelia ! Mother ! Know you anything 
About Caius P I'm sure you do. You praise 
My work when I discourse of him ; when I question you 
Concerning him, your answer but puts off 
The proper one, which, were it good to have. 
Would you not give it me P I fear, I know 
Not what ! Oh, teU me what have I to fear P 
Keei) me not in the dark ! A thing, we see not. 
Stirring will startle us, which, when light comes. 
We smile to find it nothing. 

Cor, Take your seat. 
And rU sit down by you; and listen to me. 

Lid. I thank you now, Cornelia ! 

Cor. Thank me by-and-by ; 
You should, but I doubt you will not. I know nothing 
Of Caius' measures. 

Lid. Measures! — ^Hath he measures P 

Cor. Hath he hands and feet P — HAth he brains and 
heart P — Is he 
A man ? — What do you take him for P — ^Have men 
No parts to play but lovers P — ^What ! are they 
Not citizens as well P — Have they not crafts, 
Callings, professions P Women act their parts. 
Then, when they make their order'd houses know them. 
Men must be busy out of doors, — ^must stir 
The city, — ^yea^ make the great world aware 
That they are m it ; for the mastery 
Of which they race, and wrestle, and such feats 
Perform, the very skies, in wonderment. 
Echoing Earth's acckum, applaud them, too ! 

Enter Licrarus. 

What want you with me, my licinius P [JRising and taking him 

asiae.l You 
Have come to tell me something. Caius hath spoken 
For Vettius P I was sure he would ! 'Tis done ! 
He has entered the lists— he has stripp'd for the course ! I know 
He will not get fair play, no more than his brother. 
These fears are not good omens, my Licinius ! 
But let him run it nobly ! 
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Iac, Nobly he 
Has started! Yettius is acquitted. 

Cor, So far 
So welL Away ! Hurry liim home to ns, — 
The sooner here the better ! 



lAei. [Bisina^ Stav, Licinins ! 
Cor: rll tell you all, Licinia ; let him 



go. 



Cains hath spoken in the Eorum for fLicnnTS ffoei (mi. 

His brother's friend, and they've acquitted nim. 

Lid, [Bursting into tears.'] An hour ago I was the happiest wife 
In 'Rome ! 

Cor. Licinia, if you are Caius' wife, 
I am his mother. Is he not dear to me. — 
My youngest son, and last ? Yet do I bear 
That which I know must come. I know my son : 
Know thou thy husband— know our Caius Gracchus ! 
He loves his mother well — ^licinia better, — 
His country best ! As I, his mother, grudge not 
That he prefers thee, thou, his wife, repine not 
That he prefers his country. Both of us 
Make up our minds to whatsoe'er may follow. 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc. My master's coming, Cornelia, attended by a crowd 
of citizens, who rend the air with shouts. They say he has 
procured the acquittal of the noble Vettius. Ilome is all joy 
and exultation. 

Cor, Kun to the door, and wait upon thy master. 

{Jjtjctus goes out. 
Hear you, Licim'a ? Away with these sad looks ; 
Damp not your husband's triumph ! Can ;^ou hear 
The people's shouts, and not partake their joy P 

iici. 1 can remember, when Tiberius fell. 
Not one of all of them had voice enough 
To bid his murderers hold ! 

Cor. 'Tis well, Licinia ! 
Had he not fallen in a most generous cause, 
I should have thought of that as well as you ! [Shouts tnthout. 

Enter Caius Gbacchus, Lucius, and Attendants. 

My son— my Caius ! give you joy ! — You've saved 
The life of your brother's mend! 

Caius. Licinia knows it P 

Cor. She does ; go to her. 

Caius. She has more to learn. 
Scarce had I left; the Forum, when a message 
Prom the consul follow'd, giving me the post 
Of questor, and requiring me on the instant 
To join Opimius. [Lucius and Attendants go out. 

dor. what ! and must vou leave us ? 
I <fid not look for this. At once, my Caius ? 
Well, son, I'm ready. Go, prepare thy wife. 
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Caius, WhsA, my Licima ! don't you speak to Gains P 
Idci, You never said a word of it to me ! 

Be-^ter Licnnus. 

Lie, Come. Caius, are you ready ? 

Lid. Ready for what r 

CatM. To take a ride, wife, and a long one, too. 

Lie. The general waits. 

Be-enter Lucius and Attendants, bearing Caius's helmet, 

sword, and cloak, 

Lici, The general waits! — ^What general P 
Where are you g9ing, Caius ?— Oh, ye gods ! 
What else do ye intend P— Tell me the worst ! ^ 

Caitts. Love, I'm appointed questor to Opimius; 
And but a moment have for the farewells 
'Twould take a day to spejdt ! Do you trust your Caius ? 

Lici. Do I love thee ! 

Cor. Ay, Licinia^ if you love him ! 
Wouldst iLave thy nus oand be the lowest man 
Li Eome ? Thou knowest none may hope to gain 
The honours of the state, who have not shown 
Their prowess in the field. A Homan wife 
Is married to her husband's glory, not 
His ease and pleasure. Come, take leave of him. 

Lici. m see you to your horse. 

Cor. What, with that face ? 

Lici. Will you not see your boy before you go ? 

Caitu. I saw him. Sweet, as I came in. 

Lid. Well, Caius, 
Farewell ! 

Caiiis. Now, thaf s my own Licinia ! 
I'll send you letters, love, day after day. 
Now, that's my own brave girl, to smile ! 'Tis like 
A sunny mormng to a traveller 
At settmg out, which fills him with fair omens. 
Farewell T 

Lid. I'll see you to the door. 

Caiiis. So do. 
Keep up your heart, love ; I can come to you- 
You Know, at a day's warning l^Think of that. 
Or you can come to me !— ana you wiQ write 
Dear letters, won't you ! every word of which 
I'll kiss, ana think I press the hand that traced them ! 
There now ; — and, love, remember, as I shall. 
Sad parting makes sweet meeting. Now, my Licinia ! 

[TkeffgoouL 



END OP ACT I. 



1 



CAI17S GBA.CCHUS. 15 

ACT n. 

SCENE 1.—J Street in Borne. 

EtUer Fanhius.* 

Fan, The gods provide for him ! Fame talks of him. 
As of a theme she oould embhkzon the more 
The more she should dilate on't. Enemies 
Contend with friends which shall outdo the other 
In vaunting of him. Yea, the hands that hate him 
Sup^y him but with richest kindnesses ; 
The bane, the/d work him, turning into good. 
This questorship, for his undoing meant. 
Has built him up a thousand times the man 
He was before ; that scarce a day can pass. 
But something's added, to swell up the amount 
Of his o'erflowing fortunes. 

£^«^ Elaminius. 

Fla, Health to Eaimius ! 
Opimius is arrived. 

Fan. I am fflad of it. 

Fla. Something to temper joy,— would you believe it ? 
Gracchus is now m Bome, or soon to be. 
What think you P 

Fan. That^ if he returns to Ex>me, 
Bome's at his feet. 

FUt. Come to the senate. Something 
Must be resolved unon to hurt his credit, 
Aud slake the people's joy at seeing him. 

Fan. Effect but that, thou art a god to Bome ! [They go out. 



SCENE TL.—Caius Gtacchiut House. 

CoBSEUA, LiciNiA, and Licznius discovered— -IsLcnuK 

seated at a table. 

Cor. Are not you pleased at this, licioia ! 

Ud. No: 
Nor pleased, yet nor displeased, Cornelia. 
What care I that the world allows hun good 
And wise P Did I not know him so beiore P 
Had I a doubt of it P— Whom did I ask 
To give their oath of it P — ^I was content 
With mine own knowledge. Why should I be glad 
That all applaud him P — ^Por his sake P — ^Alas ! 
For any cause but that ! Whom all applaud. 
Let the tide change, though never ch^ige the man, 
All are as sure to blame ! I did not wed 
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Thy son as one wonld choose an idle gem. 
To sparkle, for the praise of others' eyes. 
Bat that he blazed in mine. 

Cor, Go on, Licinius, 

Lie. H!is very fame more profit brings to Eome, 
Than the exploits themselves of other men. 
His fair renown has charmed Micipsa so. 
That he has sent large store of com to the army ; 
And his ambassadors have made it known 
To the senate, in full assembly, that their master 
Perform'd this from his mere respect for Caius. 

Cor. Oh, fflorious boy ! surpass thy mother^s hopes ! 
What said the senate P—Were they not struck with this ? 
Did they not own the virtue of my son. 
And praise the name of Gracchus ? 

Lie, Thev!— Alas! 
Their proud blood bows to aught but virtue. No : 
The ambassadors were spum'd. — driven out with shame, — 
Sent back with scorn, as mere oarbarians, who. 
By showing their just preference of your son. 
Slighted the senate of its due respect. 

Liei. Unhappy Caius ! thy conspicuous virtue 
But marks thee out the victim of the senate ! 

Cor. It marks him out the &vourite of the gods ! 
Think'st thou I rear'd my son to foUow virtue 
Only for men's acclaim ? It ill had fitted 
The child of Scipio, and had never made me 
The mother of the Gracchi ! [Aside to LiCDnus.] Say^ lidnius. 
Knows Caius this ? 

Lie. [Aside to Cobnelia.] He does, from many hands. 
His friends are strong. The senate cannot hide 
His worth from Bome. The people thiok of Caius 
As their sole hope ; and should he stand for tribune. 
He must obtain the office. 

Cor, What ! and will 
He stand for tribune P Wherefore do I ask P 
Do I not know he wiU P [Shouts without, 

Liei, What means that shout P 

Lie. Forgive me^ sister, that I have conceal'd 
The measures of his friends, who have advised him 
To show himself at once in Bome. No doubt 
'lis Caius, and the people welcome him. 

Uci. 'Tis Caius !— Hear I right P— 'Tis he— My Caius ! 

Enter Caitjs Gbacchtjs and Pomponius. 

Caius. My soul, we meet again ! — ^My honour'd mother ! 

Cor. The mother is honour*d in her son, my Caius. 

Caitis, Licinius — friend and brother 1 I received 
Tour letters, and I thank you for your care. 
Licinia, thank the gods 1 we meet again. 
How is our boy, love P — ^How art thou thyself P 
Let me look at thee. Well, as my heart could wish ! 
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Great Jove ! to gaze on sucli a precious thing. 
And know it mine ! You may smile, Marcus, but 
There's such a thing as loving one's wife. Licinia^ 
Am I not with thee a^ain P Let him who thinks 
Th6 world is worth his home, exchange home for it : 
A little time r he'll find he has lost a world, 
Not found one ! 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc. Gains, a messenger 
From the senate. 

Caius. Admit him. pLucius goes out. 

Mother, you'll give me leave. Licinia^ 
I've many things to teU thee. Count these gems, love ; 
They were a girt to me for thee, from hands 
That only know thee from thy husband's tongue. 
Which ne'er could speak the moiety of thy wortn! 
Go with my mother, Sweet ! I have neglected 
Some matters of high duty, just to snatch 
This look at thee ; and those must now be done. 

Lid. You'll not be long; be with us soon ! 

Caius. No, Sweet ! 

Lid. Eemember, now ! [Ck)Bi7£LiA and Licdoa go out. 

Enter a Lictor. 

Lictor, The senate. Gains, cites you to appear 
Before the censors. 

Caius. Well ! — ^Acquaint the senate 
I shall obey. pijictor goes out. 

Pom. 'Twas rumour'd, ere jrou came, 
Opimius had retum'd ; on wmch account 
The senate had been suddenly convoked. 

Caius. I look'd for this ! Let me think — ^Let me think ! — 
Why, yes. 
Nothing done rashly, nor yet timidly. 
The mean's discretion, back'd by calm resolve. 
I cannot do it ! — ^My blood's a point too warm ! 
To hear a man deal out morality, 
Axiom upon axiom — ^for an hour dilate 
Upon the value of an aphorism, — 
Amplify to o'eminning in the cause. 
And then, at every allegation. 
Invoke no less a witness than high Jove ; 
And know him all the while to play the knave. 
Great Hercules ! it sets my veins a-boiling ! 

lAc. Gains, you would need a rein 
More firmly ruled than this. 

Caius. I know it — I know it. 
As well as you. Hang them ! I'll try and play 
The cautious man for once. 'Tis time to choose 
New tribunes, is it not ? 

Fom. It is. 
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Caius. You see 
Tm not at home an hour, and they let loose 
The do^s upon me ! Come !— 19 the Campus Martins ! 
Now will you see them hold their hands to the gods 1 
That saw my brother's blood upon those hands T 
They thougnt I had forgot that brother's death! 
"Why, where's the Tiber ? — Is it not at Rome ? 
"What ! — Has it sunk !— run out !— Elows it not still. 
Its yellow hue tum'd purple, ever since ! 
Its waters, blood; which all the floods of heaven 
Can't change again to water ! — ^Blood ! that cries 
For ve^eance at a living brother's hand I 

Lie, How do you mean to act ? Your plans, my Caius ? 

Caius, My plans ! Come with me to the Campus Martins ! 

[They go out. 



SCENE HL—TAe Campus Martius— the Forfico of the Temple 
of Mars, under which the chairs for the Censors are placed. 

Enter Titus and Mjlrcus. 

Tit. So, Caius is returned from the army ? 

Ma/r. Ay; and there's not an honest man in Ex)me but's 
glad of it. 

Tit, Why gather the people to the Campus Martins ? 

Mar, Here come two senators' gentlemen. They wiU inform 
yon. 

Enter Sbxtus and Quintus. 

Tit. Health to you, master ! 

Sex. Health to you, master ! 

Tit. Can you tell us why the people gather this way ? 

Sex, Eor the old reason, friend : we are all good till we're 
tried. 

Tit. Ay, indeed ! What honest man has turned rogue to-day P 

Sex. Many a one. I doubt ; but chiefly he whom our good 
citizens believe the honestest in Home. 

Mar. Mean you your master, friend P 

Sex. No: I mean the master of the people; the gentleman 
who feels for their empty stomachs, and gives them words to 
eat; your Caius Gracchus, who calls our tradesmen the nobility 
of !Kjome J and so indeed tney are, if rags can make them so. 

Mar. No bad evidence ! xou cannot wear the wool without 
shearing the sheep. But, pray, what's the matter with Cains 
Gracchus P 

Sex. Only that he has returned from the army without his 
general's leave^— nothing more, except a whisper or two about 
the tumult at Fregella. 'Tis said he had a hand in it. 

Mar, What's your opinion P 

Sex. Believe me, it does not favour him. 

Tit. What ! you like the fare that the patricians give P 

Sex. What fare P 
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2%i, A good dinner. Cains, yon say, feeds the people npon 
words. A very natnral preference ! There's not a dog or an 
ass in Bome that would not be of vonr mind. 

Sex. [BaUing his ste^,'] Fray wnich of the two may yon be, 
fiiendP 

Mar, Why ask yon ? 

Sex. Oh ! merely that, npon occasion, I may Imow whether 
I ought to take mv foot or my staff to yon. No offence, I 
hope. I have all tne respect in the world for yon, believe me. 

Tit [To Marcus.] You have the worst of it. Let me take 
him in hand. [To Sextus.] Hark you, master; a word with 
you. 

Sex. Your pleasure, master P 

Tit. How comes your cloak to have that gloss npon it ? 

Sex. Not by partaking of your grease, friends 

Tit. My ^ease ! Why, man, there's as much fat in a tanned 
hide as in all my bod^ ! The patricians -have sweated me to 
verv leanness, and left me nothmg to recruit withal, but hunger 
ana nakedness. 

Sex. They are right. They find that their cattle grow restive 
with abundance of provender. , 

Tit. But they feed their curs, friend. 

Sex. Whom do you call a cur P 

Tit. Down with your staft master, for I have another that 
may ruffle the gloss of your cloak for you. What ! has anything 
surprised you P Do you wonder that the order which wins 
your battles in the field, should refuse your blows in the city P 
lou despise us when you have no need of us ; but if an ounce 
of power or peculation is to be gained tliroug:h our means, 
oh f then you put on your sweet looks, and, bowing to the very 
belts of our ^easy jackets, you exclaim. Fair gentlemen ! — 
kind fellow-citizens !— loving comrades !— ^eet, worthy, gentle 
Romans ! — grant us your voices !" Or, if the enemy is to be 
opposed, oh ! then we are "men of mettle ! " — (poor starved 
devils !) — "the defenders of our country!" — (that is, your cattle 
as you call us) — and so indeed we are. We bear your patricians 
on our backs to victory ; we carry them proudly through the 
ranks of the barbarians ! They come on safe — we get the 
knocks, the pricks, and the scratches. They obtain crowns 
and triumphs, — ^we cannot obtain — a dinner ! They get their 
actions recorded— we get ours forgotten ! They receive new 
names and titles — ^we return to our old ones with which you 
honour us—" the rabble !— the herd !— the cattle ! — ^the vermin! 
— the scum of Rome !" 

Sex. Pray, friend, will von look at this staff of mine P 

Tit. I look at it, friena. 

Sex. Is it not a staff, friend ? 

Tit. Yes, if a staff is a staff, friend. 

Sex. If 1 am weary, it enables me to rest myself; if I am 
lame, it helps me to walk ; if I quarrel, it knocks down my 
adversary ; and yet, is it not always a staff, friend P 

Mar. [To Titus.] Yon have the worst of it now. Let me 

c 2 
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attack him. Hark you, master. Does your staff ever knock 
its owner on the pater 

Sex. What do you mean ? 

Mar. [Striking him ^ Why thus. 

Sex. Do you want to quanel ? 

Mar. Oh ! by no means. I only wanted to show you the 
difference between a staff and a man, friend. 

Tit. Turn on him again. I'll second you, and here is a troop 
of friends at hand. 

Qui. Bear with him no longer. Hither comes a band of our 
comrades. TU beckon them to make haste. [Calling off.'] 
Come on, come on ! These greasy citizens are uttering treason 
against our masters, the noble patricians. 

Enter Servants. 

Mar. Hem I—Shall we go over the argument again, master ? 
Is there anything else your staff can do ? 

Sex. Yes ; when I carry it heedlessly, it sometimes chances 
to— trip me. [Trips Marcus. 

Tit. Help, help, there ! 

[^nter Citizens. — Confused cry of " Down with the 
Citizens ! " " Down with the Slaves and Servants ! " 
They are about to attack each other, when Plami- 
Nius's voice without stops them. 

Enter Flaminius, Tuditanus, Opimius, Senators, two 
Censors, and twelve Lictors. 

Fla. Hold ! hold ! I charge you, you rash citizens ! 
What means this tumult ? How ! is peace so old 
That you are weary of it ? Who began 
This fray P 

Sex. That caitiff yonder. 

Tit, Our old names ! 

Mar. 'Twas that patrician's hireling that began it. 

Caius Gbacchtjs, and his Friends Pomponius and Licnaus, 

appear behind. 

Opi. Silence ! ye wrangling discontented men ! 
Ye pest of Rome ! What stirs you to this brawl P 
' I know your cue ! — Your Gracchus has retum'd, 
; And ye, give signal straight of discontent, 
. Conspiracy, and foul rebellion ! 
A noble leader for your noble party ! 
A glorious soldier, that returns to Rome 
Without his general's leave ! A worthy son 
Of Rome^ that tampers with her enemies, 
And instigates her aUies.tto revolt ! 
An honest patriot -r-H ..,. r 

[Seeing Caius Gbacchus close to him, he checks himself. 
Caius. Proceed, Opimius ! 
Now is your proper time to speakl . I am here — 
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Gracclins is here ! GraccliTis, that draws not on 
A foe behind his back ! 

[Opimius is confused— he walks sullenly to the place 
appointed for Mm as the accuser of Caijjs Gracchus 
— Geaccrvs fixes his cues stea€^astlff upon Opuaut*, 
icho betrays considerable embarrassment. 

(hi. [Becovering.'\ This lofty bearing 
Bents the maa who quits his post, without 
His general's leave ; and used the sacred power 
His office gave him, to pervert the faith 
His duty 'twas to guard ; as, amply, can 
Fregella testify ! 

Coins. Is this your charge ? 
Censors ! I'll save your labour. It appears 
I am cited here, because I have return d 
Without my general's leave, and for the crime 
Of having raised the tumult at Fre^lla. 
First, with the first. I have remain'd my time ; 
Kay, I have overserved it by the laws — 
The laws which Cains Gracchus dares not breaL 
But, censors, let that pass. I shall propose 
A better question for your satisfaction : 
" How have I served my time P" I'll answer that. 
"How have I served my time P" — "For mine own gain. 
Or that of the republic ?" What was my office P 
Questor. What was its nature P Lucrative ; 
So lucrative^ that all my predecessors. 
Who went forth poor, retum'd home rich — so rich 
Their very wine-vessels resign'd their store 
Of fluid wealth, only for wealthier freight 
Of solid gold. I went forth, poor enough ; 
But have retum'd still poorer than I went. 
Then, for my conduct as a soldier, 
I do not blush to say, I have prevail'd 
By mercy more than rapine. I have won 
From enemies their heiurts, before their arms ; 
And held the tributary states to Bx)me, 
By friendship more than fear. I have answer'd that. 

First Censor. If you have served your time, and faithfoLy 
Discharged your duty, as a Boman questor. 
So far you are acquitted. 

Qpi. To the next, then— 
The tumult at Fregelk. 

Caius. Ay, to that ! 
Produce your proofs ! 

Opi. I charge yoiL as your general. 

diius. Your proofs— jrour evidence — ^yonr witnesses. 

Opi. Is it from thee I hear this haughty challenge P 
Who best should know thy actions P Wast thou not 
Mine officer ? I charge thee with the treason. 
Before the gods, I charge thee with it, Cains ; 
I say, I charge thee as tny general 
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Caitis. Thou daring tMq \ Is it to the face 
Of these upright authorities, thou cl^m'st 
To he at once the witness and accuser F 
Say, censors, is it fit ? Is it the law P 

First Censor. The kw permits it not. The accusation 
And proof, in such a case, cannot reside 
In the same person. Caius Gracchus, therefore. 
Is free, unless you famish other warrant 
Tor his impeachment. [The Censors rise^ 

Qpi. Censors, it is fit 
You look to the public safety. If our criminals 
Escape their penalties, your prisons and 
Your chains will soon he our inheritance. 

Caitis. Have the laws lost their reverence ? 

Fla. The charge 
Is heavy! 

Caius. Heavy as the proofs are light. 
Ye citizens of Rome, behold what favour 
Your masters show your brethren ! I have borne 
My countr/s arms with honour' overserved 
My time ; retum'd in poverty, that might 
Have amass'd treasures ; and they thus reward me — 
Prefer a charge against me without proof, 
Direct or indirect— without a testimony. 
Weighty or light— without an argument. 
Idle or plausiBle — ^without as much 
Of feasibility, as would suffice 
To feed suspicion's phantom ! Whyis this P 
How have I bought this hatred P When my brother, 
Tiberius Gracchus, fell beneath their blows, 
I call'd them not assassins ! When his friends 
Fell sacrifices to their after-vengeance, 
I did not style them butchers ! When their hatred 
Drove the Numidian nobles from the senate. 
With scoffs and execrations, when they praised me. 
And to my cause assisn'd the royal bounty 
Of King Micipsa, still I did not call them 
The j^roud, invidious, insolent patricians ! [The people cheer 

Opi. Hear ye ! vehemently. 

Caius. Ye men of Borne, there is no favour 
Por justice ! — Grudgingly ner dues are granted ! 
Your great men boast no more the love of country ! 
They count their talents — ^measure their domains- 
Number their slaves— make lists of knights and clients- 
Enlarge their palaces — dress forth their banquets. 
Awake their l^res and timbrels, and with their floods 
Of ripe Falernian, drown the little left 
Of iioman virtue ! 

Opt. He would raise a tumult ! 

Oaius. This hand 's the first to turn against the man. 
Whoe'er he be, that favours civil discord I 
I have no gust for blood, Opimius ! 
I eiwaifice to justjo? a.ryl tc laen^y I 
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Opt, He has aspersed the justice of our order ; 
He flatters the plebeians, and should be 
Attach'd and brouglit to question for this conduct. 

Caitts. !Romans^ I ask the office of your tribune ! 

ITumultuoMS cheen. 

Mar, A.y ! you shall have it ! Gracchus shall be tribune ! 

Tit. Gracchus tribune ! Gains Gracchus tribune ! 

Opi. Stay, friends ! Take heed ! Beware of flatterers ! 

Caius. llie laws ! the laws ! that griard the common right I 
The wealth, the happiness, the freedom of 
The nation I Who has hidden them — defaced them — 
Sold them — corrupted them from the pure letter ? 
Why do they guard the rich man's cloak from a renl^ 
And tear the poor man's garment from his back P 
Why are they, in the proud man's grasp, a sword. 
And in the haiid of the humble man, a reed ? 
The laws ! the laws ! I ask you for the laws ! 
Demand them in my country's sacred name ! 
Still silent ? Eeckless still of my appeal ? 
"RoTpans ! I ask the office of your tribune ! 

[Caius Gjiacchus and his part^ go (mt, followed by 
Gitizens, shouting. 

Opi. Stop him &om rising, or our order falls ! 

[QpiHins, and the rest, go out. 



SCENE rV— ^ Street— a Gate of the Citg. 

3iter Titus and Makctjs, with Gitizens. 

Tit. The work goes nobly on ! Gains is sure to be tribune. 
This is a happy day for Rome ! 

Mar. Ay, the people will have their rights. We shall know 
ourselves now, masters. See, hither comes a crowd of voters ; 
let us speak to them. 

Enter Voters. 

Health to you, masters ! Are you going to vote P 

First Voter. Yes ; if we can find an honest candidate. 

Mar. Here's one ready to your hands, masters; Gaius 
Gracchus. Ghoose him, and you'U do good service to your 
country. He'll see that you shall have your rights, nor will 
the patricians dare to curl their noses when they pass us, 
as if we were so much carrion. Look you, masters. Gains 
is a friend of the plebeians ; he respects our order, and so he 
ought; aud, therefore, let every good citizen support him. 
Away, my friends ! v ote, and cry, Gaius ! 

Voters. Gaius Gracchus ! Huzza ! [They go out. 

Mar. He's sure of the election. The patricians will eat 
poor suppers to-night. 



1 
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Enter Voters. 

Save yon, masters ; are you going to vote for the right can- 
didate ? 

First Voter. Do you think we'd vote for the wrong one ? 

Tit. Then you'll vote for Caius Gracchus ? 

First Voter. No ; I don't like him. They say he'll hring 
the state into danger. We are men that love peace and 
concord. 

Tit. Ay, and good feeding. Hark you, master j take these 
cattle' to the stalls of the i)atricians. The patricians make 
profitable masters. They give stripes only now and then • 
out that's nothing, you know, to a kindly beast. Away, I 
say !— to the stalls with them ! {They go out severally. 

Enter Licraii. and Cornelia. 

Cor. Cains, you see, is nowhere to be found. 
Let us go home again. 

Lid. Not till 1 see him. 
Livia was ri^ht; he'U surely stand for tribune. 
Let's seek lum m the Forum. 

Cor. Are you mad? 
Go to the Forum after him ! All Bx)me 
Would talk of it. When did you know a wife 
Follow her husband to the Forum ? Why, 
'Twould set all fingers pointing ! Men would say, 
" Cains did well to take a wife to school him ;" 
And every woman would crv " shame " upon him. 
I'd rather lose a husband, than have people 
So talk of mine. 

lAd. You wish him to be tribune ? 

Cor, Licinia, no : I wish it not, my daughter ; 
But still I know, that if he will be tribune. 
He will ; and, knowing that, the unwelcome thought 
That needs must be my guest I treat with grace. 
For mine own dignity, and his contentment, 
Which should not, profitless, be marr'd. [Shouts without. 

My child. 
Why do you grasp me by the arm, and tremble ? 
The people shout for joy. 

lAii. it is a kind 
Of joy that's fearful to my mind. The breeze 
That Kindly bears the gladsome bark along. 
Has oft been known to grow the hurricane 
That sends her to the bottom ! 

Cor. Take her, Livia. 
Go. both of you^ look down the other street. 
While I watch here. 'Chance you may light on Caius. 

[LiciNiA and Livia go out» 
'Tis Marcus, and with news ! She's best away ! 

Mar. [Entering^ Cornelia!— 

Cor. Qoick !— -Your news ! What has he done P 

Mar, Proposed himself for tribune ! 
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Cor. Full well I knew that it would come to tWs ! 
And I could tell what farther it will come to, 
If I would. No matter. Two such sons as mine 
Were never made for mothers that have eyes 
Afiraid of tears. Why did I rear my boys 
Companions for the ^ods, if not for this ? 
Many a time, when tney stood before me. 
Such things as mothers seldom look upon, 
And I have seem'd to feed on them with mine eyes ; 
My thoughts have pondered o'er the bier, where tJiey 
Lay stifT and cold ! I would not see them so 
If I could help it ; but I would not help it 
To see them otherwise, and other men. 
My Cains must be tribune ! 

[Shouts several times, approaching nearer, 

lAc. [Entering^ Caius is tribune ! 
Those shouts proclaim it. [Looking off.~\ See. Cornelia. 
He comes ! Behold ! — ^Look how they hem him round ! 
Why do you turn away P 

Cor. I turn away 
To see that flush of triumph on his cheek 
Which lights it as he felt nimself a god ; 
And think how I may, after, see that cheek, 
And think upon that flush ! Licinia 's well 
Away ; it had o'ercome her quite. Come, Licinius. 

[CoRKELiA and Licinitjs retire. 

Enter Caius Gbacchus, Drtjsus, Pomponius, Titus, 
Ma&cus, and Citizens, shouting, 

Caius. No more, my friends! — no more of this, I pray 
you! 
Disperse to youi^ several homes. Why do you give 
These honours to your servant ? 

Tit. Suffer us 
To see you to your house. 

Mar. Yes, Caius, yes. 
We'll hail your honour'd mother and your wife. 

Pom. Indulge the people, Gracchus. 

Caius. Well, my friends. 
If you will go with me— [Seeing Coknelia.] My honour'd 
mother ! 

Cor-. May the great gods, who crown'd thee with this 
tnumph. 
Instruct thee so to use it as to bless 
Thy country ! With a firm and mighty hand, 
Mayst thou uphold the laws, and keep them ever 
Above the proud man's violence, and within 
The poor man's reach ; so shall thy mother — ^Bx)me — 
Acknowledge thee her son, and teach thy name 
To the applauding tong[aes of after-ages 1 
Who is your brother tribune P 

Caius. Worthy Drusus. 
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Cor, [To Deusus.I My 8911 is liappy in his coUeagae, sir. 
And let me trust, will not dishonour nim. 
Dru. My honour is to second him, Cornelia. 
Caius, Come, mother. [Going, 

Re-enter Licinia and Livia, meeting them. 

Lie. Ha! Licinia! 

Cor, [Going up to her.'] Mv Licinia! 
Por Caius' honour act lite Caius* wife : 
He's tribune. 

Lici. Tribune! 

Cor, Think what eyes are on you ! 
You are the mother of a Koman, too ! 
Summon your spirits ! That's my daughter ! Come 
Ujp to him now at once, and wish him joy, — 
*Bs but an effort, and the words are out ! 

Lici. [Crossing to Caius.] Caius, — 

Caius. Licinia! 

Lici, Cains ! I do give you joy ! 

[She faints on his arm, and the curtain drops. 

END OF ACT H. 



ACT III. 

SCENE l.—A Street in Borne. 

Enter Elaminius and Opimiits. 

Opi. Mark'd you, Elaminius, how they look'd at us P 
Tliat was defiance. I could read the name 
Of Gracchus on those darinff brows of theirs. 
Behoves us now a meek Iook, where, before. 
We gave a scowl. The people are our masters. 
That Rome should ever see it ! 

Fla. We must bear it. 

Opi. Ay, while our blood boils ! We must smile, Elaminius, 
And, at the same time, grind our teeth, if so 
It pleases Gracchus. Gods ! that a man I could take 
By the throat and smite — yea, set my foot uj)on 
Eor perfect loathing,— whom I should think it righteous 
To slay in a temple— ay, by Hercules ! 
At the altar of a temple, — ^that a man 
Like that should order me, and do it too 
By vilest instruments ! It is a task 
For patience! 

Fid. Never king was absolute 
In Home as he ; his will is law. Popilius 
Can witness that, self-banish'd to escape 
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A heavier doom. The senate has he lopp'd 

Of half its power, with his three hundred knights 

Whom he has named assistants to it, with 

Equality of voices. Then, the state 

Our modest tribune keeps ! He never moves 

But in a crowd of knights, ambassadors. 

Soldiers, and magistrates, artificers. 

And men of letters, that attend npon him. 

There's not a man in Some but Caius Gracchus. 

Opi. Nay, there's another, my Elaminius ; 
His colleague, Livius Drusus. Don't you know him P 

Fla. I 00. A quiet, simple, honest man, 
Who follows Gracchus with a modest zeal. 
And rather seems^ from an unaiming spirit. 
To second his designs^ than help them on 
!From principle. 

Opi, You nave described him well. 
As he appears ; I know him as he is. 
'TLs opportunity that proves a man; 
And, trust me, Livius Prusus is not one. 
That, having power, lacks will, t9 overtop 
Hia fellow. I shall use this Livius Drusus, 
To combat Gracchus, with the very means 
That make him to be fear'd. Have patience, and 
You'll see my policy. They're coming to 
The Porum— Drusus last I This shows me my 
Exordium. 

Enter Caitjs QiBAJCcnv^y preceded by a Lictor, Licinitjs^ Pom- 
poNius, PLA.CCUS, FuLVius, TiTUs, Majlcus, twclve Citizens, 
and Ubjjsus last, 

Caius. Health to Flaminius ! 

Fla. Health to Gracchus ! 

Opi. What business is to-day before the commons ? 

Caius. Some colonies we thmk to send from fiome. 
To the late conquer'd cities. Does Opimius 
Approve the measure ? 

Om. Gracchus asks the question. 
As though he thought Opimius did not love 
The people's good. 'Twere happy for the people. 
If those, who flatter them, loved it as well. 

Caius. Wliom does Opimius call the people's flatterer? 

6iw. Him who would feed the people s vanity. 
By making them aspire above themselves. 

Caitis. Opimius, then, is not the people's flatterer. 
How does he rate them ? As we rate our herds. 
How would he use them ? As we use our herds. 
Oh ! may the people ever have such flatterers 
As guard them from the kindness of such friends ! 

[CiiTTS Gracchus and his party go o«^— Deusus is 
following him, when Opimius, with affected surprise^ 
stops him. 
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Opt. Why, Livius Drusus, is it you ? I thought 
You were not come abroad to-day. No wonder : 
You're not the man, methinks, it suits to close 
The train that waits upon your collea^e there. 
Ah, Drusus ! if the Uomans knew their friends. 
They would not follow Gracchus thus, and leave 
His betters at their heels ! 

Dm. I do not court 
Their favour, good Opimius. It contents me 
To know that I discharge, with honesty. 
The dutf of their tribune. 

Opt. Livius Drusus, 
There's not a man in Ilome but, if he speaks 
The truth, will say, you do. I say it for one. 
So does Ilaminius. Were you not hurried now. 
There's something, Drusus, I would say to show you 
What men think of you ; but, as 'tis, I U keep it 
Till you have time. Yet this, before you go, 
I would I were a bosom-friend of yours. 
To do you a friend's office. Give me your hand ! 
I like you. Drusus, you're an honest tribune ! 
I say, 1 lite you : and if I did not say it 
Behmd your oacK, I would not to your face. 
Farewell ! Perhaps you're not so call'd for, neither. 
But you could spare a moment ? 

Bru. If it be 
Your ^pleasure 

Opt. Thank vou, Drusus, thankyou 1 This 
Is very kind of vou. You know Maminius P 

Dru. I know his fair report. 

Opt. You know himself, then ; 
But know him better. Take him by the hand. 

[Flaminitjs crosses to Drusus, and takes his hand. 
He wants to know you better than by report. 

JDru. I would I knew how to deserve this honour. 

Opt. I would you knew what honour you deserve ! 
Drusus, it is their loss, and yet their grace. 
That men of true worth seldom know themselves, — 
Whence mere pretension gets the upper hand, — 
And such the mass account as common men^ 
As the unskill'd will oft take unwrought gold 
For brass. Drusus, it makes me mad 
To see the sterling'st ore thrown by, and what 
Is basest, hoardedf only for the stamp 
Which the other only wants ! I wish I had 
The coining of you, Drusus ! 

Dru. You would find 
You overweigh'd me. 

Opt. Not a ffrain, by Jupiter ! 
Or never weigh'd I yet an nonest man. 
And here's to try it. Would you, Drusus, dare 
To achieve a thing you could and ought P 
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l)ru. I were not 
A man else. 

Opi. Every one that knows yon, Drosns, 
Knows that you are a man, but are yon tuch 
A man? 

Bru. I think I am. 

Opi. I think so, too. 
But, ever, what we most desire to be 
We fear may not be, thouffh we know not why 
We fear it. — Drusus, Til aeal frankly with you ; 
I will not hesitate, nor wind about. 
Nor speak by halves, as if I fear'd to let 
My thoughts go from me. Listen to me, then. 
Rome is m daSager — discord reigns in her ; 
Her orders are opposed among themselves, 
The neople hate the senate, call us prond. 
Cruel, luxurious, avaricious : masters. 
Oppressors, tyrants— men, alas 1 my Drusns, 
That are not masters even of their own ! 
The cause of this is Caius Gracchus. He, 
For his own aims, lets no occasion pass 
To inflame the commons ; wherefore, he revives 
Old ^evances, or fancies present, or 
Predicts to come ^ and should his course hold on 
Without obstruction, Bx)me will rue the end ! 
The senate, Drusus. justly fearing tiiis. 
Have much debated on the remedy : 
And all at length agree there is but one, 
Namely, to find a man that's fit to mediate 
Between them and the people. Drusus, thou 
Art he! 

Dru. Alas ! what weight have I, Opimius, 
To bear against the weight of Caius Gracchus ? 

Opi. What weight hast thou ! Thou good and honest man ! 
Now, by the gods, I love thee, Drusus, for 
Thy true simplicity ! What weight hast thou ! 
Why, hast thou not the weight of Caius Gracchus ? 
You share one office— the same cares divide, 
The same responsibilities : why not 
The same respect ? Oh, Livius Drusus ! Caius 
Were not content did Drusus lead the people. 
And Gracchus humbly follow at their heels ! 
But let that pass. Deal frankly with a friend. 
What think you, Drusus ? Do the senate hate 
The people P 

Bru. Nay, I would believe they did not. 

Opi. I know you would ; I think you do ; but much 
I wonder that you do. *Tis not the fashion 
I love you, Drusus ! — Drusus, do you think 
I shime with you ? — Do not answer me I 
I am sure you do not. Take my word then, Drusus : 
The senate love the people. Ay, I know 
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"Ks easily said, but I will prove it to you. 
Know, then, I have been deputed to solicit 
Your friendship for the senate— not to oppose. 
As once Octavius did the former Gracchus, 
But to outdo vour colleague in his plans 
In favour of tne people, still proposing 
Some law for their additional advantage ; 
And only stating — as in simple fairness 
You should— that so the senate had express'd 
Their wishes— nothing farther. By this means. 
The people will be served ; the senate placed 



Again in confidence ; your rival stripp'H 1 

Of dangerous influence : yourself exialted, | 

Accordmg to your worth ; and, to sum up 



The whole at once, your country saved from ruin. 

Fla. You cannot hesitate in such a cause ? 

Bru, I undertake the trust with sacred zeal ; 
And, if I can compose the present evils. 
Shall deem myself most happy. 

Om. I am sure of it. 
Ana shall with joy report this to the senate. 
Meanwhile, be often with us. Let us know 
Your wishes for the people ; we'll promote them. 
What you say should ht, shall be, on your saying, 
Or break at once with us. The tribes shall know 
What 'tis to have a tribune of repute, 
Who does not use his oflSice to promote 
Cabal, and strife, and jealousy, and hate. 
Like certain gentlemen. 

To your work at once ! 
But, hark you, Livius Drusus ; tell me truly, 
Are you not over modest P Come ! confess, now. 
I know you are — ^I know, that, should the senate 
Give you your choice of nonours, you'd refuse 
To challenge e'en the smallest ! Well, no matter ! 
Such men live for their country. Heed not Gracchus, 
If he upbraid you— If ? Should the plebeians 
Give but one shout for Drusus, he'll be sick 
With aU the gall of envy ! Come to the senate 
To-morrow, ^e not strange with us, good Livius ! 
Mark him now ! Heed him well, for he is wily. 
And thou art simple in thine honesty. 
You'll come to the senate, to-morrow ? Eye him, Drusus ; 
He's a rank traitor ! Mind to-morrow, now. 
So, farewell, honest Drusus ! [Deusus goes out 

Fla. Nobly pla/d ! 

Opi. Beyond my hopes. Let us inform our friends ; 
Ana as the choice of tribunes is at hand. 
Prevent his re-election. [Shouts!\ That's for Gracchus ! 



Av, shout away I Unmoved, we'll hear you soon : 
The trap is ready : Let the lion roar I [They 



go out. 
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SCENE ll.—The Forum, 

Caits Geacchxjs discovered in the Rostrum — ^TiTUS, Marcus, 

atid Citizens — the people shout, 

Caius, No more, my friends ! How often mnst I tell yon. 
Yon should not pay these honours to your tribune ? 

Tit. Long may you live, Caius I 

Mar, Prosperously and long ! 
Hither comes honest Drusus. Shall we shout for him P 

Tit. Why should we ? Think you, he is any great friend 
to the people ? Not he ! Is he not a quiet, easy, contented 
man, who lets things take their course ? Can sncn a man be 
a friend to the people ? No, no ; he is no friend to the people. 
He is well enough m his place, because he keeps a ro^e out 
of it; and just says av, and no, according to the will ot Caius. 

Mar. You say right. For my part, I never liked your 
peaceful, honest man. Give me a stirring fellow, that wiU 
browbeat the nobles, and call the authorities to account. 
•Riat's your only tribune. 

Enter Deusus. 

Caius. Drusus, I have waited for you ! I am glad you have 
come. 

Mar. \Apart to Titus.] Gbserve, he hasn't hurried himself. 
[To the (Ditizens.] Make way for Drusus '.—[Deusus ascends 
the rostrum^ Make way there — ^Let the good!'man pass ! You 
may know by his gait that he loves high feeding, and sleeps 
one-half -of the day, for having dozed away the other half. 

Tit. Silence ! Caius is going to speak. Cheer him, masters ! 

All. Huzza ! Long live Caius ! 

Caius. Here, Romans, are some drafts of new decrees 
We mean to offer for your approbation. 
I know not whether you will think them wise ; 
But this I know, the hand that drew them up. 
Belongs to one, who would die to do you good. 

Tit, Worthy Caius ! , 

All. Long may you live, Caius ! 

Caius. With grief we see you bare of many goods. 
That make life sweet. Your wretchedness afflicts 
The heart of Caius. Thousands of brave men. 
Wandering about the streets of Rome, without 
Means, or employment to procure them ! Now, 
We here direct two colonies to be sent 
To the late conquer'd cities. 

Tit. Noble Caius ! 

Mar, Worthy Caius ! 

All. [Shouting^ Caius for ever ! 

Dru, My countrymen — 

Mar, Drusus is going to speak. Now for an oration ! 

Dru. You need not learn 1 lack those noble parts. 
Which make the orator you love to hear. 
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I have no merit but my honesty ; 
And 'tis mv honesty that says to you, 
I'd die witn Caius for the g;ood oi Bx)me ! 

Tit. Yes, yes; Drusus is an honest, quiet, good sort of 
man. That everybody must say for nim: but as for his 
speech, I'd make as good a one myself. Cneer him, masters 
— cheer him ! [The people cheer faintly, 

Dru. I do not ask you to applaud me, Romans ; 
I love your welfare better th^i your praise. 

Mar. Come, come, that's very well, now: cheer for that, 
masters ; — ^veiy weU, indeed, for Drusus ! Cneer ! cheer ! 

[They cheer louder. 

Dru. I thank you, fellow-citizens. Don't mind me. 

Mar, Cheer lum again, masters ! [A general cheer. 

Dru. Romans, I know my colleague's love for you ; 
And yet, methinks, he stints it in tnis measure. 
Two colonies ! A^at are two colonies ? 
Two handfuls ! He should stretch this grant, and ease 
The groaning and debilitated state ! 
Two handfuls of the people, to two cities ! 
Caius for once adopts half-measures. I 
Propose, that to each city there be sent 
Three thousand of the poorest citizens — 
Three thousand to each city. 

Mar. Worthy Drusus ! noble Drusus! Huzza! 

All. Huzza! 

Dru. Countrymen, 
Pay me no thanks ! Indeed you owe me none ; 
I only speak the wishes of the senate. 

Mar. The senate ! May we cheer for the senate P 

Tit. To be sure, if they do the people good ! 

Mar. Huzza for the senate, masters ! huzza ! 

All. Huzza! 

Caim. Indeed ! The senate ! Por the people's sake. 
We, also, thank the senate. Worthy Romans, 
Now our affairs put on a prosperous face. 
The senate send you favours. We thank the senate ! 
But not this mighty kindness of the senate 
Can set my cares at rest. I have made an estimate 
Of certain waste uncultivated lands. 
South of the Tiber. These— however, subject 
To certain trifling services and rents— 
We here allot to fifteen hundred families 
Prom the plebeians of the lowest class. 

Tit. Nome Caius ! worthy Caius ! Cheer, masters ! 

Mar. Stop ! Drusus is going to speak. Hear what Drusus 
says. 

Dru. Romans, my worthy colleague, whom I honour. 
Seems not to love that you should owe the senate 
Pavour orjustice. 

Cairn. Drusus! 

Mar. Go on, Drusus ! let him go on ! Come, come, Drusus 
must have fair play. 
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All. Drnsns! Drusns! 

Dru. If 'tis your pleasure, fnends, to hear my colleague 
Bather than me. you only have to say it. 

All. No ! no f no ! Gfo on ! go on ! 

Dru. I care not who befriends you, worthy citizens ; 
The senate or the tribunes. The more friends 
You have, the less you will have need of me. 

Mar. Good, honest man, go on ! 

All, Go on ! go on ! 

Dru. I say — and if I know the thing I say. 
Am I not right in saying it ? — I say. 
The senate wish the people to be happy. 
And do not want to tax them. Noble Gains 
Might have gone farther in this act of his. 
And not displeas'd the senate ; therefore, 1^ 
Without regard to his decree, enact. 
That certain waste, uncultivated lands. 
Lying north of Rome, be straight parcell'd out 
To mteen hundred of the poorest families. 
Free of aU rent and service. 

Mar. A noble decree, noble Drusus ! The worthy senate ! 
Huzza for Drusus and the senate ! 

Dru. My friends, think not of Drusus ! Thank the senate. 

Mar. Good, honest man! He is too modest to take the 
praise to himself; he gives it all to the senate. Observe Gains; 
ne changes colour; he envies Drusus : he doesn't like the ap- 
plause we give to Drusus. Applaud the good man again. 
Long live Drusus ! Drusus and the senate for ever ! Huzza ! 

All. Huzza! 

Caius. May I be heard, my friends ? 

Tit. Speak, Gracchus, speak ! 

Mar. Drusus for ever ! 

Caius. Rome — Rome, my friends, for ever ! 
Whoe'er is good— whoe'er is just and great — 
The honour DC to Rome, our common mother ! 
I kive wam'd you oft ! Look to your liberties,^ 
Beware the senate's arts ! beware her tools ! 

Dru. How! Gains— 

Caius. Nay, good Livius Drusus ! 

Mar. Not a word against Drusus ! 

All. No! no! no! 

Mar. The senate has acted well in this. 

All. It has ! it has ! 

Caius. I am content — ^K you approve it, masters, 
I am content. I camiot help my fears ; 
But let it pass. I'll say, I am content ! 
Masters, I never yet incurr'd your censure : 
If I am over-watchful for your safety. 
Guarding you 'gainst the chance of treachery, — 

If I suspect ^But, since it pleases you, 

I'U not suspect this kindness of the senate ! 
And yet it may be ask'd— when you were weak. 
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And needed friends, where was the senate's kindness P 

Then you might help yourselves ; now you are strong, 

It stretches forth its hands to give you aid ! 

I think, 'twas not the kindness of the senate 

That gave me counsel, when my first decree 

Declared the magistrate to be infamous. 

Who was deposed by judgment of the people. 

^ when my next enacted, that the magistrate. 

Who banish'd, without law, a citizen. 

Should answer the assembly of the people. 

Or, when, to give you plemtude of power, 

I granted, each inhabitant of Latium 

The right of suffrage ! 

Tit. Hear him ! near him ! 

Mar. Silence ! Drusus is going to speak. 

Dru. Romans, I'll not pretend to say how much 
You owe the senate ; be it much, or little. 
Or nothing. Chily, while they wish to serve you, 
rU not speak ill at them. They have desired me 
To show you favour. Mark me — ^have desired me ! 
Should I be jealous of them ? Words, my friends. 
Are air; but actions are substantial tmngs. 
That warrant judgment. But we'll not debate 
Their truth or falsehood. They appear to favour us. 
And let us take advantage of their seeming ! 
My colleague, Caius, as he just now said. 
Has ^ven to the inhabitants of Latium 
The right to vote— the right of citizens. 
Has not this act, then, made them citizens P 
And yet, my friends, the Latin soldier feels 
The scourge— He feels the scourge ! — ^an infamy. 
That never should approach the freeman's back ! 
We now decree, that it shall be unlawful. 
Henceforth for any captain of our legi9ns 
To beat with rods a soldier of that nation. 

Mar, A noble decree '.—Worthy Drusus ! — ^A noble decree ! 
Huzza ! 

Dru. My friends, I now depart ; but, ere I leave you. 
Let me declare, that whatsoe er I have done, 
I have done with the approval of the senate. 

[Descendsfrom the rostrum. 

Mar. We'll follow you home, Drusus ! [Gbacchus hurries 
dovm the steps^ We'll follow you home! We'll cheer the 
senators as we pass them ; we'U follow you home ! 

Dru. Nay, my good friends ! 

Mar. Come, come ; let us follow him to his house. 

Bru. Well ; since you wiU not be denied — {Going, 

Caitis. Stay, Livius Drusus ! Let me speak with you. 

Bru. Your pleasure, Caius P 

Caius. Pleasure ! Livius Drusus, 
Look not so sweet unon me. I am no child 
Not to know bitter, for that it is smear'd 
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With hon ey! Let me rather see thee scowl 
A httle. When thou speak'st, remind me rather 
Of the rough trumpet, more thwi the dulcet lute. 
By Jove ! I can applaud the honest caiti^ 
That shows his citm;. 

Dru. The caitiff! 

Cains. Ah! — ^Ho! — ^Now 
You are Liyius Drusus— that was just before 
The man we took you foi>— the easy man. 
That, so the world went right, cfured not who eot 
The praise ; but rather from preferment shruii. 
Than courted it. Who ever thought, in such 
A plain and homely piece of stuff, to see 
The crafty senate's tool P 

Dru. Tae senate's tool ! 

Caius. Now. what a deal of i)ains for little profit ! 
If you could plaj the juggler with me, livius — 
To such perfection practise seeming as 
To pass it on me for reality — 
Make my own senses witness 'gainst myself 
That things I know impossible to be, 
I see as palpable as if tney were : 
'Twere worth the acting ; but, when I am master 
Of all your mystery, and know, as well 
As you do, that the prodigy's a lie, 
What wanton waste of labour ! Livius Dmsos, 
I know you are a tool ! 

Dru. Well, let me be so. 
I will not quarrel with vou, worthy Cains ; 
Call me whatever you please. 

Caius. What barefaced shifting ! 
What real fierceness could grow tame so soon ! 
You turn upon me like a tiger, and 
When open-mouth'd I brave you, straight vou play 
The crouching spaniel ! You'll not quarrd with me ! 
I want you not to quarrel, Livius Drusus, 
Eut onlyto be honest to the people. 

Dru. Honest! 

Caius. Ay, honest ! Why do you repeat 
My words, as if you fear'd to trust your own P 
Do I play echo P Question me, and see 
If I so fear to be myself, to act 
The wall, which speaks not but with others' tongues ! 
I say you are not nonest to the people !— 
I sajr you are the senate's tool — ^their bait — 
Their juggler— their trick-merchant ! K I wrong you. 
Burst out at once, and, free, retort upon me ; 
Tell me I He, and smite me to the earth I 
I'll rise and, then, embrace you. 

Dru. My good Caius, 
B^strain your ardent temper ! It betrays you 
Into madness. 

D 2 
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Cains. Give me but an answer, and 
ril be content. Are you not leagued witb tlie senate P 

Dru. Your wit forsakes you, Caius ! 

Caius. Will you answer me ? 

Dru. Throw off tliis humour ! 

Caius. Give me an answer, Drusus. 

Dru. Madman! 

Caius. Are you the creature of the senate ? 

Dru. Good Caius ! 

Caius. Do you juggle with the people P 
Let me but know you, man, from your own lips ;— 
There wants but that, you know, to prove the traitor. 

Dru. The traitor! 

Caius. Ay! 

Dru. To whom P 

Caius. To thejpoor people, — 
The houseless citizens, that sleep at nights 
Beneath the portals, and that starve by day 
Under the noses of the senators ! 
Thou art their magistrate, their friend, their father : 
Dost thou betray tnem ? Hast thou sold them ? Wilt thou 
Juggle them out of the few friends they have left ? 

Dru. If 'twill content you, Caius, I am one 
Who loves alike the senate and the people, — 
I am the friend of both. 

Caius. The friend of neither ! 
The senate's tool ! — a traitor to the people I 
A man that seems to side with neither party ; 
Will now bend this way, and then make it up. 
By leaning a little to the other side : — 
"With one eye, glance his pity on the crowd, 
And with the other, crouch to the nobility I 
Such men are the best instruments of tyranny! 
The simple slave is easily discem'd 
Bv his external badge : your order wears 
Tne inf amv within ! 

Dru. ril leave you, Caius, 
And hope your breast will harbour better counsels. 
Grudge you the senate's kindness to the people P 
'Tis well ! Whoe'er serves them, shows love to me. 

IGoes out, followed by the people , shouting. 

Caius. Go ! I have till'd a wast«. and, with my sweat. 
Brought hope of fruitage forth. The superficial 
And heartless soil cannot sustain the shoot : 
The first harsh wind that sweeps it, leaves it bare ! 
Fool that I was to till it ! Let them go ! 
I loved them and I served them 1— Let them go 1 

JK»^<?r Vettitjs. 

Vet. Why, Caius, what's the matter, that the people 
Crowd after Drusus ? 

Caius. Matter! Know you why 
The wind was all the mormng in the south. 
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Sits now at north—Canst show the caose of that ? 
When thou canst tell why turns the fitful wind, 
I'll tell thee why the people follow Dnisus ! 

Vet. More wonder yet I There stood a group of senators 
Under a portico, and, as they pass'd. 
They cheer'd them — cheer*d the senators ! I thought 
They must be mad. 

Caius. No, no ! they are not mad. 
There's not a day in the month, or year, they are 
Of sounder mind. They know as well to-day. 
As they did yesterday, what things they look at — 
That Eome is B>ome ; that I am Cains ; he 
They follow, Drusus ; and the senators. 
They cheer, the senators ! They are not mad ; 
But thou art mad to think them so, because 
They act the deeds of madmen ! 

Enter LiciNids. 

lAc, Caius!— Ha! 
Well met. Bad news ! 

Caius. Bad news, and well met, say you ? 
Why, so it is : for, were you Pluto's nerald. 
You could not pluck a sinile from Cains' cheek. 
Would pay the labour of destroying. Come, 
Your news ! 

Jac. Opimius wiU be consul. 

Cijt««. Well; 
I'm tribune. 

lAc. Pray you, show yourself among 
The people, else their hearts are lost. 
Your enemies have won them, half, already! 
Orders shake hands ! — ^Patrician and plebeian. 
That walk'd, before, so wide asunder, now 
Go arm in arm ! — Quinctius is mate for Curtius, 
That kisses shoulders with him ! — ^Livius, for Servius 
That plucks great Livius by the cloak ; and, then. 
Knits fingers with him, while he whispers in 
His ear, and calls him his " good Livius ; " who 
Leans cheek to him, and smiles, though, all the while 
He cares as much for Servius, as he does 
For Servius' shoe ! Let them not, Cains, have 
The game to themselves 1 Dispute it with them ! Come 
Among the people ! 

Caius. Never did I play 
The beggar yet, nor will I now ! 'Tis not 
My craft, nor will I learn it, Marcus ; no. 
Not e'en to win the people ! 

Enter Pomponius. 

Pom. Where is Caius ? 

Caius. Here ! here ! What makes the man in such request 
That's out of favour with the people P 
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Pom. Look 
To your office 1 Half the yotes are promised 'gainst 
The next Comitia. Spare no pains to win 
The people's favour back again; or, mind! 
You are no longer tribune. 

Lie. Persuade him not ; you will but lose your labour. 
Let us go to the people, and convince them, 
'Tis for their safety, they retain their tribune. \_Goei out. 

Fom. Follow him, Caius ! Seek the people ! 

Caius. Not a foot 
I'll stir to win them. Though the price of their love 
Were but the breath that ask'd for't. it should go ^ 
Unbought for me ! What I would tney take our tigers. 
They've seen a hundred times tear limb from limb 
The malefactor — ^would they take them, think you, 
Tor dogs, suppose they fawn'd on them ? No wonder 
And if they should ! I will not go among them. 
To pay court to them for their own sakes ; cry, 
"Be served, I pray vou, masters ! pray you, be served ! 
Consent that I supply you food • provide you 
Clothing and lodgmg ; find you lands to till ! " — 
While, all the time, they lean the ear to Drusus, 
And I must pull them by the cloak to win 
Attention ! No ! No honest man could do it ! 
I will not go among them ! If they are told 
That poison 's poison, yet will swallow it 
For food, in Jove's name, let them 1 Nothing but 
The proving on't will satisfy them. Vettius, 
Keep silence ! No man further urge me ! 
I should not — cannot— will not court the people ! 

[Goes out, followed by Yettitjs and Pomponixjs, 

END OF ACT ni. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE 1,—A Street in Rome. 

BfUer Vettitjs and Pomponius. 

Pom. It was a false return. He had their votes, 
Though he has lost his office. Lo you, now. 
What strides they take that used to walk before 
So circumspectly ! Scarcely is he brought 
Into a private state a^ain, than they 
Proceed to abrogate ms laws. This blow. 
If there it light, where it is meant it shotud, 
Will not fall short a hair's breadth of his life. 

Vet. You may be sure of it ! To compass that 
Opimius got the consulship. 
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Pom. This monung, 
Caius and he met near the Capitol: 
Placcus held Caius by the arm ; — Opimius, 
On seeing him, makes a dead stand, and then. 
With eyes fix'd on him thus, and folded arms. 
He follows him right round, and cries to him, 
" What, hoa ! you, Caius Gracchus, whither now? 
What plot 's on foot ? " Then falls on him with such 
A torrent of vile terms, as it would sting 
The tamest looker-on to hear. 

Fet. And how 
Did Caius bear it ? 

Fom. Why, as one that, seeing 
A tiger ready couch'd to spring upon him. 
In quick avoidance finds security. 
He pass'd in silence on. Opimius had 
His Candiot troops with him. But where is Flaccus P 

Fet. Grone to bring Caius to the Porum. How 
Have you disposed our Latin friends ? 

Pom. About 
The rostrum. 

Fet. Eear not ! If it comes to numbers^ 
Ours can teU theirs thrice over. 

3iter Licnnirs. 

Ide. Friends, well met ! 
Something's on foot that bodes not good to Caius. 
I pass'd just now a group of senators : 
One of them named nim, and had farther spoken^ 
But that another placed, on seeing me. 
His &iger on his up. You may be sure 
They only want occasion to despatch him. 

Fet. AjI Rome perceives it. Men inquire for him 
As one wbom mischief dogs : " Is Caius well ? 
When saw you him ? — Does he go out to-da^r 
To the Pomm ? " — half under breath, as fearing for 
The answer. Others, as his friends pass by. 



Lay heads together, and, with eyes glanced towards tbem. 
Whisper with looks, portentous. Some do smile 
That never smiled before on aught that loved him. 
That's the worse sign ! A smile from those that hate us, 
Ensures some scowl of fate about to fall, 
If not already lowering. 

Pom. Whafs to be done ? 

Idc. Meet them with force. 

Pom. Agreed! 

Fet. Agreed! 

Lie. Away, then ! 
If you have any friend as yet unpledged, 
Chiange oaths with him. 

Fet. When meet we in the Forum ? 
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Lie. At the tlird hour — It is the hour of his fate ! 
If they repeal his laws, farewell to Home ! [They go out. 



SCENE n. — An Apartment in Cains Gracchus* s House 

— tu^o chairs. 

Enter Coenelia and Licinia. 

Lid. You'll speak to him ? 

Cor. I will. 

Lid. You'll tirge him not 
To go ? You would not throw your richest gem 
Away, though you might give't to one who knew 
Its value, and would wear it ? 

Cor. I would not. 

Lid. He's coming [Going^ Mother ! 

Cor. I have said, Licmia. [Licinia goes out. 

Yes ; there's a poiut where virtue ought to stop — 
Where she but loses labour. Ha ! but is 
Her labour ever lost ? I can't debate 
That question now ; Nature won't let me. She's 
Too strong, and I must play the humble part 
She sets me. Had he not a wife and child — 
He's here ! [Retires. 

Enter Catus Gbacchus, without sedng his Mother. 

Caius. I'll wrestle with him for, at least, 
This throw ! My laws ! What ! abrogate my laws 1 
Oh, insolence of tyranny ! Well, well! 
We are not so weak as let him. Were he twice 
The consul, he shall not lay hands on them; 
Yea. though our blood—; — 

dor. Caius, a word with you. 
There's Eulvius Elaccus waiting at the door 
With a whole crowd of citizens. Is't you, my son. 
They want P^ 

Caius. It is. 

Cor. I know it is ! My son. 
Deal frankly with your mother. What's on foot P 
I do not like that Elaccus : he's a man 
Hath more ambition than integrity,^ 
And zeal than wisdom. Is he of your counsels P 

Caius. He is. 

Cor. The sooner then you break with him 
The better. Send him word you cannot come. 

Caius. My word 's already pledged to go with him 
To the Eorum. 

Cor. On what errand, Caius Gracchus ? 
Is it about your laws, tney would annul ? 
Mind, Caius, you're no longer tribune 1 
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Caius, Fear not; 
I shall be prudent. f Going. 

Cor. [Holding Aim.'] Stop, Cains ! [TaX:ing his hand.] I can 
almost think you still 
The boy that conn'd his lessons at my knee. 
And I conld rale in all his little moods 
With but a look. — ^Ay, Cains ; but a look 
Of your mother's made yon calm as snnshine, in 
Your biggest storm ! I would not lose yon, Cains ! 
Cains, i would not lose you ! Go not to 
The Forum! 

Caius. Mother—is it yon ! 

Cor. Ay, son ; 
It is your mother, — ^that is all the mother 
Whatever she seems. I would be still a mother ! 
I woidd be left a son, my Caius I — Go not 
To the Forum ! 

Caius. Wherefore, mother ? What should I fear 
From going to the Forum ? 

Cor. The Forum saw them shed your brother's blood ! 
Do I not know you, Caius ? Can 1 not read you, 
Without your tongue to help me ? Does not his blood 
Cry. for revenge • and is your ear unapt 
T9 hear it ? Cams, that dear brother^s death 
Gives life to all thy acts ! 'Twas that which pleaded 
For Vettius — ^ask'd the tribuneship — ^revived 
Tiberius's laws — defied the senate— made thee 
Like a god to Bx)me, dealing out fate — and, now 
Thou art no longer arm'd with thy great office. 
Would lead thee forth to sacrifice ! My son. 
Go not to the Forum ! 'Tis a worthless cause ! 
Why should you go, my Caius ? To defend 
Your laws from abrogation ? Think of them 
For whom you made those laws — ^the fickle people. 
That lent a hand to pull you from your seat. 
And raise up them, they shake at ! Thou aart single, — 
Thou hast no seconds. 'Tis a hopeless struggle I 
So sunk are all, the heart of pubhc virtue 
Has not the blood to make it beat again. 

Caius. And should I therefore sink with the base times P 
What, mother, what ? Are the gods also base ? 
Is virtue base ? Is honour sunk ? Is manhood 
A thin^ conteinptible, not fit to be 
Maintained ? Remember you Messina, mother ? 
Once from its promontory we beheld 
A galley in a storm * and, as the bark 
Approach'd the fatal shore, could well discern 
The features of the crew with horror all 
Aghast, save one. Alone he strove to guide 
The prow, erect amidst the horrid war 
Of wmds and waters raging. With one hand 
He ruled the hopeless helm ; the other stiain'd 
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The fra^ent of a shivered sail ; his brow 
The while bent proudly on the scowling surge, 
At which he scowl'd affain. The vessel struck ! 
One man alone bestrode the wave, and rode 
The foaming courser safe. — 'Twas he, the same ! 
You clasp'd your Caius in your arms, and cried, 
" Look, look, my son ! the brave man ne'er despairs» 
And lives where cowards die ! " I would but make 
Due profit of your lesson. 

Cor. Caius— Caius! 

Caitis, Mother — ^I — 

Cor. What, my son ? 

Caius. [Sitting down."] I'll nlease you, mother ; 
m not go to the rorum.—I'll be ruled by you 
If you will. Let men sav what they list or me. 
I care not if they whisper as I pass. 
And point, and smile, and say to one another, 
"Lo, the bold tribune, Gracchus ! Lo, the man 
That lorded it o'er the senate !" What is't to me P 
I know I am your son, and would approve it 
If I might ; but, since you wiU not nave it so, 
I'll stay from the Eorum, mother; I'll not go 
To the Forum. 

Cor. Know the people you did promise 
Togo? 

Caius. Are they not here, with Fulvius Maccns 
Expecting me ? But let them go with him ; 
He'll speak for them ; he'll be their friend ; he'll dare 
Oppose the senate ; he'll preserve my laws. 
If he can. If there's no other man to speak 
Eor libertjr, he'll do it ! Pray you, mother, 
Send Lucius to them ; tell them I'll not go 
Abroad to-day. 

Cor. You must go to the Forum ! 

Caius. Not if you will it not. 

Cor. I neither will it. 
Nor wiU it not. 

Caitis. Unless you bid me go. 
They go without me. 

Cor. Why, I think, as it is. 
You cannot help but go. I know not what's 
The matter. "Tis, perhaps, the fears of thy wife, 
Infect me ; but I've dark forebodings, Caius. 
What will be left me, should I lose thee, son ? 

Caius. My monument! 

Cbr. Gk) to the Forum — go I 
You are Cornelia's son I 

Cairn. My only use 
Of life 's to prove it ! 

Cot. Go— go — go ! my Caius ! 

[Goinffy but turns and embraces her son. — They go out 
severally. 
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SCENE JH.—J Square, with the Statue of Tiberius 
Semprointts Gracchus. 

Enter Caius Gbacchtjs, Titus, Mauctjs, and Citizens. 

Caius. Wliat son of Home may not his country call 
To do her service ? Homans, you desire 
I should defend your laws from abrogation. 
And I obey you. 

Tit. Caius ! worthy Caius ! 

Caius. Some coldness there has been between us ; but 
We know the cause, and so are friends again. 
Our enemies may once prevail by craft. 
But not a second time. Now show yourselves 
The men you should be. If your liberties 
And rights are dear to you, be faithful to them. 
Eear not the senate ; call upon the tribes ; 
Be freemen— none will dare to make you slaves ! 

Enter Flacctjs. 

Fla. Caius, the consul is about to pass. 
Proceeding to the sacrifice, which he 
Has orderd, to give impious sanctity 
To his designs against you. 

Caiiis. Prav you, now. 
My friends, observe good order. Let them pass. 

[The Citizens retire. 

Music. — A Procession of Priests, ^c, followed hy Opimius as 
Consul, attended hy D&usus and Senators. 

0^. \Seeing Gbacchus.] What ! Do you wait to interrupt 
us here, — 
You. Caius Gracchus, Fulvius, and the rest. 
With your lewd rabble ? 

Caius. You may see, Opimius, 
The way is clear for you. 

C^'. Oh! is it so? 
'Tis well, indeed- vou give us leave to pass ! 
You're very humble now, good Caius Gracchus ! 
Drusus, is this the man that thought to ride 
The necks of the senators ? This the lawgiver. 
That parcell'd out the lands of the patricians P 
Whv, yes ! 'Tis Caius Gracchus ! 

Caius. True, Opimius ; 
'Tis even Caius Grracchus. 

Ofi. How! so humble? 
What ! This the gentleman that rail'd at us 
The other day with such a fearless tongue P 
Call'd us luxurious, proud— oppressors — ^1rp*aiits, — 
The common robbers of the state ? This ne ? 
What knave may not grow honest ! Speak your soul, man ! 
Tell us you hate us, — spurn us, mock us, and 
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Revile us. as you were wont to do I I hate 
The double vulain. We are not the consul ! 
These are not lictors ! Gracchus does not fear 
To let us know his thoughts. 

Caius. I will not stay 
To give you plea of quarrel. Know, Opimius, 
The man that loves his country may respect 
The shadow of her greatness. [QoeB out, 

Q». Ha!— Take heed! 
Look to your safety I On to the sacrifice. 

[Music. — Opimius and his party go out. 

Fla. Is this to be endured ? Could Caius brook it P 
I have no blood of his within my veins. 
And yet they boil ! 

Mar. Had he but spoke the word. 
He should have been avenged. He rail'd at us, — 
Let's follow him ! 

Tit. Hold, for the common cause ! 

Mar. The common cause were served by any hurt 
That we could do Opimius. He's a tyrant ! 

Fla. The worst of tvrants ! 

Mar. Come, let's follow him, and rid our country of a tyrant ! 

Tit. Stay ! How are we prepared for such a tning P 
Remember, too, it is the time of sacrifice. 

Fla. Caius was tame to bear it. See ! he returns. 
And chafing like a flood from its embankment 
"New burst ! 

Be-enter Caius Gbacchus. 

Caius. Endure a life on sufferance 
Like this 1 Why, you must think me water, friends, 
Or something farther still removed from blood — 
If there's such poverty in nature — ^that 
I seem to have no proper heat in me, 
To keep cool veins under the force of that 
Whose only sight, I see, sets yours a-boiling. 

Tit. Here comes his lictor with the entrails. 

Enter a Lictor, with the entrails, 

Lictor. Way, there, evil citizens! [Goes out. 

Tit. Down with him ! 'Tis an evil word for him. 
Citizens. Down vrith him ! [Titus and Citizens rush out. 
Caius. Hold ! hold ! Come back, my friends — ^my country- 
men! 
You know not [A loud groan mthout. 

Be-enter Titus, tcith a bloody dagger. 

Tit. You are revenged ! He's dead ! 

Caius. Blood shed ! Blood is not wash'd away except 
With blood ! [^Ag Citizens return slowly and sullenly. 

Why do you this P Why do you ever that 
You should not do ? Who bade you take my quarrel 
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Into your own hands ? Who ? I did not ask yon 

I'or help or counsel. Gods ! if I resolve 

To stake my life, may I not fix the game 

I throVt away on ? Had 1 not here the tyrant 

Himself, withm arm's reach, — ^that but a stride 

Like this, had made my weapon and his heart 

Acquainted ? Had 1 not ? If I did think 

A gust of spleen, a fit of temper, a 

Sour stomach, was a thing to pitch against 

The cause,— had I not man enough in me. 

Though thrice the number of his satellites 

Environed him, to smite him to my foot ? 

And you must smite his slave ! Now, look yon- for 

That slave, the stones we tread on shall weep blood. 

And our veins lend the tears ! 

Fla. Remember, 'twas 
Tor you they did it. 

Caius. Me? Oh! I retain 
The memory of all they have done for me ! 

Fla, Observe their looks : they are depress'd and spiritless 
Prom your rebuke. It is not well to bring 
Their zeal to such an ebb. 

Caius, It is. indeed, 
The tide for eobing. \Thuiider^ Listen ! Do yon hear P 

Tit, The heavens lower 

Caim, On us ! There is something awful in their speech. 
More than the sound. \Thunder again."] That's anger ! 

Enter Vettius, hastily. 

Vet, Disperse ! disperse ! The consul heavily 
Has ta'en his lictor's death. The senate is 
Convoked. [Louder thunder^ the Citizens withdraw slowly, 

Caius. Now it speaks out. 'Tis not for naught 
Thev keep that stirring in the heavens. Some foot. 
On haste with wrath, hath from Jove's presence now 
Gone forth, the bearer of an errand, whose 
Dread import hath set all Oljnnpus shaking ! 

Fla, Yon are infusing fear into the crowd : 
This is no way to remedy the eviL 
Think what can best be done. 

Caius. Nothing is best. 
Where nothing can be done. 

Fla. Here comes your brother. 

Enter LiciNius, hastily. 

Lie, A decree has pass'd the senate, that the consul 
Look to the public safety. Caius, you. 
And Fulvius JFlaccus^ are the men they aim at ; 
You must protect yourselves ! [Thunders still louder. 

Fla. Observe, the citizens fall off from us. 

Caius. Why, let them go ! As long as our veins are full. 
Why should theirs flow P Let them fall off to one — 
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To none ! Their caiiion would but poison Borneo 
And breed a mortal, general pestilence ! 
Let them, I sav ! It shall be writ in blood. 
The man who labours for the people's good. 
The people shall give up to sacrince ! 
So shall their groans unpitied rend their breasts, — 
Unheeded, save of them whose ears confess 
No sweeter music ! Here, even at the foot 
Of my great father's statue, I will brave 
The tyrant's wrath alone ! 

[Kneels ai his father^ a statue, hiding his face with his 
hands. 
Fla. What! hold your neck 
To the axe ? 

Enter Pomponixjs, hastily. 

Pom. Caius, the consul's lictors, I'm advised. 
Are on the watch for you. 

Fla. Meet force with force ! 

[The Citizens return in larger numbers. 
The people throng to you again. 'Twas but 
The storm dispersed them. Not for yourself, alone. 
Consent to draw the sword, but for your friends, 
As well, proscribed along with you ; nor, yet. 
For them, but for your country, on whose neck 
The tyrant plants his foot ! Art thou the man 
To let her he there, when no arm but thine 
Can lift her thence ? Look on the people ! — See ! 
They stretch their hands to thee ! A word, each hand 
Will grasp a weapon I 

The People. Caius! 

Caius. lou prevail ! 
Against myself, I pledge myself. Home ! 
The sons do love thee most, must help thy foes 
To shed thy blood I To-morrow, friends f to-morrow ! 

[They go out. 

SCENE IN,— An Apartment in the House of Caius 

Gracchus — a couch. 

Enter Cornelia and Licinia, with a scroll, followed by Lucius, 

carrying lights. 

Cor. Will not you go to bed ? 

Lid. Not till he comes. 

Cor. He must sup out. 

Lid. Well, rU sit up for him. 

Cor. What, with those eyes, that look so ill prepared 
To play the watcher P 

Lid. I wiU read, Cornelia^ 
And keep myself awake. I can't lie down ; 
Go you to bed, my mother. 
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Cor, Til not give you 
Excuse for so uncall d-for labour, by 
Partakii^ it. Good night ! 

Lid, Goodnight! {Ck)B:s^LLA.ffoet(mi,fM>toedbp'Lucivs. 
I wish 

He would come home ! Why should he sup abroad 
To-night ? Most like, it is my brother^s fault : 
He never lets him rest with taking him 
To Carbo's house — or Flaccus' — or some fdends. 
I would lidnius had a wife himself, 
To keep him more at home Cornelia 's right ; 
Vm half-asleep already. A heavy lid 
Is strange companion to an anxious heart ! 
Gome^ thou, that caost discourse without a tongue, — 
Gunnmg beguiler of the lonely ! talk to qae. 
And, for my dear lord, help me to keep watch ! 

[She sits on the couch, ana reads—prows gradually 

drowsier — the scroU falls from her hand, and she 

sleeps 

Enter Caius Gbacchtjs, without seeing her. 

Caius, What meant the boy by starting when he let 
Me in ? What's in my face to make him hold 
His breath, and change his colour at ? I thought 
At first the house was not my own ; never, yet. 
Felt it so like my own ! A hundred objects. 
Day after day I've pass'd, with just as much 
Of consciousness as they bad not been here, 
I now distin^sh with a feeling of 
Such recogmtion, as invest them with 

The worth of things most precious. ^Wbat ! licinia ! 

Asleep, too ! She is sitting up for me ! 

Come, now. Conspiracy, thou bold redresser 

Of gneyances, doubly stak'st thy life ! 

Thou wilt achieve beneath the peaceful brows 

Of household eaves, that never thought to see it. 

What were done better in the ruthless eyes 

Of frowning battlements — and lead along 

The streets, where children, wives, and matrons tread, 

Mai-s' revels, fitter to be acted on 

Some far-removed, unfreauented waste. — 

Come, now ! and, while tne silken banas of sleep 

Hold thy unconscious, unofifendin^ victim. 

Look on, and scan thy plea of conjuration, 

And see if it be prooi ! Thou canst not do it ! 

Already is the ague creeping o'er 

Thy flesh, at longer trial of the test 

Would shake the weapon from thy hand, though clench'd 

With thousand oaths f That I should see her thus ! 

Lid. [In her sleep."] Keep him in, mother ! Let him not go 
forth! 
They'U kill my Caius I 
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Catus. She is dreaming of me. 

Lid. [At first in her sleep, then awaJcing and rushing forward!] 
Oh, spare him ! save him ! give liim to ms wife ! 
Strike here — strike here ! [Caius catches her in his arms. 

My Caius ! — 'Twas a dream ! 
But press me to thy heart ; speak to me, Caius ! 
I know 'tis you ; but press me — speak to me ! 
Oh ! 'twas a fearful dream ! 

Cornelia. [Entering.] Who talks of dreams 
At such an hour of nignt ? Go, sleep and dream ! 

Lid. 0, mother ! such a dream ! — ^And dreams are omens ! 

Cor. Omens, or not ; dreams have precursors, well 
As sequences ! Your scared thoughts to-day 
Were likely to give birth to pleasant dreams ! 
I marvel that you had one ! One may dream, 
Without the aid of sleep. You have oeen dreaming 
E'er since you rose this morning ; and the spectre 
You saw with sealed lids, just now, be sure 
With open ones you started foryourself, — 
And more than once before ! Cfaius was out 
All day — ^besie^ed with business that allow'd 
No breathing-tune. Look at him ! — He's fatigued — 
Worn out — ^wants rest ! A seasonable time 
To hold him, prating to him of a dream ! 
To bed, my son ; for you must rise, I know. 
Betimes. Licinia, if you love his health, 
Don't waste the hour that's due to needful sleep. 
And scant enough ! — ^Away ! Good night, Licinia ! 
Caius, to bed at once. — ^My son, good night ! 

[Licinia and Caius go out. 
Good night, indeed ! And is't my son whom, thus, 
I bid good night, without a hope to see 
The morning of nis living face again ? 

He's pledged ! — He has conspired ! I took my measures | 

To gather note of all. No other course 

Was left him. I'm content ! Better my son | 

Die in confronting, than in bowing to. 
The tyrant ! But the chances ? — ^There's no chance ! 
They'll fail him, as they fail'd Tiberius ! 
Though vain the struggle, yet 'tis fit 'twere made. 
When bold injustice scofiFis at laws, and 'gins 
To ride it, rough-shod, o'er them 1 WTiat's my son P 
His noble name ! that, scatheless, who shall dare 
To call me motherless ? A mother once, 
Arming her son aeainst his country's foes. 
Gave mm his shield, with charge to bring it back. 
Or come back borne upon it. in my heart, 
I feel two mothers^ struggling ! Was it thus 
With her ? — And, if it was, the nobler conquer'd ; 
And shall the weaker rule m Scipio's daughter P 
My father answers, " No ! " — Rome answers, " No ! " 
Cornelia, "No ! " Caius is dead, [Caius enters.] but not 
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His name ! His enemies may strike at that, 
But not a thousand blows could leave a sear ! 
He sided with the weds: and wronged, — resisted 
The wrongful and the strong,— in vain !— but, when 
His country f eU, he fell alon^: with her ! 

Caius. [Kneeling and catchng Cornelia's hand!] My mother! 

Cor, [Bursting into a passion <^ tears.] Caius 1— <)h ! my son! 
my son ! [Curtain faUs . 

£in> OF ACT 17. 



ACT V. 

SCENE l.—The Street before Caiu^s House— lamps at a 

distance. 

Citizens discovered lying asleep in various postures, armed — 

oth^s icatching. 

Enter Titus. 

Tit. Almost the morning dawns. What ! rouse ye, friends ! 
Up, drowsy comrades, up! 'Tis time — ^*tistime! [They rise. 

Enter Caius 6&ACCHUs/rom the house, 

Caius. Ha ! is it time, my friends ? 

Tit. It is, good Caius. 

Caius. What noise of steps is that ? 

Tit. A band of citizens. 
Crossing the end of the street. 

Caius, Go on before, my friends ; I'll follow you. 

[Titus and Citizens go out, 
I will but take a last look of the house. 
To think of what I leave within that house ! 
I left her sleeping. Gods ! upon the brink 
Of what a precipice ! — and she must down,^ 
I cannot save her. As I stole away. 
She breathed my name, withal, so plaintively. 
It tax'd my manhood not to turn again ! 
'Tis done I — ^My thought must look another way ! 
Tiberius— I am coming ! Art thou here. 
My brother, waiting for me ? Yes, I feel 
Thou art 1 I am ready ! Mighty shade, lead on ! [Going, 

Enter Licinia, hastily. 

Lid. [Bushing towards him.] Caius I — Oh I have I found you ? 
Caius. MyLicinia, 
Why do you quit your bed ? 

E 






50 CAIT7S 6BACCHUS. 



Idci, To seek yon, Caius. 
To bring you back with me ! Come into the house. 

CaitM. What fear you, love P 

Lici. I know not what I fear. 
But weU I know that I have cause to fear ! 
Your putting off your journey yesterday — 
Your goin^ to the Forum, as you did — 
Your makmg it so late ere you came back — 
Your looks, I now recall, wnen you did come back — 
Your rising now, at this unwonted hour, — 
A thousand thousand things that I could name. 
Had I the time to number them, forewarn me 
You ^0 not forth for good ! 

Catus. Licinia! wiie! 
Collect yourself, and listen. Be content 
That I go forth, and may not be prevented. 
Why, wnat's the matter with you ? Can't a man 1 

Get up a little hour or two, before " 

His wonted time, and take a walk, but he 
Must run into a lion*s mouth P For shame ! 
If this were told of Caius' wife ! Go in ; 
Get thee to bed again; and take this kiss 
Along with thee. 

Lici. I cannot quit you, Caius, — 
I cannot let you go ! Spite of myself. 

I cling to you as though it were a spell ; 

That bound my arms around you. 1 am ill, love ; 
I'm very ill ! in sooth, I am so iU, 
It is not kind of you to leave me, Caius. 
Caius, you would not leave me when I'm ill P 
You surely never would I Let me lean on you, 
And take me into the house. I thank you, Caius. 

Qiius. [Conducting her to the door, and stoming!] There ! 

Lici. Would you quit me at the threshold r Won't you 
Come in, too P Do come in ! — ^You will come in ! 
You can go forth by-and-by. 

Cairn. I must go forth 
At once, love. 

Lid. Must P In truth vou must not — shall not ! 

Caitts. [Going?^ Farewell! 

Lid, Sfop, Uaius— stop ! [Follomng him, catching hold of his 
robe, and discovering a sword under his arm!] Is it to use 
That sword you go abroad ? Is it, my husband ? 
It is !— I see it all ! You would go forth 
To sell your life for an ungrateful people ; 
To quit your wife and child for cowards who 
Loot'd tamely on and saw your brother murder'd. 
And now will play the craven game with you. 
You trust the faitn of men that have no faith 
Except when trial is not near. My Caius ! 
My lord ! my husband ! father of my child ! 
Go not, but near your poor distracted wife ! 
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Caius, Licinia, now, is it perverse in yon 
To fancy danger. I have business forth. 
Is it a time to walk the streets nnarm'd. 
When drunken revellers from breaking up 
Of banquets are abroad P No more of this ! 
In — ^in ! qiy love. Be sure TU. make all haste. 
Thy thin robe suits not^ Sweet, the morning air. 
In, my Licinia, in ! Dismiss your fears ! \_Trunipet unthoui. 

Lid, What's that ? [Trumpet againJ] Again ! Speaks not | 

that summoner I 

To thee P 

Caius. Dear wife 

Lid, Come into the house — come in ! 
If I'm thy wife, whose interest in thee 
Shall push by mine ? Whose claim to hold thy pledge 
Calls on thee with a right that cancels mine P 
Thou shalt not go ! [Trumpet. 

Caius. Licinia 

Lid. Nay, thou shalt not I 

Caius. Let go my robe ! 

Idd. I will not let it go ! 
You hurt me, Caius ! — Know you, you do hurt me ? 
Por Jimo's sake, dear husband ! Caius — oh ! 
You gripe my wrist till I am sick with the pain ! — 
If any one had told it ! Promise one thing. 
And I will let thee go. 

Caius. What is it P 

Lid. KiUme! 

Caius. [Catching her to his breast."] Licinia ! 

Lid. [Nearly fainting in his arms7\ Ah ! 

Qiius. Gods! I have killed thee 1 

Lid. No! 
Or, if you have, 'tis with a sudden draught 
Of too sweet liie ! Bless thee, my Caius — ^bless thee ! 
You will not go — ^you'll stay with me — ^you'U come with me — 
You'U live for me I Come m ! come in ! come in ! 

3iter LicrNius. 

Lie. What keeps yoxjL Caius ? 

Qiius. [Apart to iim.] Take her from about 
My neck. 

Lid. I hear you, Caius ! There ! Myself 
Will do that kmdness for thee. Thou art free 
To go. Stay, husband 1 Give me from about 
Thy neck that collar which thou wear'st, to keep it 
As thy last gift. 

Caius. Here, my Licinia. 

Idd. What f 
Nothing about me I can dive thee in 
Exchanie for't P Oh ! I have a token yet. 
That hath the virtue of an amulet 
To him that values it. I have been told, 

£ 2 
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Steel, at its sig^ht, hath all as harmless tum'd 

As point of down, that cannot stand against 

The tender breath. Swear only, you will stay 

Until I fetch it. [_She goes out hurriedly. 

Caius. Go ! — ^I swear it, love ! 

Lie, Now Caius. , 

Now is your time I wait not till she returns. 

Caius. I have sworn to her. 

Idc, And if you swore to her 
To pluck an eye out, would you think it kinder 
To ao't than leave't undone r Away, at once 1 
The cause — the cause I 

Be-enter Licinia, hastily , with her Child. 

Liei. Tliy boy, my Caius ! 

Caius. Hal 

Liei. Nay, if thou look'st so cold upon thy child, 
Pm satisfied no hope remains for me f 

Caius. Now, was this kind ? 

Liei. I do not know that word. 
It stands for nothing — ^worse ! 'tis found the thing 
It says it is not ! Husbands are call'd kind. 
That break the foolish hearts which treasure them; 
And fathers, who make orphans of their children ! 
And brothers, who are worse than bloodless strangers ! 
And friends, whose actions prove them deadliest foes ! 
More kind are foes that don't pretend they're kind 1 [Kneels. 

Lie. Come, Caius ! Caius, come ! 

Caius. Why dost thou kneel P 

Lid. To beg the gods for mercy on my child, 
Siace thou hast none for him, nor yet for me ! 

[Trumpets without. 

Caius. Tear me away ! More blessings light upon you 
Than I feel pangs, who curse the things I'd oless ! 

[Caius Gracchus andlACT&iv^ go out— alarums con- 
tinue. 

Enter CoBNEUA/rom the house, followed by Lucilla and 

Lucius. 

Cor. How's this? Licinia! 

Liei. Take the child from me. 
Until I lay me down and die. 

Cor. And die ! 
Eise, rise, my daughter ! 

Liei. Itather thou fall down' 
Along with me, and pray the gods they send 
A thunderbolt to strike us both together ! 
For both abready they have smitten so. 
To spare is mocking mercy ! 

Cor. Bise! — Nay rise. [Lifts 'Lictsia. up. 

We may not tempt the gods ! Come into the house. 
And show thy tears to it— 'twon't tell upon thee. 
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This is the common street, and thou but lend'st 
The essence of thy grief to vilest tongues. 
Who will but jest at it. Come in ! Come in ! 

Lid, You counsel me, and do not know the cause 
Whereon you counsel me. 

Cor. My son is dead ? 

lAci. No, no ! Yet 

Cor. Yet ! Why wouldst thou say he lives. 
And but that little word *twixt him and death ? 
He is the same as dead ; — ^then think him dead, 
Asldo! 

lAci. And art thou a mother P 

Cor. Yes; 
The mother of the virtue of my child ! 
The fashion of his body nature fix'd : — 
I had no choice in*t — ^was not ask'd now high 
The stature on't should grow — gave not my voice 
As to the shape of limb or lineament. 
Nor pick'd the shade and texture of the skin; — 
But, of his worth, the modelling was mine : 
Say, that is dead, and he and I are dead ! 

Lici. I cannot answer this. I can but marvel. 
The weight which bows me down should seem so light 
To you. [Alarums tcithout. 

Enter LiviA, hurriedly, 

Livia. Cornelia! 

Cor. Wbat's to fear, Livia. 

Livia. Those dreadful noises ! Listen — ^vou will hear 
The rush of feet on every side. I've pass'd 
Such groups of angry-looking men — some pale — 
Some flush'd — some mute, and others muttering 
To one another — ^hurrying all one way. 
As all on one momentous 9bject bent. 
I came to thee, that we mignt seek some sanctuary; 
Tor houses are not safe in times like these. 

Cor. The Temple of Diana is at hand ; 
We shall go thither. See, my Livia, 
How lost Licinia is 1 Take hold of her. 
And lead the way. Nobly, ye gods ! oh, 'nobly ! \ [They go out. 



SCENE IL.— Mount AvenUne. 

Enter groups of armed Citizens, Caius Gbacchtjs, Fulvius 

PLA.CCUS, and LiciNius. 

Caius. You see — ^you see ! Their very trumpets shake 
Your ranks. How will they stand the blows of those 
Whose only breath can stagger ? 

Lie. What! No truce? 

Fla, Twice have we offer'd terms of peace, which they 
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Have twice refused, and into prison cast 
Our herald, my own son ; and not content 
With this, they have proclaim'd reward to him 
Who brings your brother's head, its weight in g^old ! 
Cuius. Then shall they have it at a dearer pnce — 
The safety of my friends ! 

Enter PoMPONros. 

Pom. Why stand you here P 
Advance ! A rumour spreads among our ranks. 
That pardon is proclaim'd to those who quit us ; 
And many friends fall off. 

Caitts. It shall be so ! 
Call back the runaways, and let them save 
The honour of their manhood ! Husbands ! drive out 
Your sad foreboding thoughts ; your wives shall hear 
Your feet to-night upon the threshold. Sons ! 
Check not your pious tears, but let theni flow 
Tor joy ; your mothers have not lost their props ! 
Cowards ! relax not your strain'd sinews yet. 
But live redoubted 1 Brave hearts ! rein your courage, 
To give it course upon a fairer field : 
Caius alone shall bleed ! 

Fet. What mean you^ Caius P 

Caius. To yield myself into the consul's hands. 
And save these veins their stores ! 

Vet. No, by the gods. 
You shall not do it! 

CaiiM. Not ! Why should I live 
At such a price as half these lives, which I 
Can, singly dying, spare P I cannot live 
To give my country freedom : let me die 
To save her blood f 

Enter Vettitjs. 

Lie. What are your swords about P 
Sheathe them or use them. 

Caitts. Priends, draw off our force ; 
I'll meet them singly ! 

Idc. Never! 
We'U. live or die together ! Or, take your course, — 
Yield yourself to the tyrant, if you will ! 
My sword is out, and shall not quit my grasp, 
So long as it can strike a link away 
!From the vile chains that gall us I Leave us, Caius, — 
Desert us — fly us — carry with thee half 
Our strength 1 With the remaining half we'll struggle. 
Nor vilely live the thralls of tyranny ! 

Caius. Oh, Borne, my country !— Oh, my mother Borne ! 
Is it to shed thy blood I use my sword P 
To fill thy matrons' and thy daughters' eyes 
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With tears, and drain the spirits of thy sons P 

Should I not rather turn it gainst myself. 

And, by the timely sacrifice of one, 

Preserve the many P They will not let me do it ; 

They take from me the rule of mine own acts. 

And make me Freedom's slave ! What ! is it so ? 

Come, then, the only virtue that is left me,^ 

The fatal virtue of necessity. 

Upon them ! 

Give them stout hearts, ye ^ods ! to enable them 

To staud the flashing of their tyrants' swords 1 

Deaf to the din of battle let them be ! 

Senseless to wounds, and without eyes for blood ; 

That, for this once, they may behe themselves ; 

Make tyranny to cower, ani from her yoke. 

Lift prostrate Liberty, to fall no more. [Thejf go out. 



SCENE UL—The Interior of the Temple of Biana—the Statue 
qf the Goddess — a large Portal, 

LiciNiA, kneeling bp the Statue — Coknelia, Livia, Lucilla. 
(with Gracchu^s Child), Lucius, and numerous Females, who 
nad fled for safety to the Temple, discovered. 

Cor. \To Lucius.] Go, boy ; look out, and tell me what thou 
see'st. 
If all is quiet, run to the end of the street. 
But venture not beyond — and listen if 
Thou hear'st the sound of tumult. Use thy senses. 
And hurry back; and, mind, keep bounds. 

[Lucius goes out. 

Livia. [To one qf the Females."] Observe 
Cornelia ! Now what kind of soul is hers 
That in this hour of trembling can be calm. 
As nought but common things were passing round her P 
But note her ! 

Cor. Livia, you did say just now. 
Your brother told you there had come a herald 
I*roposingterms of peace. 

Livia. He did : but thouffht 
They would not be acceptea. 

Cor. He thought right ; ^ 
No more they will. Opimius hath the gust 
Too strong for blood, when he hath snurd it, not 
To taste. He'U lap it : matters not whose veins 
'Twill cost the emptying of, so they belong 
To honest men. Then will he offer sacrifice ! 
Oh, man ! man ! man ! — ^most sacrilegious and 
Profane !— that, with thy lips, dost laud the gods. 
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Whose ordinance thou tearest with thy hands ! 
The path to whom thou hast so thick beset 
With peril, he who seeks may find it out 
By many a grave which marks the spot, whereon 
The truly noble fell I Why clasp you me. 
My Livia ? 

Livia. Do you hear the clash of swords P 

Cor. Indeed 1 do not. 'Tis your fancy, Livia. 

Livia, Nay, 'tis your talking of men's graves. 

Cor. Men's graves 
Are but men's oeds ; whereon we lay them, not 
Por one hard day of toil to follow on 
Another ! Thankless labour, Livia — sweaty 
To him expends it profitless — that goes 
To nourish others, and they take, as thoujgh 
The using were a boon I How fares it with 
Licinia P 

Livia. All abstracted, as she were 
Alive to naught without her. I can draw 
No word nor sign from her. There kneels she to 
The statue of the goddess, mute as silence^ 
And in so fix'd a stillness, you might ask. 
Which is the marble ? 

A Soldier. [Without!] Way, there ! Let me in I 

Cor. Open the ^ates, and let him in. 

Livia. Who is it ? 

Cor. One is wounded from the fray. 'Tis going on ! 
I fear that Lucius has gone nearer to it 
Than 1 commanded. 

Livia. And thou hast a son 
Is in it. 

Cor. Livia ! Livia ! I'm a mother 
Although I do not wail to let you know it I 

Bc'-enier LtJcms. 

Now, sir, where have you been P Your face is flush'd ; 
l^inely you've mark'd my orders ! Tell me what 
You've seen and heard ? 

Luc, The battle is begun. 

Cor. I know it alrea^. Can you tell which side 
Is like to win P 

Luc. The citizens, they say. 
Give ground. 

Livia. They do ! 

Cor. I could have told it you. 
Without the aid of augury. How leam'd 
You this P 

Luc. Erom some that carried to his house 
The young Valerius, wounded mortally. 

Cor, That's right ; you sneak not out of breath, as though 
The house were on nre. v alerius, say you P 
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Lue. Yes. 
I scarcely knew him as they bore him by. 
His face so gash'd. " 

Idvia. Oh! 

Cor. Hear you, sir ! Now know 
Yonrself a man ! Yon have been nearer to 
The fray than you like to tell. You're a fine boy ! 
What rush of feet is that ? Go see. 

[Lucius goes out and returns. 

Luc. The citizens 
Fly every way ; and from the windows and 
The houses' top, the women look and wring 
Their hands, and wail, and clsunour. Listen ! you 
Will hear them. 

Cor. I can hear them without ears. 

Caius Gracchus. [Without^ Shut to the gates ! 

[Lucius goes out. 

Idci. [Starting wp.VTis Cains ! 

Caius. [Without.'] Thankless hearts ! 
Not one presents hunself to aid mv sword. 
Or lend a charger to assist my flight ; 
But as I were a racer in the games. 
They cry " Make haste ! " ana shout as I pass by ! 

Enter Caius Gracchus. 

May they remain the abject things they are, 

Begging their daily pittance from the hands 

Of tyrant lords that spurn them ! May they crawl 

Ever in bondage and m misery. 

And never know the blessed rights of freemen ! 

Here will 1 perish ! 

Lid. [Rushinp to him."] Caius! 

Caius. My Licinia ! 
My mother, too ! — ^My child, too ! 

Enter Vettius. 

Vet. Caius here ! 
Alas ! my friend, you are lost ! Pomponius and 
Licinius, striving to keep back the consul. 
And ^ve you time for flight, have fallen beneath 
His hirelings' blows. Tney have the scent of you : 
Another nunute, they're upon you ! 

Cor. Caius. embrace me ! 
The gods do bare no sword 'gainst virtue ! 

Caitis. No! 
My mother! My Licinia! give me my child. 
[Aside to CoB.NELiA.]Mother, be yoi^ a parent to my wife, 
A tutor to my boy. The lessons you 
Did make me con, teach him — none else ; he cannot 
Learn better. [Places the child in Cornelia's arms."] My 
Licinia, pardon me ! [JEmbraces her,'] 
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Cor. She scarcely heeds thee ! Son, what feel you for 
Beneath your cloak P 

Cains. Nothing, will hnrt me, mother ; 
But only balk our tyrants. Home ! O Rome ! 

[A dagger drops from beneath CAius'sroi^ — he falls 
deaa—LicisiA., shrieking, throws herself on the body 
— CoENBLiA, with difficulty, supports herself— the 
Consul and his troops are heard approaching — she 
makes a violent effort to recover her self-possession. 
Enter Opimius and his party, with Guards, Lictors, 
Sfc. Cornelia holds up the child in one hand, ana 
with the other points to the body ofCAius — Opimius 
and the rest stand fixed in amazement—Flourish, and 
the curtain falls. 
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PEOLOGTJE, 
BY J. H. REYNOLDS, ESQ. 

SPOKEN BT MISS BOOTH. 

[Speaking behind^ Nay, Mr. Eawcett, give me leave, I pray : 
The audience wait, and I must have mv way. \JErUer8, 

What ! curb a woman's tongue ! — as I m auve. 
The wretch would mar our old prerogative ! 
Ladies ! by very dint of pertinacity, , 
Have I preserved the glory of loquacity. 

Oh ! could you gaze, as I am gazing now, 
And see each man bemnd with gather d brow. 
And clenched hand (though nought my spirit damps). 
Beckoning, with threats, mv presence from the lamps : 
Each, as I broke my way, declared how well 
His art could woo you — ^to be peaceable ! 
One is well robed — a second greatly shines. 
In the nice balance — of cast-iron lines ; 
A third can sing — a fourth can touch your tears — 
A fifth — " rU see no more ! " — a fifth appears. 
Who hath been once in Italv, and seen Rome ; 
In short — ^there's quite a hubbub in the Green-Bxx)m. 
But ly-a very woman — careless, li^ht-;- 
Eleet idly to your presence, this fair night ; 
And, craving your sweet paxdon, fain would say 
A kmd wora for the poet and his play. 

To-night, no idle nondescript lays waste 
The fairy and yet placid bower of taste : 
No story, piled with dark and cumbrous fate^ 
And words, that stagger under their own weight ; 
But one of silent grandeur — simply said. 
As though it were awaken'd from the dead ! 
It is a tale— made beautiful by years ; — 
Of pure, old Eoman sorrow — old in tears ! 
And those you shed o'er it in childhood may 
Still fall — and fall— for sweet Virginia I 

Nor doth a crowned poet of the age 
Call the sweet spirits from the historic page ! 
No old familiar dramatist hath spun 
This tragic, antique web, t9-night — ^but one. 
An unknown author, in a sister land. 
Waits, in young f ear^ the fiat of your hand. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE L-'A Street in Rome. 

^nter Sekvitjs and Cinsius. 

Ser, Carbo denied a hearing ! 

Cne, Ajj and Marcellus cast into prison, because lie sned 
a friend oi one of the decemvirs for a sum of money he had 
lent him. 

iSer. And Appius resisted not? Appius, that in the first 
decemvirate was a god to the people ! 

Cne. Resisted not ! Nay, was most lond in favour of the 
decree ; but hither comes Virginius, who interested himself so 
much in Carbo's affair. He looks a little heated. Is not that 
Titus he is speaking to ? Stand aside, master, and listen. 

Enter Vibginius and Tittjs. 

Virginitia, Why did you make him decemvir, and first 
decemvir too? 

Tit, We had tried him, and found him honest. 

Firginius. And could you not have remained content ? Why 
try him again to find him dishonest P Knew ye not he was a 
patrician, and of the Glaudian family P 

Tit. lie laid down the consulate 

Firginius. Ha! ha! ha! — ^to be elected into the decem- 
virate, and he was so ; and he laid down his office of decemvir 
to be re-elected into the decemvirate, and he is so ; ay, by 
Jupiter ! and to the exclusion of his late colleagues I Did not 
Titus Genutius lay down the consulate P 

Tit. He did. 

Firginim. Was he not next to Appius in the decemvirate P 

Tit. He was. 

Firginius. Did you not find him honest P 

Tit. We did find him honest. 

Firginius. As honest as Appius CSaudius P 

Tit. Quite as honest. 

Firginius. Quite as honest! — and why not re-elect him 
decemvir ? Most sapient people ! You re-elect Appius into 
the decemvirate for ms honesty, and you thrust Titus out of 
the decemvirate — I suppose for his honesty also! Why, 
Appius was sick of the decemvirate, 

Ser. I never heard him say so. 
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Virginius. But he did say so — say so in mv hearing; in 
presence of the senators Valerius and Caius Ckudius, and I 
don't know how many others. 'Twas known to the whole 
body of the senate-;-not that he was sick, but that he said so. 
Yes, yes ; he and his colleagues, he said, had done the work of 
the repuolic for a whole year, and it was now but just to grant 
them a little repose, and appoint others to succeea them. 

Tit, Well, well, we can only say he changed his mind. 

Virginius. No, no, we needn't say that neither ! As he had 
laboured in the decemvirate, perhaps he thought he might as 
well repose in the decemvirate. 

Tit. I know not what he thought. He is decemvir, and we 
made him so, and cannot help ourselves. Pare you weD, Vir- 
ginius. Come, let's to the Forum. 

[TiTTJS, Servitts, and Cnbius go out, 

Virginius, You camiot help yourselves ! Indeed you cannot : 
You help'd to put your masters on your backs : 
They Hke their seat, and make you show your paces. 
They ride you~sweat you~curb you— lash you— and 
You cannot throw them off with all your mettle ! 
But here comes one, whose share in giving you 
To such unsparing riders, touches me 
More nearly, for that I've an interest 
In proving him a man of fair and most 
Erect integrity. Good day, Icilius. 

Enter IciMUS. 

IciL Worthy Virginius ! 'tis an evil day 
For Rome, that gives her more convincing proof. 
The thing, she took for hope, is but a base 
And wretched counterfeit f Our new decemvirs 
Are anything but friends to justice and 
Their country. 

Virginim. You, Icilius, had a hand 
In their election. You applied to me 
To aid you with my vote m the comitia : 
I told you then, and tell you, now, again, 
I am not pleased when a patrician bends 
His head to a plebeian's eirdle. Mark me ! 
I'd rather he should stand aloof, and wear 
His shoulder high — especially the nephew 
Of Caius Claudius. 

Icil. I would have pledged my life 

Virginius. 'Twas a nigh gage, and men have staked a highei 
On grounds as poor as yours — ^their honour, boy I 
Icilius, I have heard it all — your plans — 
The understanding 'twixt the heads of the people — 
Of whom, Icilius, you are reckon'd one, and 
Wortluly — and Appius Claudius — all ! — 
'Twas every lot disclosed to me. 

Icil. BjwhomP 

Virginius, Siccins Dentatus. 



1 
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Icil. He disclosed it to you P 
Siccius Dentatus is a crabo^d man. 

Firgimus, Siccius Dentatus is an honest man ! 
There's not a worthier in Rome ! H9W now ! 
Has he deceived me ? Do you call him liar ? 
My friend ! my comrade ! honest Siccius, 
That fought iu six^score battles ! 

Icil. Good Vir^inius, 
Siccius Dentatus is my friend — ^the friend 
Of every honest man in Eome — ^a brave man— 
A most brave man. Except yourself, Virginius, 
I do not know the man I prize above 
Siccius Dentatus — ^yet he's a crabbed man. 

Firgmitis. Yes, yes ; he is a crabbed man. 

Icif. A man 
Who loves too much to wear a jealous eye 

Virginim. No, not a whit, where he sees double dealing. 
You are the best judge of yoiur own concerns ; 
Yet, if it please you to communicate 
With me upon tnis subject, come and see me. 
I told you^ Doy, I favoured not this stealing 
And windmg mto place. What he deserves. 
An honest man dares challenge 'gainst the world — 
But come and see me. Appius Claudius, chosen 
Decemvir, and his former coUea^es, that 
Were quite as honest as himself not chosen — 
No, not so much as named by hmi, who named 
Himself, and his new associates ! Well, 'tis true. 
Dog %hts with do^, but honesty is not 
A cur, that baits his fellow — and e'en dogs. 
By habit of companionship, abide 
In terms of faith and coroiality — 
But come and see me. 

Icil. Appius comes ! 
The people still throng after him with shouts. 
Unwilling to believe tneir Jupiter 
Has mark'd them for his thunder. Will you stay. 
And see the homage that they render him ? 

Virginius. Not I! Stay you; and, as you made him, 
hail him; 
And shout, and wave your hand, and cry, " Long live 
Our first and last decemvir, Appius Claudius ! " 
Por h« is first and last, and every one ! 
Borne owes you much, Icilius — JFare you well — 
I shall be glad to see you at my house. [Vieginius goes out. 

Enter Appius Claudius, Siccius Dentatus, Lucius, 
Titus, Seevius, Maecus, and Citizens, shouting. 

Tit. Long live our first decemvir ! 
Long live Appius Claudius ! 

Most noble Appius ! Appius and the decemvirate for ever ! 

[Citizens shout. 
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Jpp. My countrymen and fellow-citizens, 
We shall deserve your favfeur. 

Tit, You have deserved it. 
And will deserve it. 

Jjop. For that end we named 
Ourself decemvir. 

Tit, You could not have named a better man. 

Ben. For his own purpose (Aside). 

App. Be assured, we hoJd 
Our power but for your good. Your gift it was : 
And gifts make surest debtors. Fare you well — 
And, for your salutations, pardon me 
If I repay you only with an echo — 
Long nve the worthy citizens of £x)me ! 

[Appitjs and friends ao out. 

Den. That was a very pretty echo ! — ^a most soft echo. I 
never thought your voices were half so sweet ! A most melo- 
dious echo! I'd have you ever after make your music before 
the patricians' palaces. .They give most exquisite responses ! 
— especially that of Appius Claudius ! A most delicate echo ! 

Tit. What means Dentatus P 

Ser. He's ever carping— nothing pleases him. 

Ben. Oh ! yes— you please me — ^please me mightily, I assure 
you. — You are noble legislators, take most esjiecial care of 

Cr own interests, bestow your votes most wisely too— on 
who has the wit to get you into the humour ; and^ withal, 
have most musical voices — ^most musical— if one may judge by 
their echo. 

Tit. Why, what quarrel have you with our choice P Could 
we have chosen better P — ^I say they are ten honest decemvirs 
we have chosen. 
Ben. I pray you name them me. 
Tit. There s Appius Claudius, first decemvir- 



Ben. Ay, call mm the head. You are right. Appius Clau- 
dius, the head. Go on ! 

Tit. And Quiiitus Fabius Vibulanus 

Ben. The body, that eats and drinks while the head thinks. 
Call him Appius s stomach. Fill him, and keep him £rom cold 
and indigestion, and he'll never give Appius the headache ! 
WellP — ^There's excellent comfort in havmg a good stomach ! 
— WeUP 

Tit. There's Cornelius, Marcus Servilius, Minucius, and 
Titus Antonius 

Ben. Arms, legs, and thighs ! 

Tit. And Marcus Rabuleius- 



Ben. He'll do for a hand, and, as he's a senator, we'll call 
him the right-hand. We couldn't do less, you know, for a 
senator! Well? 

Luc. At least, you'll say we did well in electing Quintius 
Petilius, Caius Duellius, and Spurius Oppius — men of our 
order! — sound men! — ^known sticklers for the people. — ^At 
least you'll say we did well in that ! 
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Den. And who dares say otherwise ? "Well ! " one might 
as weU say "iU" as "well." "WeU" is the very skirt of 
commendation ; next neighbour to that mire and gutter, " ill." 
" Well " indeed ! you acted like yourselves. Nay, e'en your- 
selves could not have acted better. Why^ had you not elected 
them, Appius would have gone without his left hand, and each 
of his two feet ! 

Ser, Out ! you are dishonest ! 

Den. Ha! 

Ser. What would content you P 

Den. A post in a hot battle. Out, you cur ! Do you talk 
tomeP 

Citizen (from behind). Down with him, he does nothing but 
insult the people. 

\The crowd approach Dentatus. threateningly, 

Icil. {Entering^ Stand back ! Who is't tnat says down 
with Siccius Dentatus? Down with him! 'Tis what the 
enemy could never do ; and shall we do it for them P Who 
uttered that dishonest word P Who uttered it, I say ? Let 
him answer a fitter, though less worthy, mate — ^Lucius Icilius. 

Citizen. Stand back, and hear Icilius. 

Icil. What ! haven't I voted for the decemvirs, and do I snarl 
at his jests ? Has he not a right to jest P the ^od, honest 
Siccius Dentatus, that, alone, at the head of the veterans, 
vanquished the Mo^oi for you. Has he not a right to jest r 
For shame!— Get to your houses! The worthy Dentatus! 
Cheer for him, if you are Eomans ! Cheer for him before 
you go ! Cheer for him, I say ! [Citizens go out, shouting. 

Den. And now, what thanks do you expect from me, Icilius ? 

Icil, None. 

Den. By Jupiter, young man, had you thus stepped before 
me in the heat of battle, I should have cloven you down— but 
I'm obliged to you, Icilius— and hark you ! There's a piece 
of furniture in the house of a friend of mine, that's called 
Virginius, I think you've set your heart upon — dainty enough ; 
yet not amiss for a young man to covet. Ne'er lose your 
nopes ! He may be brought into the mind to part with it. 
As to these curs, I question which I value less, their fawning 
or their snarlings. I thank you, boy! Do you walk this 
way P I am glad of it. Come ! 'Tis a noble decemvirate you 
have chosen tor us ! Come I [They go out. 



SCENE JL—rirginitu's House. 

Enter VnuJiNros and Servll. 

Virginius. And is this all you have observed ? I think 
There's nothiog strange in that. An L and an I 
Twined with aV . Three very innocent letters 
To have bred such mischief in thy brain, good Servia. 
Come, read this riddle to me. 

p 
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Servia. You may lans^h, 
Virginius ; but I*fl reaa the riddle right. 
The L doth stand for Lucius ; and the I, 
IcdUus ; which, I take it, will compose, 
** Lucius Icilius." 

Virginius, So it will, good Servia. 

Servia, Then, for the V ; why, that is plain, "Vb"giijia." 

Virginius. And now, what conjuration find you here ? 

Servia, What should I find, but love ? The maid 's in love ; 
In love, and it is with Icilius. Look, the wreath 
Is made of roses, that entwines the letters. 

Virginius, And this is all ? 

Servia. And is it not enough P 
You'll find this figuring where'er you look : 
There's not a piece of oainty work she does — 
Embroidery, or painting — ^not a task 
She finishes, but on the skirt, or border. 
In needle-work, or pencil, this, her secret. 
The silly wench betrays. 

Virginius. Go, send her to me — 
Stay 1 Have you spoken to her of it ? 

Servia. I! 
Not I, indeed ; I left that task to you — 
Though once 1 ask'd her what the letters meant. 
She laugh' d, and drew a scratch across them ; but 
Had scarce done so, ere her fair visage fell, 
Tor grief that she had spoil'd the cipners — and 
A sigh came out, and then almost a tear ; 
And then she look'd as piteous on the harm 
That she had done, as she had done it to 
A thing had sense to feel it. Never after 
She let me note her at her work again. 
She had good reason ! 

Virginius. Send her to me, Servia. [Servia goes oni. 

There's something here, that promises to bring me 
Anticipation of my wish. I think 
Icilius loves my daughter— nay, I know it ; 
And such a man W9uld challenge for her husband; — 
And only waited, till her forward spring 
Put on, a little more, the genial likeness 
Of colouring into summer, ere I S9ught 
To nurse a flower, which, blossomii^ too early. 
Too early often dies ; but if it springs 
Spontaneous, and, unlook'd for, woos our hand 
To tend and chensh it, the growth is healthful ; 
And 'twere untimely, as unkind, to check it. 
I'll ascertain it shortly— soft, she comes. 

Enter Yiegdtca.. 

Virginia. Well, father, what's your will P 
Virainius, 1 wish'd to see you. 
To asK you of your tasks — ^how they go on— 
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And what your masters say of you— what last 
You did. 1 hope you never play 
The truant ? 

Virginia, The truant ! No. indeed, Virginius. 

Virginitis. I am sure you do not— iiss me ! 

Virginia, O mv father ! 
I am so happy when you're kind to me ! 

Virginius. lou are so happy when Tm kind to you ! 
Am I not always kind ? I never spoke 
An an^ word to you in all my life, 
Virginia ! You are happy when Pm kind ! 
That's strange : and makes me think you have some reason 
To fear I may be otherwise than kind— 
Is't so, my girl P 

Virginia. Indeed, I did not know 
What I was saying to you ! 

Virginius. Why, that's worse 
And worse ! What ! when you said your father's Vinrjnpj^^ 
Made you so happv, am I to believe 
You were not thinking of him ? 

Virginia. I [Greaily confused, 

Virginia, Go fetch me 
The latest task you did. fViBGniiA go€9 out 

It is enough. 
Her artless speech, like crystal, shows the thing 
'Twould hide, but only covers. 'Tis enough 1 
She loves, and fears her father may condenm ! 

Virginia. [^Re- entering with apaiaiing,'] Here, Sir. 

Virginius. vVTiaf s this ? 

Virginia. 'Tis Homer's story, father. 
Of brave Achilles parting from Briseis. 

Virginitis. You have done it well. The colouring is good. 
The figures well design'd. 'Tis verv well ! — 
Whose face is this you've given to Achilles P 

Virginia. Whose face P 

Virginius. I've seen this face ! Tut ! tut ! I know it 
As well as I do my own, yet can't bethink me 
Whose face it is ! 

Virginia. You mean Achilles' face P 

Virginius. Did I not say so ! 'Tis the very face 
Of— No ! no ! Not of him. There 's too much youth 
And comeliness, and too much fire, to suit 
The face of Siccius Dentatus. 

Virginia. Oh! 
You surely never took it for his face ! 

Virginius, Why, no ; for now I look again, I'd swear 
You lost the copy, ere you drew the head ; 
And, to requite Achilles for the want 
Of his own face, contrived to borrow one 
From Lucius Icilius. [Enter Dentatus.] My Dentatus, 
I am glad to see vou 1 

Den, 'Tis not for my news, then. 

P 2 
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Virginius. Your news ! What news ? 

Ben. More violence and wrong from these new masters of 
onrs — our noble decemvirs — these demi-gods of the good 
people of Kome! No man's property is safe from them. 
Nay, it appears we hold our vnves ana daughters but by the 
tenure of their will. Their liking is the law. The senators 
themselves, scared at their audacious rule, withdraw them- 
selves to their villas, and leave us to our fate. There are 
rumours, also, of new incursions by the Sabines. 

Virginius. Rome never saw such days ! 

Ben. And she'll see worse, unless I fail in my reckoning. 
Is that Virginia P I saw her not before. How does the fair 
Virginia? Wkv. she is quite a woman. I was just now 
wishing for a daughter. 

Virginius. A plague, yon mean. 

Ben. I am sure you should not say so. 

Virginia. Indeed he should not ; and he does not say so, 
Dentatus — ^not that I am not a plague. 
But that he does not think me one, for all 
I do to weary him* I am sure, Dentatus, 
If to be thought to do well is to do well. 
There's nothing I do ill ; but it is far 
Erom that ! for few things do I as I ought — 
Yet everything is well done with my fatner, 
Dentatus. 

Virginius. That's well done, is it not, my friend P [Aside. 
But if you had a daughter, what would, you do with her P 

Ben. I'd give her to Icilius. I should have been just now 
torn to pieces, but for his good offices. The gentle citizens — 
that are driven about by the decemvirs' lictors, like a herd of 
tame oxen, and, with most beast-like docility, only low ap- 
plauses to them in return — would have done me the kindness 
tp knock my brains out ; but the noble Icilius bearded them 
singly, and railed them into temper. Had I a daughter 
worthy of such a husband, he should have such a wife, and a 
patrician's dower along with her. 

Virginius. I wish to speak with you, Dentatus. Icilius is a 
y9ung man, whom I honour; but so far only as his conduct 

fives me warrant. He has had, as thou knowest, a principal 
and in helping us to our decemvirs. It may be that he is 
what I would gladly think him ; but I must see him dearly, 
clearly, Dentatus. K he has acted with the remotest under- 
standing, touching the views of these new tyrants, that we are 
cursed withal, I disclaim him as my friend ! I cast him off for 
ever! [Virginius tf«e? Dentatus ^ otf^. 

Virginia. How is it with my heart P I fed as one 
That has lost everythinff, and just before 
Had nothing left to wish for ! He will cast 
Icilius off !—I never told it yet ; 
But take of me, thou gentle air, the secret — 
And ever after oreathe more balmy sweet — 
I love Icilius ! Yes, although to mee 
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I fear to tell it, that hast neither eye 

To scan my looks, nor voice to echo me. 

Nor e'en an o'er-apt ear to catch my words ; 

Yet, sweet invisible confidant, my secret 

Once being thine — ^I tell thee, and I'll tell thee 

Again — and yet again. I love Icilius ! 

He'll cast Icilins off! — ^not if Icilius 

Approve his honour. That he's sure to do • 

He speaks, and looks, and moves a thing of honour. 

Or honour never vet spoke, look'd, or moved. 

Or was a thing oi earth ! come, Icilius 1 

Do but appear, and thou art vindicated. 

IciLiTJS, entering, 

Virginia! sweet Virginia I Sure I heard 
My name pronouncea. Was it by thee, Virginia ? 
Thou dost not answer ! Then it was by thee— 
O I wouldst thou tell me why thou namedst Icilius ! 

Virginia. My father is incensed with thee. Dentatus 
Has told him of the new decemvirate. 
How they abuse their office. You, he knows. 
Have favour'd their election, and he fears 
May have some understanding of their plans. 

Icil, He wrongs me then ! 

Virainia, I thank the gods ! 

Icit. Tor me ! 
Virginia ? Do you thank the gods for me ? 
Your eye is moist — ^yet that may be for pity. 
Your hand doth tremble — ^that may be for fear ; 
Your cheek is cover'd o'er with blushes ! What, 
O what can that be for P 

Virginia, Icilius, leave me ! 

Icit, Leave thee, Virginia ! 0, a word — a word 
Trembles upon my tongue, which, if it match 
The thought that moves tnee, now, and thou wilt let me 
Pronounce that word, to speak that thought for thee, 
I'll breathe, though I expire in the ecstasy 
Of uttering it. 

Virainia. Icilius, will you leave me P 

Icit. Love ! Love ! Virginia ! Love !— If I have spoken 
Thy thought aright, ne'er oe it said again. 
The heart requires more service than the tongue 
Can, at its best, perform. My tongue hath served 
Two hearts — but lest it should o'erboast itself. 
Two hearts with but one thought ! Virginia ! 
Virginia, speak ! [Virginia covers her face with her hands. 

0, 1 have loved thee long ; 
So much the more ecstatic my delight. 
To find thee mine at length. 

Virginia. ISlLy secret 's yours. 
Keep it and honour it, Icnlius. 
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Bnter Virginius and Dentattts behind. 

Virginius. Icilius here ! 

Virginia, I ask thee now to leave me ! 

Icit, Leave thee ! who leaves a treasure he has coveted 
So long, and found so newly, ere he scans it 
Again, and vet again; and asks and answers. 
Repeats ana answers, answers and repeats. 
The half-mistrustfol naif -assured question — 
And is it mine, indeed P 

Virainia. Indeed! indeed! 
Now leave me ! 

Icil. I must see thy father first. 
And lay my soul before him. 

Virmnia, Not to-night! 

Idi. Now worse than ever, dear "Virginia ! 
Can I endure his doubts • rU lay my soul 
Naked before him — ^win nis friendship quite, 
Or lose myself for ever. [Going, is met by YniGrNirs. 

Virginius. Stop, Icilius ! 
Thou seest that hand ? It is a Roman's, boy ; 
'Tis sworn to liberty— It is the friend 
Of honour. Dost thou think so ? 

Icil, Do I think Virginius owns that hand ! 

Virginitis. Then you'll believe 
It has an oath deadly to tyrannv, 
And is the foe of falsehood ! By the gods. 
Knew it the lurking-place of treason, though 
It were a brother's heart, 'twould drag the caitiff 
Forth. Darest thou take that hand P 

Icil. I dare, Yirginius. 

Virginius. Then take it ! Is it weak in thy embrace ? 
Returns it not thy gripe P Thou wilt not hold 
Faster by it than it will hold by thee ! 
I overheard thee say, thou wast resolved 
To win my friendship quite — ^Thou canst not win 
What's tmne already ! You will stay, my boy. 
And sup with us to-night P 

Den. To be sure he will ! 

Virginius. And, hark you. Sir, 
At your convenient time, appoint a day 
Your friends and kinsmen may confer with me — 
There is a bargain I would strike with you. 
Come, to the supper-room. Do you wait for me 
To lead Virginia in, or will you do it P 
Come on, I say; come on. Your hand, Dentatus. 

[TheygooiU, 

END OF ACT I. 
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ACT II. 



SCENE L-'J Street. 

Enter Publtos and Sextus. 

Fub. This way I We muster at the EkEainiaii gate. 
Sext. Shall we not wait for Decius P 
Fub. No ; were he ten times Decius. — ^They'll have already 
begun their march. C!ome on ! 

Unter NuAnTOEnrs. 

Num. Do you belong to the fourth legion? 

Pud. We do. 

Num. They are upon their march, then P 

Fub. I told you so — Come on ! come on 1 [Soldiers go out. 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc. Numitorius, what soldiers were those that just now 
parted from you ? 

Num. Soldiers hastening to overtake the army, that's now 
upon its march. 

Luc. 'Tis all confirmed, then; the Sabines are in force upon 
our borders. 

Num. I pray vou tell me something new ! Know you not 
that the senate has met, and that the decemvirs have come off 
triumphant, in spite of aU opposition P 

Luc. Should they have been opposed in such a strait as thisP 

Num. K^y should they! They dared not have armed a 
single citizen without the order of the senate : which, had they 
not obtained, the countnr would have been left naked to the 
foe ; and, then, they had been forced to make room for more 
popular magistrates. 

Luc, Why were they not opposed, then P 

Num. Did not I tell you they «>^« opposed P Caius Claudius. 
Appius's own uncle, and Honoriiis, that noble senator, opposed 
them ; and it was like to g;o against them, but for the brawling 
insolence of Spurius Oppius, and the effix)ntery of the head 
decemvir, backed by the young patricians. 

Luc. So they are empowerea to take up arms ? 

Num. To be sure they are ; and they have done so. One 
body has already marched, and hv this time, no doubt, has 
come to blows with the enemy. The levy is still proceeding. 
All the decemvirs, but Appius, take the field. He remains m 
Rome to keep good order, that is the violator of aU order. 
Why, where have you been. Lucius, to have felt no movement 
of so great and wide a stir ? Your brother meets Virginius at 
his house to-day. Come with me thither, for you I know are 
bid. Lucius, there's no huzzaing for your aecemvirs now. 
Come on ! 'Tis dose upon the hour. \They go out. 
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SCENE U.—Firgimm's House. 

Enter Vieginius, Icilitjs, Nttmitokius, Lucius, and others. 

Virginius. Welcome, Icilius! Welcome, friends! Icilius, 
I hoped to speak with you, to-day, of feasting 
And merriment, but war is now the word : 
One that unlovmgly keeps time with mirtn. 
Unless war's own— when the fierce fight is won. 
And, safe carousing, comrades drink to victory ! 

Icil, Virginius ! nave you changed your mind ? 

Virginia. My mind? 
What mind ? flow now ! Are you that boy, Icilius, 
You set your heart so earnestly upon 
A dish of poor confections, that to balk you 
Makes you look blank ! I did design to feast you 
Together with your friends. The times are changed— 
The inarch, the tent, the fight becomes us now ! 

Icil. Virginius! 

Virginim. Well ! 

Icil. Yirginius! 

Firgimus. How the boy 
Beiterates my name ! 

Icil. There's not a hope 
I have but is the client of Yirginius ! 

Firginius. Well, well ! I only meant to put it off! 
We'll have the revel yet ! the board shall smoke ! 
The cup shall sparkle, and the jest shall soar 
And mock us from the roof ! Will that content you P 
Not till the war be done, though— Yet, ere then. 
Some tongue, that now needs only wag to make 
The table ring, ma,j have a tale to tell 
So petrifying, that it cannot utter it ! 
I'll make aUsure, that you may be my guest 
At any rate — ^although you should be forced 
To play the host for me and feast yourself. 
Look here, [shows a parchment to Icilius] 
How think you P — Will it meet the charge ? 
Will it not do P We want a witness, though ! 
I'll bring" one ; of whom if you approve, I'll si^ 
The bond. I'll wait upon you instantly. [Goes out. 

Luc. How feel you now, Icilius P 

Icil. Like a man 
Whom the next moment makes or quite unmakes. 
With the intensity of exquisite 
Suspense, my breathii^ tluckens, and my heart 
Beats heavily, and with remittent throb, 
As like to lose its action^See ! my hope 
Isbless'd! I live! I live! 

Enter Virginius, conducting Virginia, tinth Numitoeius. 

Firginius. You are my witnesses, 
That this young creature I present to you, 
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I boast of, as my profitably cherish'd. 
And most deservedly beloved child; 
My daughter truly filial— both in word 
And act — yet even more in act than word ; 
And — for the man who hopes to win her hand^ 
A virgin, from whose lips a soul as pure 
Exhales, as e'er responded to the blessing 
Breathed in a parent's kiss. [Kissip{/ her A Icilius ! 

[IciLius rushes towards V mGiNius, and kneels. 

Since 
You are upon your knee, young man, look up ; 
And Hffc your hand to heaven — You will be all 
Her father has been — added unto all 
A lover would be ! 

Icil. All that man should be 
To womao, I will be to her ! 

Firginius. The oath 
Is register'd ! Didst thou but know, youngs man. 
How fondly I have watch'd her, since the day 
Her mother died, and left me to a charge 
Of double duty bound — how she hath been 
My ponder'd thought by day, my dream by night. 
My prayer, my vow, my offering, my praise. 
My sweet companion, pupil, tutor, child !— 
Thou wouldst not wonder that my drowning eye. 
And choking utterance, upbraid my tongue 
That tells thee, she is thine ! — ^Icilius, 
I now betroth her to thee ! When tne war 
Is done — ^you shall espouse her. Friends, a word! 

f''iB6iNius and the rest retire. 
amaU 
Dissolved-^'erpower'd with the munificence 
Of this auspicious hour — and thou, nor movest— ^ 
Nor look'st — ^nor speak'st — to bless me with a sign 
Of sweet according joy ! — I love thee, but 
To make thee happy ! If to make thee so 
Be bliss denied to me — ^lo, I release 
The gifted hand — ^that I would faster hold. 
Than wretches, bound for death, would cling to life. 
If thou wouldst take it back — ^then take it back. 

Virainia. I take it back — ^to give it thee again ! 

Icit. help me to a word to speak my bHss, 
Or I am beggar'd — No ! There's no such word I 
There cannot be ; for never man had bUss 
Like mine to name ! 

Virginia, Thou dost but beggar me, 
Icilius, when thou maJ^est thyself a bankrupt ; 
Placing a value on me far above 
Mv real little worth. — ^I'd help thee to 
A hundred words ; each one oi which would far 
O'er-rate thy gain, and yet no single one 
Bate over high ! 
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Icil. Thou couldst not do it ! No ; 
Thou couldst not do it ! Every term of worth 
Writ down and doubled, then the whole summ'd up. 
Would leave with thee a rich remainder stiU ! — 
Pick from each rarer pattern of thy sex 
Her rarest charm, till thou hast every charm 
Of soul and body that can blend in woman, 
I would out-paragon the paragon 
With thee ! 

Firgima. And if thou wouldst, I'd find thee, for 
Thy paragon, a mate— if that can be 
A mate which beats the thing 'tis ta'en to match — 
One that would make thy paragon look poor — 
And I would call that so o'ermatching mate 
"IciKus." 

Idl. No! I will not let thee win 
On such a theme as this ! 

Virginia, Nor will I droj) 
The controversy, that the richer makes me 
The more I lose ! . , . 

Idl. My sweet Yirginia, 
We do but lose and lose, and win and win ; 
Playing for nothing but to lose and win. 
Then let us drop the game — and thus I stop it. [Kisses her. 

Re-enter Virginius, and the others, 

Firginius. Witness, mj friends, that seal ! Observe, it is 
A living one ! It is Icihus' seal j 
And stamp'd upon as true and fair a bond — 
Though it receive the impress blushingly — 
As ever signet kiss'd ! Are aU content ? 
Speak else ! She is thy free affianced wife. 
Thou art her free affianced husband ! Come, 
We have o'erdrawn our time — ^Farewell, Virginia ; 
Thy future husband for a time must be 
Bellona's. To thy tasks, again, my child ; 
Be thou the bride of study for a time. 
PareweU ! 

Virginia. My father! 

Virginius. May the gods protect thee ! ' 

Virginia. My father! 

Virginius. Does the blood forsake thy cheek ? 
Come to my arms once more ! Remember, girl. 
The first and foremost debt a Homan owes 
Is to his country ; and it must be paid, 
If need be, with his life. — Why, how you hold me ! 
IciHus, take her from me ! Servia 1 
Come, boy. 

Idc. Farewell, Virginia ! 

Virginius. [To Seuvia.] Take her in ! 

Virginia. The gods be with thee, my IciKus ! Father, 
The gods be with thee — and Icilius. 



Virginitis. Come ! I swear a battle miglit be fought and won 
In half the time ! Now, once for all, farewell ! 
Your sword and buckler, boy ! The foe ! the foe ! 
Does he not tread on Boman gronnd ! Come on ! 
Come on ! — Charge on him ! — Drive him back, or die 1 

\They go out. 

SCENE JR.—Jppius's House. 

Enter Appius. 

It was a trinmph, the achieving which 

Overpaid the hazard that we ran — though great. 

They have made trial of their strength, and leam'd 

Its value from defeat. The senate knows 

Its masters now ; and the decemvirate. 

To make its reign eternal, only needs 

Its own decree. Ere this the saucy foe 

Has met the chastisement he merited ; 

Which turns his bold assault to shameful flight. 

Leaving us, henceforth, leisure to enjoy 

The boundless harvest of our glorious daring ! 

Tyranny thrives in Rome ! O Tyranny ! 

How godlike is thy port ! Thou givest and takest. 

And ask'st no other leave, than what thy own 

Imperial will accords. Jove does no more ! 

Now, Claudius — 

Enter Claudius, 

Claud. We have suffered a defeat ! 

App. What ! The decemvirs fly ! 

Claud. The soldiers fight 
With only half a heart. The other half 
Looks on, and cares not which side proves the winner. 

Jpp. Then decimate them. Traitors ! Recreants ! 
Why, we shall have them at our very doors ! 
Have we lost ground, my Claudius ? 

Claud. None, except 
What we've retraced in fame. We strove to teach 
The enemy their road lay backwards, but 
They would not turn their faces for us. Each 
Retains his former line. 

Enter Mahcus. 

App. What news? 

Mar. The ^qui 
Still press upon us. Rumours are afloat 
Of new disasters, which the common cry. 
Be sure, still multiplies and swells. Dentatus, 
That over-busy, crabbed veteran, 
Wadks up and down among the people, making 
Your plans his theme of laughter. Nought he stints 
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That may reflect you in an odious Hght, 
And lower the decemvirate. 

Am. A dungeon 
Would do good service to him ! Once within. 
Strangling were easy ! We must stop his mouth — 
Unwholesome food — or liquor — Where was he 
When last you heard him r 

Marc. In the Forum. 

App. So! 
He IS past service, is he not ? Some way 
To clear the city of him. Come, we'll hear him. 
And answer him, and silence him ! 'Tis well 
The dog barks forth his spleen ! It puts us on 
Our guard against his bite. Come to the Eorum ! 

[They go out. 



SCENE Vf.—The Forum. 

Enter Dentatus, ioith Titus, Seb-vius, and Citizens. 

Tit. What's to be done P 

Den. We'll be undone— that's to be done. 

Ser. We'll do away with the decemvirate. 

Den. You'll do away with the decemvirate ? — The decem- 
virate will do away with you ! You'll do away with yourselves ! 
Do nothing ! — The enemy will do away with both of you. In 
another month a Roman will be a stranger in Home. A fine 
pass we are come to, masters ! 

Tit. But something must be done. 

Den. Why, what would you have P You shout and clap your 
hands, as if it were a victory you heard of; and yet vou cry — 
Something must be done ! Truly, I know not what tnat some- 
thing is, unless it be to make you General. How say you, 
masters P 

Ser. We'd follow any man that knew how to lead us, and 
would rid us of our foes, and the decemvirate together. 

Den. You made these decemvirs ! — You are strangely dis- 
contented with your own work ! And you are over-cunning 
workmen, too— You put your mat( rials so firmly together, 
there's no such thing as taking them asunder ! What you 
build, you build — except it be for your own good. — There you 
are bunglers at your craft. Ha ! ha ! ha ! I cannot but laugh 
to think how you toiled, and strained, and sweated, to rear the 
stones of the building one above another, when I see the ugly 
faces you make at it ! 

Tit. But tell us the news again. 

Den. Is it so good P Does it so please you P Then prick 
your ears again, and listen. We have been beaten again — 
beaten back on our own soil. Rome has seen its haughty 
masters fly before chastisement, like slaves — ^returning cries 
for blows — and all this of your decemvirs, gentlemen ! 
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1st at Huzza for it again ! {_Tke people shout. 

2nd at. Hush ! Appius comes. 

Den. And do you care for that ? You that were, just now, 
within a stride of taking him and his colleagues by the throat ? 
You'll do away with the decemvirs, will you ! — and let but one 
of them appear, you dare not for your life but keep vour spleen 
within your teeth ! Listen to me, now ! I'll speak the more 
for Appius — [Enter Appius, Ciaxjditts, and Maacus, preceded 
bu Lictors.] — ^I sav, to the eternal infamy of Ex)me, the foe has 
chased her sons, like hares, on their own soiL where they should 
prey like lions — ^and so they would, had tney not keepers to 
tame them. 

App. What's that you are saying to the people, Sicdus 
Dentatus ? 

Den. I am regaling them with the news. 

App. The news? 

Den. Ay, the news — ^the newest that can be had ; and the 
more novel because unlooked for. Who ever thought to see the 
eagle in the talons of the kite P 

App. It is not well done in you, Dentatus, to chafe a sore. 
It makes it rankle. If your surgery has learned no better, it 
should keep its hands to itself ! lou have very little to do, to 
busy yourself after this fashion. 

Den. 1 busy myself as I like, Appius Claudius. 

App. 1 know you do, when you labour to spread disaffection 
among the people, and bring tne decemvirs into contempt. 

Den. The decemvirs bring themselves into contempt. 

App. Ha ! dare you say so ? 

Den. Dare ! I have dared cry " Come on ! " to a cohort of 
bearded warriors — Is it thy smooth face should appal me? 
Dare ! — ^It never yet flurried me to use my arm — Snail I not, 
think vou, be at my ease when I but wag my tongue ? Dare, 
indeed! 

App. Your grey hairs should keep company with honester 
speech ! 

Den. Shall I show you, Appius, the company they are wont 
to keep ? Look here ! and bere [uneoverinff his forehead and 
showing scars']. These are the vouchers of honest deeds — Such 
is the speech with which my grey hairs keep company. I tell 
you, to your teeth, the decemvirs bring themselves into con- 
tempt. 

App. What, are they not serving their country at the head 
of her armies ? 

Den. They'd serve her better in the body of her armies ! 
I'd name for thee a hundred centurions would make better 
generals ! A common soldier of a yearns active service would 
tiake his measures better ! Generals ! Our generals were wont 
to teach us how to vnn battles. — Tactics are changed ; your 
generals instruct us how to lose them. 

App. Do you see my lictors ? 

Den. There are twelve of them. 

App. What if I bid them seize thee ? 
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Den, The/d blush to do it. 

App. Why now, Dentatus, I begin to know yon ; 
I fancied you a man that loved to vent 
His causeless anger in an under-breath. 
And speak it in the ear — ^and only then 
When there was safetv ! Such a one, you'll own. 
Is dangerous ; and to oe trusted, as 
A friend or foe, unworthy. But I see 
You rail to faces ! Have you not so much 
Respect for Appius as to take him by 
The hand, when he confesses you have some 
Pretence to quarrel with his colleagues' plans, 
And find fault with himself? — ^whicn yet, you'll own. 
May quite as well be kindly done, Dentatus, 
As harshly. Had you only to myself 
Declared your discontents, the more you had rail'd. 
The more I should have thank'd you. 

Den. Had I thought— 

App. And have you been campaigning, then, so long. 
And prosperously — ^and mistrust you, Siccius, 
That a young scarless soldier, like myself, 
Would listen to your tutoring ? See^ow, 
How much you have mistaken me ! Dentatus, 
In a word--Can you assist the generals, 
AndwiUyou? 

Den. I nave all the will— but as 
Tor the ability 

App. Tut! tut! Dentatus, 
You vex me now. This coyness sits not well on you I 
You know as well as I, you have as much 
Ability as will. I would not think you 
A man that loved to find fault, but to find it I 
Surely the evil you complain of, you 
Would lend a hand to remedy ! See. now, 
'Tis fairlv put to you— what say your 

Den. Appius, 
You may use me as you please. 

App. And that wul be. 
As you deserve. I'll send you, as my legate. 
To the army. [Shouts from the pe<i}le.j Do you hear your 

friends, Dentatus P 
A lucky omen, that ! Away ! away ! 
Apprise your house — ^Prepare for setting out. 
I'll hurry your credentials. Minutes now 
Bate high as hours I Assist my colleagues with 
Your counsel ; if their plans displease you, why 
Correct them — change them— utterly reject them. 
And if you meet obstruction, notice me. 
And I will push it bv. There, now ! Your hand ! 
Again ! Away ! All the success attend you 
That Appius wishes you ! 

Den. Success is from 
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The gods, whose hand soe'er it pleases them 

To send it by. I know not what success 

"Ks Appius' wish they send; but this I know 

I am a soldier ; and, as a soldier, I 

Am bound to serve. All the success I ask^. 

Is that which benefits my country, Appius. (l)ENTATirs^o«» out. 

Ajop. You've served ner over long ! [Aside.'] Now for our 
causes. [Airrus ascends the tribunal. 

Claud. [To Mab-cits.] Do you see the drift of this ? 

Marc, r cannot guess it. 

Claud. Nor I. 

Jpp. [To a Flebeian.'] Are you the suitor in this cause ? 
Speak ! 

Flebeian. Noble Appius, if there's law in Borne, 
To right a man most mjured, to that law 
Against yon proud patrician I appeal. 

App. No more of that, I say ! Because he's rich 
And great, you call him proud ! 'Tis not unlike 
Because you're poor and mean, you call yourself 
Injured. Relate your story ; and, so please you. 
Spare epithets. 

Plebeian. Grant me a minute's pause. 
And I'll begin. 

[Yieginia at this moment crosses the stage with her 
Nurse, and is met by Numitobius, who holds her %n 
conversation : Appitjs rivets his eyes upon her. 

Num. You have heard the news ? 

Virginia. What news, dear unde ? 

Num. Step 
Aside with me, I'll tell you. 

[Takes her a little farther from the tribunal. 

App. Can it be 
A mortal that I look upon ? 

Virginia. They are safe ! 
I thank the gods ! 

App. Her eyes look up to heaven 
Like something kindred to it — rather made 
To send their glances down, and fill the earth 
With worship and with gratulation. What 
A thrill runs up and down my veins, and aU 
Throughout me ! 

Flebeian. Now, most noble Appius— 

App. Stop! 
Put off the cause ; I cannot hear it, now. 
Attend to-morrow. An oppressive closeness 
Allows me not to breathe. Lictors ! make clear 
The ground about the rostrum ! 

[Descends y and approaches CiAUDros with precipitation, 
Claudius! Claudius! — 
Marcus, go you and summon my physician 
To be at nome before me. PIaecus goes sut. 

Claudius, look ! 
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Virginia. You send a messenger to-night P 

Num. I do. 

App. Paint me that smile ! I never saw a smile 
Till now. My Claudius, is she not a wonder P 
I know not whether in the state of girlhood 
Or womanhood to call her. 'Twixt the two ^ 
She stands, as that were loath to lose her, this 
To win her most impatient. The young year 
Trembling and blushing 'twixt the striving kisses 
Of parting spring and meeting summer, seems 
Her only parallel ! 

Num. 'Tis weU ! TU send 
Your father word of this. But have you not 
A message to Icilius ? 

App. Mark you, Claudius P 
There is a blush ! I must possess her. 

Virginia. Tell him, 
I think upon him. rarewell, Numitorius ! 

\_GrOe9 out with S£RVIA. 

Num. Farewell, Yirginia. 

Clatid. Master, will you tell me 
The name of that young maiden P 

Num. She is calrd 
Yirginia, daughter of Virginius ; 
A BxDman citizen, and a centurion 
Now with the army. 

Claud. She is verjr like 
The daughter of a friend of mine. Farewell. 

[NirMiTOEiTJs goes out. 

App. I bum, my Claudius ! brain and lieart— there's not 
A fibre in my body but's on fire ! 
With what a gait she moves ! Such was not Hebe^ 
Or Jupiter had sooner lost his heaven, 
Than changed his cupbearer ! A step like that 
The rapture-glowing clouds might well bear up. 
And never take for human ! !lmd me, Claudius^ 
Some way to compass the possession of her ! 

Claud. 'Tis difficult — her father's of repute ; 
The highest of his class. 

App. Iguess'dit! Friends 
Are ever mends, except when they are needed. 

Claud. Nay, Appius ! 

Am). If thou canst not give me hope. 
Be dumb ! 

Claud. A female agent may be used 
With some success. 

App. How? HowP 

Claud. To tamper with 
That woman who attends her. 

App. Set about it. 

Claud. Could she but be induced to help you to 
A single meeting with hei 
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App. Clandins! daudins! 
Effect but that ! 

Clavd. ril instantly about it. 

Am. Spare not my gold— nor stop at promises. 
I will fiilnl them fast as thou canst make them. 
To purchase such a draught of ecstasy 
rd orain a kingdom — Set about it, Claudius ! 
Away ! I will not eat, nor drink, nor sleep. 
Until I hear from thee ! 

CUmd. Depend upon me ! 

Afp, I do, my Claudius, for my life— my life ! 

\They go out severallp. 

END OP ACT II. 



ACT III. 

SCENE L—Appiteg's House, 

Appius \_eiUering]» 

It is not love, if what I've felt before 
And called by such a name be love — a thing 
That took its turn — ^that I could entertaun. 
Put off, or humour. 'Tis some other thing ; 
Or if the same, why in some other state — 
Or I am not the same— or it hath found 
Some other part of sensibility 
More quick, whereon to try its power, and there 
Expends it aU ! Now, Claudius, your success ? 

JEtder CLA-XTDiirs. 

Ciaud. Nothing would do, yet nothing left undone ! 
She was not to be purchased. 

App. Did she guess 

Ulaud. She could not. 
So guarded was my agent ; who described you 
A man of power, of noble familv. 
And regal fortune — one that ast d not what 
His pleasures cost — ^no further made disclosure. 

Am. And did it nothing move her, Claudius ? 

Claud. Nothing. 
The more my agent urged, the more the shrunk 
And withered hag grew callous. Eurther press'd 
And with more urgent importuning ; ire 
And scorn, in imprecations and invectives, 
Vented upon the monster— as she call'd him — 

G 
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That would pollute her child, compell'd my advocate 
To drop the suit she saw was hopeless. 

Jfp, Now 
Had I a friend indeed ! 

Claud. Has Appius need 
To search for such a friend, and Claudius by him ? 

Jpp, Friends ever are provisionally friends — 
Friends for so far — ^friends just to such a point. 
And then "farewell ! " — ^friends with an understanding- 
As " should the road be pretty safe " — "the sea 
Not over-rough," and so on — friends of ifs 
And buts — ^no friends ! could I find the man 
Would be a simple thorongh-going friend 1 

Claud. I thought you had one, Appius. 

Ajpp. So thought Appius, 
Till Appius thought upon a test of friendship. 
He fears he would not render to himself. 
Could he be Appius' friend. 

Claud. Then Appius has 
A truer Mend than Appius is to Appius. 
m give that test ! 

Jpp. What ! you'd remove her father 
Ana that Icilius whom you told me of P 

Claud. Count it a thing abready done. 

App. My Claudius I 
Can I believe it ? Art thou such a friend. 
That, when I look'd for thee to stop and leave me, 
I fiiid thee^ keeping with me, step by step ; 
And even m thy loving eagerness 
Outstriding me ? — I do not want thee, Claudius, 
To soil thy hand with their plebeian blood. 

Claud. What wouldst thou, then ? 

App. I was left guardian to thee 

Claud. Thou wast. 

App. Among the various property 
Thy father left were many female slaves. 

Claud. Well ? 

Afip. It were easy for thee, were it not. 
To mvent a tale that one of them confess'd 
She had sold a female infant (and, of course. 
Thy slave) unto Virgins' wife, who pass'd it 
Upon Vir^inius as his daughter, which 
Supi^osititious offspring is this same 
Virginia. 

Claud. I conceive you. 

App. To induce 
Your agent to confirm your tale would cost 
But small persuasion. Is it done ? 

Claud. This hour ! 
I'll find the school, my Appius, where Virginia 
Pursues her studies. Thither I'll repair, 
And seize her as my slave, at once. Vo thou 
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Hepair to tliy tribunal, whither, should 

Her friends molest me in the attempt, I'll bring her. 

And plead my cause before thee. 

App. Claudius ! Claudius ! 
How shall I pay thee ? 0, thou noble friend ! 
Power, fortune, life, whatever belongs to Appiua, 
Beckon as thine ! Away, away, my Claudius ! 

\They go cut severally, 

SCENE 11,—A Street in Borne, 

Enter Lxrcnis, meeting Titus, Sebvius, and Cneitts. 

Luc, Well, masters, any news of Siccius Dentatos from the 
camp, how he was received bv the decemvirs ? 

Tit, He was received well by the decemvirs. 

Cne. It wasn't then for the love they bear him. 

Tit, But they expect he'll help them to return the cuffs they 
have gotten from the enemy. 

Ser. Do you wish for a victory P 

Luc. Yes, if Dentatus wins it. 'Tis to our credit, masters 
— He's one of us. 

Ser, And is not Spurius Oppius one of us P 

Luc. He is ; but he's in league with the patricians — ^that is, 
the patrician decemvirs. He is but half a plebeian, and that 
is the worst half. The better half he threw away when he 
became half a patrician. I never liked your half-and-half 
gentry ; thev generally combine the bad of both kinds, with- 
out the good of either. 

Ser. Well, we shall have news presently. Your brotha; 
IciUus, has just arrived with despatches from the camp. I 
met him passing through the Forum, and asked him what 
news lie brought. He answered, none ; but added, we might 
look for news of another kind tnan wnat we had been lately 
accustomed to hear. [A shriek toitAouL 

Cne. What's that! 

Tit. Look yonder, masters ! See ! 

Ser. 'Tis Appius's client dragging a young woman along 
with him. 

Tit. Let us stand by each other, masters, and prevent him. 

Fnter Ciauditis, dragging along Ni&GisiiLy followed by 

SES.VIA and others. 

Servia. Help! help! help! 

Luc. Let go vour hold ! 

Claud. Stanaby! 
She is my slave ! 

Servia. His slave P Help I help ! His slave ? — 
He looks more like a slave than she ! Good masters ! 
Protect the daughter of Virginius I 

Luc. Kelease the maid. 

Tit, Forbear this violence. 

g2 
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Claud. I call for the assistance of the laws ; 
She is my slave. 

Servia. She is my daughter, masters, 
My foster-daughter ; ana her mother was 
A free-bom woman — and her father is 
A citizen ! — a Eoman !— ^ood Virginius^ 
As I said before — ^Virgimus, the centurion. 
Whom all of you must know. — Help ! help ! I say. 
You see she cannot speak to help herself; 
Speak for her, masters — help her, if you're men ! 

Tit. Let go your hold ! 

Claud. Obstruct me at your peril ! 

Luc. We'll make you, if you will not ! 

Claud. Let me pass ! 

Ser. Let go your hold, once more ! 

Claud. Good masters f patience — 
Hear me, I say — She is my slave — ^I wish not 
To use tnis violence, my friends ; but may not 
A master seize upon his slave ? — ^Make way. 
Or such of you as are dissatisfied, 
!Repair with me to the decemvir. — Come, 
I only want my right ! 

Tit. Come on, then ! 

Ser. Ay, 
To the decemvir 1 

Servia. Run. run for Numitorius ! — ^Alarm our neighbours ! 
— Call out Icilius' friends ! — I shall go mad ! Help ! help ! 
help! [Tl^goout. 

SCENE in.— The Forum. 

Ikter Appius, preceded by lActors. 

Jpp. Will he succeed ?— Will he attempt it ?— Will he 
Go through with it ? — [Looking ouf] — No sign — ^I almost wish 
He had not undertaken it : yet wish, 
More than I wish for life, ne may accomplish 
What he has undertaken. O ! the pause 
That precedes action ! It is vacancy 
That o'erweighs action's substance. What I fear 
Most is the hour. My blind impatience saw not 
'Twas day ! Her all-persuasive charms, alone 
Will gather round her, from the passers-by 
Troops to her succour !— What, then, with the aid 
Of ones and tears, enforcing their appeal P [Listens. 

That sound brings feet in haste ! — He brings her, but 
Behemm'd with friends ! — ^Now, play for love. 
As boldly as for power ! I must prepare 
For his reception. 

[Appius ascends the tribunal — Clattdius enters, still 

holding yiBGiNiA, followed by Seb-via, Women, 

and Citizens. 
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Claud. Do not press upon me ^ 
Here's the decemvir — ^he will satisfy yon. 
Whether a master has a right, or not, 
To seize his slave whene'er he finds her. 

Servia. Slave! 
She is no slave. Thou liest to call her so ! 
She never was a slave ! Thou worse than slave ! 
To give her such a name — ^Ay ! threaten me ! 
She is a free-bom maid, and not a slave, 
Or never was a free-bom maid in Ex)me ! 
! you shall dearly answer for it ! 

Jpp, Peace! 
What quarrel's this P Speak, those who are aggrieved. 

Enter Ntjmitobius. 

Num. Where is Virginia — ^Wherefore do you hold 
That maiden's hand P 

Claud. Who asks the question P 

Num. I! 
Her uncle Numitorius ! 

Claud. Numitorius, 
You think yourself her uncle — Numitorius, 
No blood of yours flows in her veins, to give yon 
The title that you claim. Most noble Appius ! 
If you sit here for justice, as I hope 
You do, attend not to the clamour of 
This man, who calls himself this damsel's unek. 
She is my property — ^was bom beneath 
My father's roof, whose slave her mother was, 
Wno — as I can establish past dispute — 
Sold her, an infant, to Virginius' wife. 
Who never had a child, and heavily 
B;evolved her barrenness. My slave I have found 
And seized — as who that finds his own (no matter 
How long so ever miss'd) should fear to take it P 
If they oppose my claim, let them produce 
Their counter-proofs, and bring the cause to trial ! 
But till they prove I know not what's mine own — 
An undertaking somewhat perilous — 
Mine own I shall retain— yet giving them. 
Should they demand it. what security 
They please for re-producing her. 

Am. Why that 
Would seem but reasonable. 

Num. Reasonable! 
Claudius ! [_fritk much vehemence — recollects himself.^ 

He's but a mask upon the face 
Of some more powerful contriver. L^wflfe.] Appius, 
My niece's father is from Rome, thou know'st. 
Serving his country. Is it not unjust, 
In the absence of a citizen, to suffer 
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His right to his own child to be disputed? 
Grant us a day to fetch Virginius, 
That he himself may answer this most foul 
And novel suit — Meanwhile, to me belongs 
The custody of the maid. Her uncle's house 
Can better answer for her honour than 
The house of Claudius. ^Tis the law of Home, 
Before a final sentence, the defendant 
May not sustain in what he still possesses 
Disturbance from the plaintiff. 

Tit. A just law. 

Ser. And a most reasonable demand. 

All the Citizem. Ay ! Ay ! Ay ! 

App. Silence, you citizens ! Will you restrain 
Your tongues, and give your magistrate permission 
To speak ? The law is just— most reasonable — 
I framed that law myself — I will maintain 
That law ! 

Tit, Most noble Appius ! 

Ser. A most just decree ! 

All the Citizens. Ay ! Ay ! 

App. Will you be silent ? Will you please to wait' 
Eor my decree, you most untractable 
And boisterous citizens ! Yes ; I repeat, ^ 
I framed that law myself, and will maintain it. 
But are you, Numitorius, here defendant ? 
That title none but the reputed father 
Of the youn^ woman has a right to— How 
Can I commit to thee what may appear 
The plaintiff's property ; and, if not his, 
Still, is not thine ? I'll give thee till to-morrow 
Ere I pass a final judgment — But the girl 
Bemains with Claudius, who shall bind himseK 
in such security as you require. 
To re-produce her at the claim of him 
Who calls her daughter — ^This is my decree. 

Num. A foul decree. — Shame 1 Shame ! 

Ser. Ay, a most foul decree. 

One. A villanous decree. 

Ser. Most villanous. 

Servia. Good citizens, what do you with our weapons. 
When you should use vour own ? Your hands I — ^your nands ! 
He shall not take her from us 1 
Gather round her, 

And if he touch her, be it to his cost ! 
And if ye see him touch her, never more 
Expect from us your titles — never more 
Be nusbands, brothers, lovers, at our mouths. 
Or anything that doth imply the name 
Of men — except such men as men should blush for. 

App. Command your wives and daughters, citizens, 
They quit the Eorum ! 
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Servta, They sliall not command us, 
That care not to protect us ! 

Jpp. Take the girl. 
If she is yours. 

Claud. Stand by ! 

Virginia. save me ! save me ! 

Icil. ^entering]. Virginia's voice ! — Virginia ! [Bushes to her. 

Virginia. O, Icilius ! [Falls Jainting in his arms. 

Icil. Take her, good Numitorius. 

App. You had better 
Witlidraw^ Icilius ; the affair is judged. 

Claud. I claim my slave. 

Icil. Stand back, thou double slave ! 
Touch her, and I will tear thee limb from limb, 
Before thy master's face. — She is my wife. 
My life, my heart, my heart's blood. — ^Touch her 
With but a look 

App. My lictors, there, advance ! 
See that Icilius quits the Forum.— Claudius, 
Secure your slave. 

Icil. Lictors, a moment pause 
For your own sakes ! Do not mistake these arms ! 
Think not the strensrth of any common man 
Is that they feel ! They serve a charmed frame. 
The which a power pervades, that ten times trebles 
The natural energy of each single nerve 
To sweep you down as reeds. 

App. Obey my orders ! . 

Icil. Appius ! before I quit the Forum, let me 
Address a word to you. 

App. Be brief, then ! 

Icil. Brief! 
Is't not enough you have deprived us, Appius, 
Of the two strongest bulwarks to our liberties. 
Our tribunes and our privilege of appeal 
To the assembly of the people ? Cannot 
The honour of the Roman maids be safe ? 
Know, then, this virgin is betroth'd to me. 
Wife of my hope-;-Thou shalt not cross my hope 
And I retain my life — Attempt it not ! 
I stand among my fellow-citizens — 
His fellow-soldiers hem Virginius round. 
Both men and gods are on our side ! But grant 
I stood alone, with nought but virtuous love 
To hearten me — alone would I defeat 
The execution of thy infamous 
Decree ! I'll quit the Forum now, but not 
Alone ! — My love ! my wife ! my free-bom maid— 
The virgin standard of my pride and manhood. 
Of neerless motto ! rich, and fresh, and shining, 
Ana of device most rare and glorious I 
rU bear off safe with me— unstain'd— untouch'd ! 
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App. Your duty, lictors — Claudius, look to your right I 

IciL True citizens ! 

Tit. Down with the traitor ! 

Ser. Down with him— Slay him ! 

[jTAtf Lictors and Claudius are driven back; Claudius 
takes refuge at Appius's/<?tf^, who has descended, and 
throws tip his arms as a signal to both parties to desist 
— whereupon the people retire a little. 

App. So, friends ! we thank you that you don't deprive us 
Of everything; hut leave your magdstrates 
At least their persons sacred — ^Their decrees. 
It seems^ you value as you value straws. 
And in like manner break them. Wherefore stop 
When you have gone so far ? You might, methinks. 
As well have kilTd my client, at my feet ; 
As threatened him with death before my face ! 
Eise, Claudius ! I perceive Icilius' aim : — 
He labours to restore the tribuneship 
By means of a sedition ! We'll not give him 
Tne least pretence of quarrel. We shall wait 
Virginius's arrival tiU to-morrow. 
His friends take care to notice him— The camp's 
But four hours' journey from the city. TiU 
To-morrow, then, let me prevail with you 
To yield up something of your right, and let 
The girl remain at liberty. 

Claud. If they 
Produce security for her appearance, 
I am content. 

Tit. I'll be your security. 

Ser. Audi. 

at. We'll all be your security. [They hold up their hands. 

Icil. My friends, 
And fellow-citizens, I thank you ; but 
Reserve your kindness for to-morrow, friends. 
If Claudius stiU persist — ^To-day I hope 
He will remain content with my security. 
And that of Numitorius, for the maid's 
Appearance. 

App. See she do appear ! — and come 
Prepared to pay the laws more reverence. 
As I shall surely see that they receive it. 

[Appius, Clajidivs, and Lictors go out. 

Icil. Look up ! look up ! my sweet Virginia, 
Look up ! look up ! You will see none but friends. 

that such eyes should e'er meet other object ! 
Virginia. Icilius ! Uncle ! lead me home ! Icilius, 

You did not think to take a slave to wife P 
Icil. I thought, and think to wed a free-bom maid ; 

And thou, and thou alone, art she^ Virginia 1 
Virginia. I feel as I were so — ^1 do not think 

1 am nis slave ! Virginius not my father 1 
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Virgmius, my dear father, not my father ! 
It camiot be ; my life must come from him ; 
For, make him not my father, it will go 
From me. — ^I could not live an he were not 
My father. 

Idl. Dear Virginia, calm thy thoughts — 
But who shall warn V irginius r 

Num, I've ta'en care 
Of that ; no sooner heard I of this claim. 
Than I despatched thy brother Lucius, 
Together with my son, to bring "V irginius. 
With all the speed they could ; and caution'd them— 
As he is something over-quick of temper. 
And might snatch justice, rather than sue for it — 
To evade communication of the cause, 
And merely say his presence was required-^ 
Till we should have nim with us. Come. Virginia ; 
liiy uncle's house shall guard thee, till tnou nnd'st 
Within thy father's arms a citadel, 
Whence Claudius cannot take thee ! 

Icil. He shall take 
A thousand lives first. 

• Tit. Ay, ten thousand Hves. 

Icil, Hear you, Virginia ! Do you hear your friends ? 

Virginia. Let him take my life first ! I am content 
To be his slave then — ^if I am his slave ! 

Icil. Thou art a free-bom Roman maid, Virginia ; 
All Eome doth know thee so, Virginia — 
All Rome will see thee so. 

at WcTsdU! We will! 

Idl. You'll meet us here to-morrow ? 

at. Every man ! 

Idl. Cease not to clamour 'gainst this outrage. Tell it 
In every comer of the city ; and 
Let no man call himself a son of Rome 
Who stands aloof, when tyranny assails 
Her fairest daughter. Come, Virginia, 
'Tis not a private, but a common wrong ; 
'lis every father's, lover's, freeman's cause ; 
To-morrow, fellow-citizens ! to-morrow ! 

at. To-morrow ! [They go out severally. 



SCENE Vf.—The Camp. 
Enter S. Oppitjs and Q. E. Vibtjlaiitjs. 



(km. Has he set out ? 
V%iml. 



He has, my Oppius, 
And never to return ; ms guard, instructed 
To take good care of him. There's not a man 
But's ten times sold to us, and of our wishes 
Fully possess'd. Dentatus will no more 
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Obstruct US in our plans. He did not like 
The site of our encampment. He will find 
At least the air of it was wholesome. 

0pp. What 
Report are they instructed to bring back ? 

Vibul, They fell into an ambush — He was slain. 

Opp, But should the truth by any means ooze out ? 

Vibul. Imprison them, and secretly despatch them. 
Or ope the dungeon-doors, and let them 'scape. 

0pp. I should prefer the latter method. 

Vibul. WeU, 
That be our choice. But when it is determined 
To spill blood otherwise than as it may 
Be spilPd, to hesitate about some drops 
Is weakness, may be fatal. — Come, my friend, 
Let us be seen about the camp, and ready. 
With most admiring ear, to catch the tidmgs. 
Which all ears, save our own, will wonder at. 
Here's one that went with him ! 

Enter 11&AR.QVS. 

WeU, friend, your news ? 

Marc. Dentatus is no more ; but he has dearly sold his life. 
The matter has been reported as you directed. By few it is 
received with credence — ^by many with doubt ; while some 
bold spirits stop not at muttering, but loudly speak suspicion 
of foid play. A party that we met, a mile beyond the lines, 
no sooner heard our story, than they set off to bring the body 
to the camp. Others have followed them. Fabius, we have 
your gage for safety. 

Vibul. You have.— Come, let us show ourselves. — Guilt 
hides. 
And we must wear the port of innocence. 
That walks abroad and looks its foes in the face. [They go oui. 



SCENE Y.— -i Mountainous Pass. 

The ho6/y of Dentatus discovered on a de^r— Soldiers mourning 

over it. 

Trumpets— Enter Virginitjs and Soldiers. 

Virginius. Where is Dentatus? Whereis the gallant soldier? 
Ah, comrade ! comrade ! warm I yet warm ! So lately 
Gone, when I would have given tne world, only 
To say farewell to thee, or even get 
A parting look ! gallant, gallant soldier, 
The god of war mi^ht sure nave spared a head 
Grown grey in serving him ! My brave old comrade ! 
The father of the field ! Thy silver locks 
Other anointing should receive, than what 
Their master's blood could furnish ! 
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1*^ Soldier, There has been treachery here ! 

Virginius, What! 

1*^ Soldier, The slain are all our own. None of the bodies 
are stripp'd — These are all Romans. There is not the slightest 
trace of an enemy's retreat — And, now, that I remember, they 
made a sudden halt^ when we came in sight of them at the 
foot of the mountain— Mark'd you not, too, with what con- 
fused haste they told their story, directed us, and hurried on 
to the camp ? 

Virginius, Revenge ! The decemvirs ! Ay, the decemvirs ! 
For every drop of blood thou shalt have ten, 
Dentatus! 

Luc. [withouf]. Hoa ! Virginius ! 

Virginius. Here ! Who calls ? 

Luc. [entering]. 'Tis well you're found, Virginius ! 

Virginius. Is it you ? 
What makes you from the city ? Look, my Lucius ! — 
See what a sight you've come to witness ! — Look ! 
My brave old comrade ! Honest Siccius ! 
Siccius Dentatus. that true son of Rome, 
On whose white locks the mother look'd more proudly 
Than on the raven ones of her youngest and 
Most hopeful sous, is nothiu":^ now but tliis. 
The sign and token of himself ! Look, comrades. 
Here are the foes that slew him ! Not a trace 
Of any other — not a body stripp'd — 
Our father has been murder'd — We'll revenge him 
Like sons ! Take up the body 1 Bear it to 
The camp ; and as you move your solemn march. 
Be dumb— or, if you speak, be it but a word. 
And be that word— Revenge ! 

[The Soldiers bear off the bod2/—YiBjGimvsfollomff{', 
is stopped bi/ JjV CIVS. 

Luc. Virginius ! 

Virginius. I did not mind thee, Lucius ! 
Uncommon things make common things forgot. 
Hast thou a message for me, Lucius ? Well, 
I'll stay and hear it — but be brief; my heart 
Follows my poor Dentatus ! 

Luc. You are wanted 
In Rome. 

Virginius. On what account P 

Ltic. On your arrival 
You'll learn. 

Virginius. How ! is it something can't be told 
At once ? Speak out, boy ! Ha 1 your looks are loaded 
With matter — Is't so heavy that your tongue 
Cannot unburthen them ? Your brother left 
The camp on duty yesterday — Hath aught 
Happen'd to him ? Did he arrive in swety P 
Is he safe ? Ts he well ? 

Luc. He is both safe and well. 



^ 
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Firgtmus. What then? What then? Tell me the matter, 
Lucius. 

Lue. I have said 
It shall be told you. 

Firginius. Shall ! I stay not for 
That " shall," unless it be so close at hand 
It stop me not a moment. — 'Tis too long 
A coming ! Fare you well, my Lucius. 

Luc. Stay, 
Virginius ; hear me then with patience. 

Firginius. Well, 
I am patient. 

Luc. Your Virginia ^ 

Firginius. Stop, my Lucius ! 
I'm cold in every member of my frame ! 
If 'tis prophetic, Lucius, of thy news. 
Give me such token as her tomb would, Lucius — 
I'll bear it better— Silence. 

Luc. You are still 

Firginius. I thank thee, Jupiter ! I am stiU a father ! 

Luc. You are, Vir^nius ; yet 

Firginius. Wnat, is she sick ? 

Luc. No. 

Firpinius. Neither dead nor sick ! All well ! No haim ! 
Nothmg amiss ! Each guarded quarter safe. 
That Pear may lay him down and sleep, and yet 
Still sounding the alarm ! I swear thou tell'st 
A story strangely. Out with't ! I have patience 

Tor anything, since my Virginia lives, 

And lives in nealth ! 

Luc. You are required in Home^ 
To answer a most novel suit. 

Firginius. Whose suit ? 

Luc. The suit of Claudius. 

Firginius. Claudius! 

Luc. Him that's client 
To Ap^ius Claudius, the decemvir. 

Firginius. What! 
That pander !— Ha ! — ^Virginia ! — ^You appear 
To couple them ! What makes my fair Virginia 
In company with Claudius ? Innocence 
Beside lasoiviousness ! His suit ! What suit ? — 
Answer me quickly ! — Quickly ! lest suspense. 
Beyond what patience can endure, coercmg, 
Dnve reason from her seat ! 

Luc. He has claim'd Virginia. 

Firainius. Claim'd her! — Claim'd her! — 
On what pretence ? 

laic. He says she is the cliild 
Of a slave of nis, who sold her to thy wife. 

Firginius. Go on, you see I'm calm. 

Luc. He seized her in 
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The school, and dra^d her to the ¥onixii, where 
Appius was giving judgmeiit. 

Firainius. Dragged her to 
ThePorum! Well! I told you, Lucius, 
I would be patient. 

Luc. Numitorius there 
Confronted him. 

Firffinius. Did he not strike him dead? — 
True, true, I know it was in presence of 
The decemvir. — ! had I confronted him ! — 
Well ? well ? The issue ?— WeU ?— O'erleAp all else. 
And light upon the issue ! Where is she ? 

Luc. I was despatch*d to fetch thee, ere I could learn. 

Firffinius. The claim of Claudius, Appius' client — ^Ha ! 
I see the master cloud ! — ^This ragged one, 
That lowers before, moves only in subservience 
To the ascendant of the other — Jove. 
With its own mischief break it and disperse it, 
And that be all the ruin! Patience ! Prudence ! 
Nay, prudence, but no patience. Come ! — ^A slave — 
Dragg'd through the streets in oi)en day ! My child ! 
Mv daughter ! my fair daughter, in the eyes 
Oi Rome ! 0, Pll be patient !— Come !— The essence 
Of my best blood in the free common ear 
Condemn'd as vile ! — O, Fll be patient ! — Come ! 
0, they shall wonder— I will be so patient ! 

[YiBGiiiius rusAes out, followed by Lucius. 

END OF ACT III. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE l.—Numitoriu^8 House, 

ViEGiNiA discovered, supported hy Servia. 

Firginia. Is he not yet arrived ? Will he not come ? 

Servia. He surely will. 

Firginia. He surelv will ! More surely 
He had arrived alreaay, had he known 
How he is wanted — ^Tney have miss'd him, Servia ! 
Don't teU me, but I know they have, or surely 
We had not now been looking for him. Where's 
My uncle ? 

Servia. Finding you had fallen asleep 
After such watchm^. he went forth to near 
If there were any tidings of Virginius. 
He's here. 
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Enter NuifiTOBiTTS ; Vikginia looks at Mm inquisitively for 

some time, 

Virginia, Not come ! not come ! I am sure of it ! 
He will not come ! Do you not think he'll come ? 
"Will not my father come ? What think von, uncle ? 
Speak to me, speak — give me any woros^ 
Kather than what looks utter ! 

Num. Be composed ! 
I hope he'll come ! 

Virginia. A little while ago 
You were sure of it — from certainty to liope 
Is a noor step. You hope he'll come — Oue hope. 
One little hope to face a thousand fears ! 
Do you not know he'll come ? uncl'^> wherefore 
Do you not know he'll come ? Had I been you, 
I had made sure of it ! 

Num. All has been done 
That could be done. 

Virginia. Poor aU. that does so little ! • 
One would imagine little needs be done 
To bring a father to the succour of 
His child ! 'Tis near the time I 

Num. It is indeed I 

Virginia. Must I go forth with rou ? Must I again 
Be dragg'd along by Claudius, as iiis slave. 
And none agaiu to succour me ? Icilius I 
Icilius ! Does your new betrothed wife 
Call on you, and you hear not ? My Icilius ! 
Am I to be your wife, or Claudius' tlLive P 
Where — ^where are you, Icilius ! 

IciLTOS [entering], 
MyYirginia! 
What's to be done, my friend ? 'tis ahnost time. 

[7b NUMIT0IIITJS» 

Virginia. I hear what you are sayins: — it is tune — 
0, who could have believed it, that Icilius 
Should ever say 'twas time to yield me to 
Another's claim — And will you givo me up? 
Can you devise no means to keep me from him ? 
Could we not fly ? 

[Icilius looks earnestly at Numitoritts, toho fixes Ms 
eyes steadfastly on the ground: Icilius droops Ms 
head. 
I see ! — ^your pledge 

Must be redeem'd, although it cost you your 
Virginia ! 
Virginitis [witAouf]. Is she here P 
Virginia. Ah! 

[^hrieks and rushes into her fatJier^s arms, who enters 
at the moment. 
Virginius. My child ! My child ! 
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Firginia. lam! I feel I am! I know I am! 
Mv father ! my dear father. I despaired 
Of seeing you 1 You're come ! ana come in time. 
And, ! now much the more in time, when hope 
Had given you up. ! welcome, welcome foot. 
Whose wished step is heard when least expected ! 

Virginius. Brother ! Icilius ! thank you f thank you — ^AIl 
Has been communicated to me. Av ! 
And would they take thee from me r Let them try it I 
YouVe ta'en your measures well — I scarce could pass 
Along, so was I check'd bv loving hands 
Ready to serve me — Hands with nearts in them ! 
So thou art Claudius' slave ? And if thou art, 
I'm surely not thy father ! Blister'd villain ! 
Yoa have wam'd our neighbours, have you not, to attend 
As witnesses ? To be sure you have ! A fool 
To ask the question. Dragg'd along the streets too I 
'Twas very kind in him to go himself 
And fetch thee — such an honour should not pass 
Without acknowledgment. I shall return it 
Infull! Infull! 

Num. Pray you be prudent, brother. 

Virginia. Dear father, be advised — ^Will you not, father ? 

Virginitis. I never saw you look so like your mother 
In all my life ! 

Virginia. You'll be advised, dear father ? 

Virginius. It was her soul— her soul, that play'd just then 
About the features of her child, and lit them 
Into the likeness of her own. When first 
She placed thee in my arms — ^I recollect it 
As a thing of yesterday ! — she wish'd, she said. 
That it had been a man. I answer'd her. 
It was the mother of a race of men. 
And paid her for thee with a kiss. Her lips 
Are cold now — could they be but warm'd again. 
How they would clamour for thee ! 

Virainia. My dear father I 
You do not answer me ! Will you not be advised ? 

Virginius. I will not take him by the throat and strangle him ! 
But I could do it ! I could do it I Fear not : 
I will not strike while any head I love 
Is in the way. It is not now a time 
To tell thee — ^but, wouldst thou believe it ! — ^Honest 
Siccius Dentatus has been murder'd by them I 

ML Murder'd ! 

Num. Dentatus murder'd 1 

Virginia. ! how much 
Have we to fear ! 

Virginius. We have the less to fear ! 
I spread the news at every step— A fire 
Is kindled, that wiU blaze at but a breath 
Into the fiercest flame ! 
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Num. "Tistime. Let's haste 
To the Forum. 

Virginius, Let the Forum wait for us ! 
Put on no show of fear, when villany 
Would wrestle with you ! It can keep its feet 
Only with cowards ! I shall walk alonff 
Slowly and calmly, with my daughter thus 
In my hand — though with another kind of gripe 
Than that which Claudius gave her — Well, I say, 
I'll walk along thus, in the eyes of Rome. 
Go you before, and what appeal soe'er 
You please, make you to rouse up friends. For me, 
I shall be mute — ^my eloquence is here — 
Her tears—her youth — her innocence — her beauty ! 
If orators like these can't move the heart, 
Tonnes surely may be dumb. 

Idlitis. A thousand hearts 
Have spoke already in her cause ! 

Virginius, Come on ! 
Fear not ! it is your father's grasp yon fed. 
O he'll be stroijg as never man was yet, ^ 
That takes thee from it. Come, Virginia; 
We trust our cause to Rome and to the gods ! [They go (yd. 



SCENE ll.—The Forum. 

Enter Appius and Lictors. 

App. See you keep back the people ! Use your fasces 
With firmer hands, or hearts. Tour hands are firm 
Enough, would but your hearts perform their office. 
And leave your hands at liberty ; not hang 
Upon them with unseemly fears and clamours ! 
Look to it ! Time ! hadst thou the theme that I have 
For speed, thou wouldst not move this cripple's gait : , 
But there's no urging thee, and thou wast ever 
Dull fellow-traveller to yonng Impatience, . 

Dragging him back upon the road he pants 
To end, but cannot run without thee. 

Enter Makcus. 
Well? 

Marc. News has arrived, that speaks as if Dentatus 
Was murder'd by the order of your collea^es ! 
There's not a face I meet but lowers with it : 
The streets are fiU'd with thronging groups, that, as 
Ipass'd, grew silent, and look'd sullen round. 
Then fell again to converse. 

App. 'Tis ill-timed. 



Marc. What say you, Appius P 
App. Murder's ill-timed, I say. 
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Happen when 'twin : but now is most ill timed. 
When Eome is in a ferment, on account 
Of Claudius, and this girl, he calls his slave; 
For come when evil will, or how it will. 
All's laid to our account ! Look out and see 
If Claudius be approaching yet. [Mabcus goes out. 

My wish. 

Like an officious fiiend, comes out of time 
To teU me of success. I had rather far 
The plot had fail'd. The waves run high enough ; 
There needed not this squall on squall to raise them 
Above the present swell : 
But such a naven. 

If won, can never be too dearly won ! 
Marc, [entering], Claudius is here ! 

Eider Ciattdius. 

Jjpp. Well, Claudius, are the forces 
At hand? 

Claud, They are, and timely too ! The people 
Are in unwonted ferment. 

App, Marcus says 
That news has come of old Dentatus' death ; 
Which, as I hear, and wonder not to hear it. 
The mutinous citizens lay to our account ! 

Claud. That's bad enough ; yet 

App. Ha ! whafs worse ? 

Claud. 'Tisbest 
At once to speak what you must learn at last. 
Yet last of aU would learn. 

Jm. Virginius! 

(Mud. Yes! ^ 
He has arrived in Home. 

Marc. They are coming, Appius ! 

Gaud. riy. Marcus, hurry down the forces ! plAECUS goes 
out.j Appius, 
Be not o'erwnelm*d ! 

Jpp. There's something awes me at 
The thought of looking on her father ! 

Claud. Look 
IDpon her, my Appius ! Fix your gaze upon 
The treasures of her beauty, nor avert it 
Till they are thine. Haste! Your tribunal! Haste I 

[Appius ascends his tribunal. 

Enter Nuhitobitjs, Icilius, Lucius, Citizens, Vikginius 
leading his Daughter, Sebvia, and Citizens. — J. dead silence 
prevails. 

Tirginius. Does no one speak ? I am defendant here. 
Is sflence my opponent ? Fit opponent 
To plead a cause too foul for speech ! What brow, 
In blank defiance both of gods and men, 

H 
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Is bold enougli to back the knave, whose tongue 
Advanced the forged claim that stirs this suit 
To compass the dishonour of my child— 
For that's the game ! — and now the trial's come, 
Through shame or fear, has lost the power to wage 
And ope the villain pleadings ! 

App. You had better, 
Yirgmius, wear another kind of carriage : 
This is not of the fashion that will serve jou. 

Virginius, The fashion, Appius ! Appius Claudius, tell me 
The fashion it becomes a man to speak in, 
"Whose property in his own child— the offspring 
Of his own bodfy, near to him as is 
His hand, his arm — yea, nearer — closer far. 
Knit to ms heart — ^I say, who has his property 
In such a thinff, the very self of himself. 
Disputed — ana I'll speak so, Appius Claudius ; 
ril speak so. — ^Pray you, tutor me ! 

App. Stand forth, 
Claudius ! If you lay claim to any interest 
In the question now before us, speak ; if not 
Bring on some other cause. 

Claud, Most noble Appius 

Virginia, And are you the man 
That claims my daughter for his slave P— Look at me. 
And I will give her to thee. 

Claud. She is mine, then : 
Do I not look at you P 

Firgimus. Your eye does, truly. 
But not your soul.—I see it through your eye 
Shifting and shrinking — ^turning every way 
To shun me. You surprise me, that your eye, 
So long the bully of its master, knows not 
To put a proper face upon a lie. 
But gives the port of impudence to falsehood. 
When it woidd pass it on for truth. Your soul 
Dares as sa^n show its face to me. — Go on, 
I had forget ; the fashion of my speech 
May not please Appius Claudius. 

Claud. -I demancf 
Protection of the decemvir ! 

Abp. You shall have it. 

Firgimus. Doubtless ! 

App. Keep back the people, lictors ! What's 
Your plea P You say the girl 's your slave — ^Produce 
Your proofs. 

Claud. My proof is here, which, if they can. 
Let them confront. The mother of the girl — 

[ViEGiNius, stepping forward to speak, is withheld hy 

NUMITOBITJS. 

Num. Hold, brother ! Hear them out, or suffer me 
To speak. 
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Firmmus, Man, I mnst speak, or else go mad ! 
And u I do ^ mad. what then will hold me 
From spealang ? Wer't not better, brother, think you. 
To speak and not go mad, than to go mad 
And then to speak ? She was thy sister, too ! 
Well, well, speak thou. TU try, and, if I can. 
Be silent, [Betires. 

Num, Will she swear she is her child ? 

Firginitts [starting forward]. To be sure she will — a most 
wise question that ! 
Is she not his slave ! Will his tongue lie for him — 
Or his hand steal— or the finger of his hand 
Beckon, or point, or shut, or open for him ? 
To ask nim if she'll swear — Wul she walk or run. 
Sing, dance, or wag her head ; do anything 
That is most easy aone ? She'll as soon swear ! 
What mockery it is to have one's life 
In jeopardy by such a barefaced trick ! 
Is it to be endured ? I do protest 
Against her oath ! . . . 

App. No law in Eome, Yirginius. 
Seconds you. If she swear tne girl's her child. 
The evidence is good, unless coiSronted 
By better evidence. Look you to that, 
Vircinius. I shall take the woman's oath. 

Firgirda. Icilius! 

Icil. Fear not, love ; a thousand oaths 
Will answer her. 

App. You swear the girl's your child. 
And thaj; you sold her to Virginius' wiie. 
Who pass'd her for her own. Is that your oath ? 

Slave. It is my oath. 

App. Your answer now, Virginius. 

Firgtnius. Here it is ! [Brings Yirgisia. forward. 

Is this the daughter of a slave ? I know 
'Tis not with men, as shrubs and trees, that by 
The shoot you know the rank and order of 
The stem. Yet who from such a stem would look 
For such a shoot ? My witnesses are these — 
The relatives and friends of Numitoria, 
Who saw her^ ere Virginia's birth, sustain 
The burden which a mother bears, nor feels 
The weight, with longing for the sight of it ! 
Here are the ears that listen'd to her sighs 
In nature's hour of labour, which subsidfes 
In the embrace of joy ! — tne hands, that when 
The day first look'd upon the infant's face, 
And never look'd so pleased, help'd her up to it. 
And thank'd the gods for her, and pray'd them send 
Blessing on blessmg on her. — ^Here, the eyes 
That saw her Ijdng at the generous 
And sympathefic fount, that at her cry 

H 2 
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Sent forth a stream of liqiiid livinff pearl 

To cheiish her enamell'd veins. The lie 

Is most abortive then, that takes the flower — 

The very flower our bed connubial grew — 

To prove its barrenness ! Speak for me, friends ; 

Have I not spoke the truth r 

Women and Citizens, You have. Yirginius. 

Am. Silence ! — Keep silence there ! No more of that ! 
You re ever ready for a tumult, citizens. [Trocps appear behind. 
Lictors. make way to let these troops advance. 
We've had a taste of your forbearance, masters. 
And wish not for another ! 

Firginius. Troops in the Forum ! 

J0). Virginius, nave you spoken? 

Ftrginius, If you have heard me, 
I have : if not, I'll speak again. 

Jpp. You need not, 
Virginius ; I have evidence to give. 
Which, should you speak a hundred times again. 
Would make your pleading vain. 

Firginius. Your hand, Virginia ! 
Stand close to me. [Aside, 

Am. My conscience will not let me 
Be silent. 'Tis notorious to you aU, 
That Claudius' father, at his death, declared me 
The guardian of his son. This cheat has long 
Been known to me. I know the girl is not 
Vireinius' daughter. 

Ftrginius. Join your friends, Icilius^ 
And leave Virginia to my care. [Aside, 

App. The justice 
I should have done my client unrequired. 
Now cited by him, how shall I refuse ? 

Firginius. Don't tremble, girl ! don't tremble, [Aside, 

App. Nay, Virginius, 
I feel for you ; but, though you were my father. 
The majesty of justice should be sacred — 
Claudius must take Virginia home with him. 

Firainius. And if he must, I should advise binij Appius, 
To take her home in time, before his guardian 
Complete the violatioiL wnich his eyes 
Already have begun — Friends ! Fellow-citizens ! 
Look not on Claudius — ^Look on your decemvir ! 
He is the master claims Virginia f 
The tongues that told him she was not my child 
Are these — ^the costly charms he cannot purchase. 
Except by making her the slave of Claumus — 
His client ! — ^purveyor ! — ^that caters for 
His pleasures — ^markets for him — ^picks, and scents, 
And tastes, that he m&y banquet — serves him up 
His sensual feast, and is not now ashamed. 
In the open, common street, before your eyes-^ 
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Plighting vour daughters' and yonr matrons' cheeks 

With blushes they ne'er thought to meet — ^to help him 

To the honour of a Bx)man maid !— my child ! 

Who now clings to me, as you see, as if 

This second Tarquin had already coil'd 

£[is arms around her. Look upon her, Eomans ! 

Befriend her ! Succour her ! See her not polluted 

Before her father's eyes ! — ^He is but one ! 

Tear her from Appius and his lictors, while 

She is unstain'd. Your hands ! your hands ! your hands ! 

Cit» They're yours, Virginius. 

App. Keep the people back ! 
Support my lictors, soldiers ! Seize ttie girl. 
Ana drive the people back. 

leU. Down with the slaves ! 

[jTA^ people make a show of resisianee. but, upon the 
advancing of the soldiers, retreat, ana leave Iciiius, 
YiBGiNius, and his daughter, grc, in the hands (^ 
Appitjs and his party. 
Deserted! — Cowards! Traitors! Let me free 
But for a moment ! I relied on you ! 
Had I relied upon myseljf alone, 
I had kept them all at bay ! I kneel to you — 
Let me but loose a moment, if 'tis only 
To rush upon yoiir swords ! 

Virginius. Iciliusf, peace ! 
You see how 'tk ! We are deserted, left 
Alone by our friends, surrounded by our enemies. 
Nerveless and helpless. 

App. Take Iciiius hence ; 
Away with him ! 

lal. Tyrant !— Virginia ! [Icilitts is forced off. 

App. Separate 
Viranius and the airl ! — ^Delay not, slaves. 

Virginius. Let tnem forbear awlule, I pray you, Appius : 
It is not very easv. Though her arms 
Are tender, yet the hold is strong, by which 
She grasps me, Appius. Forcing them will hurt them. 
They'll soon unclasp themselves. Wait but a little : 
You know you're sure of her ! 

App. I have not time 
To lole with thee ; give her to my lictors. 

Virginius. Appius, I pray you, wait ! If she is not 
My child, she hath been like a child to me 
Por fifteen years. If I am not her father, 
I have been like a father to her, Appius, 
For e'en so long a time. They that have lived 
For such a sjyace together, in so near 
And dear society, may be allow'd 
A little time for partmg ! Let me take 
The maid aside, I pray you, to confer 
A moment with her nurse ; perhaps she'll give me 
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Some token, will unloose a tie, so twined 

And knotted round my heart, that if you break it 

So suddenly, my heart breaks with it ! 

Am Well! 
Look to them, lictors ! 

Virginia. Do you go from me ! 
Doyou leave ! Father ! Father ! 

Virginim, No, my child ; 
No, my Vir^ia— come along with me. 

Virginia. Will you not leave me P Will you take me with you? 
Will you take me home again ? 0, bless you, bless you ! 
My father ! my dear father ! Art thou not 
My father ? 

[ViRGiNius, perfectly at a loss what to do, looks 
anxiously around the Forum ; at length his eye falls 
on a butcher's stall with a knife upon it, 

Virginius. This way, my Virginia ! d?his way ! 

Virginia. Go 
We home ? 

Virginius. DonH fear ! Don't fear, I am not going 
To leave thee, my Virginia ! Til not leave thee. 

App. Keep back the people, soldiers ! Let them not 
Approach Virginius ! teep the people back I 

[Virginius secures the knife. 
Well, have you done P 

Virginia. Short time for converse, Appius ; 
But 1 have. 

Am. I hope you are satisfied. 

Virginius. I am — 
I am— that she is my daughter ! 

App. Take her, lictors ! 

[ViBGiNiA shrieks, and falls half-dead upon her 
father's shoulder, 

Virainius. Another moment, pray you. Bear with me 
A little — ^'Tis my last embrace. ^ 'Twon't try 
Your patience beyond bearing, if you're a man ! 
Lengtnen it as I may, I cannot make it 
Long ! My dear child ! My dear Virginia ! [Kissing her. 
There is one only way to save thine honour — 
'Tis this !— 

[Stabs hery and draws out the knife, Icilius breaks 
from the Soldiers that held him, and catches her, 
Lo ! Appius ! with this innocent blood, 
I do devote thee to th' infernal gods ! 
Make way there ! 

App. Stop him ! Seize him ! 

Virginius. If they dare 
To tempt the desperate weapon, that is madden'd 
With drinking my daughter's blood, why let them : thus 
It rushes in amongst tnem. Way there ! Way ! 

\Qoes out through the Soldiers, 

END OF ACT IT. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I.— ^ Street. 

Enter Appius and Maecus. 

Ajpp, I do abjure all further league with them ; 
They have most basely yielded up their power. 
And C9mpromised their glory. Had they died 
In their hiffh seats, they naa lived demi-gods ; 
But now they live to die like basest men ! 
Power gone, life follows I WeU ! 'tis well we know 
The worst ! The worst P — ^The worst is yet to come ; 
And, if I err not, hither speeds a messenger 
Whose heel it treads upon ! Well, Vibulanus ? 

Enter Yibula.nus, hastily, and other Decemvirs, with Mabctjs. 

Fibul. Honorius and Valerius are elected 
To the consulate. — ^Virgmius is made tribune. 

App. No doubt they'd snatch their offices, when ours 
Were laid so poorly down. You have actea wisely ! 

Fibul. Who could resist Virginius, raving at 
The head of the revolted troops, with all 
The commons up in arms P Waste not dear time ! 
Look to your saJetv, Appius. *Tis resolved 
To cite you instantly before the consuls. 

App. Look to my safety, say you ? You would bid 
A man, that's tumbling from a precipice 
A hundred fathoms high, and midway down. 
Look to his safety ! What has he to snatch at P 
An* ! — ^E'en so much have I. 

Fibul. Withdraw awhile 
From Rome. We shall recall you with applause 
And honours. 

App. Yes ! You saw me on the brink — 
Beheld it giving way beneath my feet — 
And saw me tottering o'er the hideous leap. 
Whose sight sent round the brain with madd'ning whirl. 
With but a twig to stay me, which you cut. 
Because it was your friend that hung by it-- 
Most kindly ! 

Fibul. Nay, employ the present time 
In looking to your safety — ^that secured, 
Keproach us as you will. 

Am). I am in your hands. 
Lead me which w^ you please. 

leiL [mthoutl Hold! Stand! 

App. Icilius ! 

IciLius enters, with Honorius and Valerius as Qmsuls, 

NuMiTORius and Lictors. 
Icil. Did I not tell you 'twas the tyrant ? Look 
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Was I not right ? I felt that he was present 
Ere mine eye told it me. — ^You are our prisoner ! 

Jpp. On what pretence, Icilius ? 

i«/. Ask of poor 
Yirffinius, tottering between despair 
And madness, as he seeks the home, where once 
He fonnd a daughter ! 

Ajpp. I demand due time 
To make up my defence. 

leU. Demand due time ! 
Appius I— Assign the cause, why you denied 
A Itoman maid, of fi*ee condition. 
Her liberty provisionally, while 
Her plea remained unjudged. No answer Appius ? 
Lictors, laj hold upon him — ^to prison witn him ! 
Look to him well. To prison with the tyrant ! 

[Appius and Lictors go out on one side ; Icilixts and 
NuMiTpRiTTS on the other. 

Vpml. Let all his friends, that their own safety prize. 
Solicit straight for his enlargement ; dofF 
Their marks of station, and to the Yolgar e^e 
Disguise it with the garb of mourning; 'twill 
Conciliate the crowd. We know them well : 
But humour them, they are water soon as fire ! 

\They go out severallp. 



SCENE JL—Virginiu^s House. 

Enter Lrcius and Sebyia. 

Luc, Is he not yet come home ? 
Servia. Not since her death. 
I dread his coming home, good Lucius. 
Luc, A step ! 'Tis Numitorius and Vir^inius. 
Servia, Gods ! how he looks !— See, Lucius, how he looks ! 

Fnter VniGiNirs, attended by Numitorius and others. 

Firginius, 'Tia ease ! *Tis ease ! I am content ! 'Tis peace, 
'Tis anything that is most soft and quiet. 
And after such a dream ! — ^I want my daughter ; 
Send me my daughter ! 

Num, Yes, his reason 's gone. 
Scarce had he come in sight of his once sweet 
And happy home, ere with a cry he fell 
As one struck dead. — When to himself he came. 
We found him as you see. How is it, brother ? 

Firginius. How should it be but well ? Our cause is good. 
Think you Rome will stand by, and see a man 
Robb'a of his child? We are bad enough, but yet 
They should not so mistake us. We are slayes. 
But not yet monsters. — Call my daughter to me. 
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What keeps her thus ? 1 never ste^p'd within 
Tie threshold yet, without her meeting me 
With a kiss. She's very Ipng a-coming. Call her ! 
Num, Icilins comes 1 See, my Icilins, see ! 

^fUer Iciuus. 

Vtrginius, Come, come, make ready. Brother, you and he 
Go on before : Til bring ner after you. 

leil. Ha! 

Num. My Icilius, what a sight is there ! 
Virffinius* reason is a wreck, so stripped 
Ana broken up by wave and wind, you scarce 
Would know it was the gallant bark you saw 
Eiding so late in safety ! 

Icil. [taking Vibginius's han^. father ! Eather ! 
That art no more a father ! 

Virginius. Ha!. what wet 
Is this upon iny hand ? A tear, boy ! Ke. 
Tor shame ! Is that the weapon you would guard 
Your bride with ? First essay what steel can do ! 

Num, Not a tear has bless d his eye since her death ! No 
wonder. 
The fever of his brain, that now bums out. 
Has drunk the source of sorrow's torrents dry. 

leiL You would not have it otherwise ? 'Twas fit 
The bolt, that struck the sole remaining branch. 
And blasted it, should set the trunk on fire ! 

Num, If we could make him weep — 

Idl. Her urn! 
'Twas that which first drew tears from me. FJl fetch it. 
Yet scarcely think it wise, to wake a man 
Who's at tne mercy of a tempest ! Better 
You suffer him to sleep it through. flciLius goes out 

Virginiui, Gather your friends together ! — Tell them of 
Dentatus' murder ! — Screw the chord of ra^e 
To the topmost pitch ! — Mine own is not mme own ! [Laughs, 
That's strange enough. Why does he not dispute 
My right to my own flesh, and tell my heart 
Its blood is not its own ? He might as well ! 
But I want my child ! 

ErUer Lttcius. 

Luc. Justice wiU be defeated. 

Virginius. Who says that ? 
He lies in the face oi the gods ! She is immutable, 
Immaculate, and immortal! — and though all 
The guilty globe should bkze, she will spring uj) 
Through the fire, and soar above the crackling pile. 
With not a downy feather ruffled by 
Its fierceness I 

Num. He is not himself I What new 
Oppression comes to tell us to our teeth. 
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We only mock'd ourselves to tliink the days 
Of thraldom past P 

Luc. The friends of Appius 
Beset the people with solicitations. 
The fickle crowd, that change with every change. 
Begin to doubt and soften. Every moment 
That's lost, a friend is lost. Appear among] 
Your friends, or lose them ! 

Num. Lucius, you 
B>emain, and watch Virginius. 

[Goes out, followed by all hut Lucrus and Servia. 

Virginius. You remember. 
Don't you^ nurse ? 

Ser. what, Virginius ? 

Virdnius. That she nursed 
The child herself ! Inquire among your gossips. 
Which of them saw it ; and. with such of them 
As can avouch the fact, without delay 
Repair to the Forum ! Will she come or not P 
I'U call niyseK ! — She will not dare ! — when 
Did my Virginia dare — Virginia ! 
Is it a voice, or nothing answers me P 
1 hear a sound so fine — ^there's nothing lives 
'Twixt it and silence ! 

\_Goes out^ and almost immediately returns. 
Aha ! She is not here ! 

They told me she was here — they have deceived me ; 
And Appius was not made to give her up. 
But keeps her, and effects his wicked purpose. 
While I stand talking here, and ask you if 
My daughter is my daughter ! Though a legion 
Sentriea that brothel, which he calls his palace, 
Fd tear her from him ! 

Luc. Hold, Virginius ! Stay ! 
Appius is now in prison. 

P'irginius. With my daughter ! 
He has secured her there ! Ha ! has he so P 
Gay office for a dungeon ! Hold me not. 
Or I will dash you down^ and spoil you tor 
My keeper. My Virffinia, struggle with him ! 
Appal him with thy shrieks ; ne'er faint, ne'er faint ! 
I am coming to thee ! I am coming to thee I 

[Virginius rushes out, followed by Lucius, Seevia, 
and others. 



SCENE m.— ^ Dungeon. 

Appius discovered, 

App. From the palace to the dungeon is a road 
Trod oft— not oft retrod. What hope have I 
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To pace it back again P I know of none. 

1 am as one that's dead ! The dungeon, that 

Encloses fallen greatness, may as well 

Be called its t9mb. I am as mnch the carcass 

Of myself, as if the string were taken from 

My neck. Their hands long for the office ! Oh, 

'Tis worth the half of a plebeian's life 

To get his greasy fingers on the throat 

Of a patrician ! But I'll balk them. Come ! 

Appius shall have an executioner 

No less illustrious than himself. 

He is on the point qf swallowing poison, tcJien ViBU- 
LANT7S enters. 
Who's there P 

Fibul. Your friend! 

ApP' My Vibulanus! 

rihul. Appius, what 
Was that, you hid in such confusion, as 
I enter'd ? 

App. 'Tis a draught for life, which swallow'd. 
She relishes so richly, that she cares not 
If she ne'er drink again ! Here's health to you ! 

Vibul. Not out of such a cup as that, my Appius. 
Despair, that bids you drink it, as the cure 
Of canker'd life, but lies to you, and turns 
Your eyes from hope, that even now stands ready 
With outstretch'd arms to rush to your embrace. 
Your friends are busy for you with your foes ! 
Your foes become your friends ! Where'er a frown 
Appears against jou, nothing's spared to make 
The wearer dofP it, and put up a smile 
In its stead. Your colleague Oppius is in prison. 
Your client too. Their harm's your safety : it 
Distracts the appetite ^3' the dogs. Thej drop 
The morsel they took up before, as soon 
As a new one's thrown to them. 

App. Thou givest me life 
Indeed! 

Fibul. That I may give thee life indeed^ 
I'll waste no longer time with thee ; for tnat 
Already taken to assure thee of 
Thy fast-reviving fortunes, cheats them of 
The aid should help to re-establish them. 
Farewell, my Appius ! If my absence takes 
A friend from thee, it leaves one with thee — ^Hope ! [^Goes ouL 

App. And I will clasp it to me ! Never friend 
Made sweeter promises ! But snatch me from 
Beneath the feet of the vile herd, that's now 
Broke loose and roams at large ; I'll show them who 
They'd trample on. Hope ! Mope ! They say of thee. 
Thou art a friend that promises, but cares not 
To keep his word. This once keep thine with Appius, 
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And lie will rive thee out so true a tongue. 
Thy word is Dond enough ! — At liberty . 
Again at liberty ! give me power 
As well, for every minute of my thraldom 
I'll pick a victim from the common herd 
Shall groan his life in bondage. Liberty ! 
'Tis tnumph, power, dominion, everything! 
Are ye not open yet, ye servile gates P 
Let tall your chams. and push your bolts aside ! 
It is your past and future lord commands you ! 

Virginius [rushing »»]. Give me my daughter ! 

J0. Ha! I 

Virginius. My child ! my daughter ! 
My dau^ter ! my Virginia ! Give her me ! 

j^. Thy daughter ! 

Virginius. Ay! Deny that she is mine. 
And I will strangle thee, unless the lie 
Should choke thee first. 

Am. Thy daughter ! 

Virmnius. Play not with me ! 
Provoke me not f Equivocate, and lo ! 
Thou sport'st with fire. I am wild !— distracted !— mad I— 
I am all a flame — ^a flame ! I tell thee once 
For all, I want my child, and I will have her ; 
So give her to me. 

Am. Caged with a madman ! Hoa ! 
Without there ! 

Virginius. Not a step thou stirr'st from hence. 
Till I have found my child. Attempt that noise 
Again, and I will stop the vent, that not 
A squeak shall pass it. There are plugs for you 
Will keep it air-tight [showing his fingers']. Please you, give 

me back 
My daughter. 

App. in truth, she is not here, Virginius ; 
Or I would give her to thee. 

Virginia. Would ! Ay, should ! 
Though would were would not. Do you say, indeed. 
She is not here ? You nothing know of her ? 

j^. Nothing, Virginius ! good Virginius, nothing. 

ytrginius. How if 1 thrust my hand mto your breast. 
And tore your heart out, and confronted it 
With your tongue ? Pd like it !— Shall we try it ? Pod ! 
Axe not the rumans leagued ? The one would swear 
To the tale o' the other. * 
' -4fiP- By the ^ods, Virginius, 
Your daughter is not in my keeping. 

Virginius. Well, 
Then I must seek her elsewhere. I did dream 
That I had murder'd her— 'Tis false ! 'twas but 
A dream. — She isn't here, you say— Well ! well ! 
Then I must go and seek her elsewhere — Yet 
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She's not at home — ^and where else should I seek her 
But there or here P Here ! here ! here ! Yes, I say. 
But there or here — ^I tell you I must find her — 
She must be here, or what do you here ? What, 
But such a wonder of rich beauty could 
Deck out a dun^i^eon so, as to despoil 
A palace of its tenant ? Art thou not 
The tyrant Appius P — Didst thou not decree 
My daughter to be Claudius' slave, who gave her 
To his master P Have you not secured her here 
To compass her dishonour, ere her father 
Arrives to claim her P 

Am. No! 

Virginius. Do you tell me so P 
Vile tyrant ! Think you, shall I not believe 
My own eyes before your tongue P Why, there she is ! 
There, at your back— her looks dishevell a and 
Her vestment torn ! Her cheeks all faded with 
Her pouring tears, as flowers with too much rain ! 
Her form no longer kept and treasured up 
By her maiden pride, like a rich casket, cast 
Aside, neglected and, forgot, because 
The ncher gem was shrinedf in it is lost ! 
Villain ! is this a sight to show a father P 
And have I not a weapon to requite theeP 

\SeaTche9 about his clothes. 
Ha ! here are ten ! 

.4?p. Keep down your hands ! Help ! help ! 

Virginim. No other look but that ! Look on ! look on ! 
It turns my very flesh to steel— Brave girl ! 
Keep thine eye fix'd— ^let it not wink—look on ! 

[They go out, struggling. 

Enter Nttmitobits, IciLiTTSy Lucius, Guard, and Soldier, 

bearing Virginia's urn. 

Num. Not here! 

Luc. Is this the dungeon P — ^Appius is not here. 
Nor yet Virginius. You have sure mistaken. 

Guard. This is the dungeon— Here Virginius entered. 

Num. Yet is not here ! — ^Hush ! The abode of death 
Is just as silent. Gods ! should the tyrant take 
The father's life, in satisfaction for 
The deed that robb'd him of the daughter's charms — 
Hush ! hark ! A groan ! There's something stirs ! 

Lac. 'Tis this way! 

Num. Come on ! Protect him, gods, or pardon me 
If with my own hand I revenge his death. \They go out. 
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SCENE Vf— Another Dunoon, 

VntGiNius discovered on one knee, with Appius lying dead 
before him. Enter Nitmitoeius, Icilius, Lucius, Citizens, 
and others. 

Num. Wliat's here ? Virginius ! witli the tyrant prostrate 
and dead ! 

Luc. His senses are benumVd! There is no adit to his 
mind, by which our words can reach it. Help to raise him. 
The motion may recall perception. 

Num. His eye is not so deathlike fixed ; it moves a little. 

Luc. Speak to him, Numitorius ; he knows your voice the 
best. 

Num. Yirginius! 

Luc. 1 think he heeds you ; speak again. 

Num. Virginius ! 

Virginius. Ah! 

Luc. That sigh has burst the spell which held him. 

Num. Virginius ! my dear brother ! 

Virginius. Lighter ! lighter ! Myheart is ten times lighter ! 
What a Ipad it has heaved off! Where is he ? I thought I 
had done it. 

Num. Virginius I 

Virginius. Well, who are you ? What do you want ? Til 
answer what I've done ! 

Num. Do you not know me, brother P Speak, Icilius, try 
if he knows you. 

Icil. Virginius! 

Num. Try a^ain. 

Icil. Virgimus! 

Virginius. That voice — ^that voice— I know that voice ! 
It minds me of a voice was coupled with it, 
And made such music, once to near it was 
Enough to make it ever after be 

Remember'd ! [iciLiis^ places the urn in his hand. 

Ha! What's this? 

Icil. Virginia! 

[ViKGiNius looks alternately at Icilius and the urn 
— looks at NuMiTOKius and JjVCWS— seems struck 
by his mourning — looks at the urn again — bursts 
into a passion df tears, and exclaims, "Virginia ! " 
— Falls on IciLius's neck. Curtain drops. 
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EPILOGUE, 
BY BARRY CORNWALL, ESQ. 

8F0KEN BY HISS BBXTNTON. 



Leaving the common path, which many tread. 
We will not wake with jokes our pojet dead; 
Nor shame the young creations oihis pen, 
Bv bidding all, whq*ve perish'd, be again. 
The pale Virginia, in her bloody shroud. 
Lies like a shrined saint. — Oh ! then, aloud 
Shall we break scorril jests, and bid depart 
Those thoughts of her, which fill and teach the heart ? 
No moral now we offer, squared in form, 
* But Pity, like the sun-light, bright and warm, 
Comes mix'd with showers ; and, fading, leaves behind 
A beauty and a blossom on the mind. 
We do not strain to show that " thus it grows." 
And " hence we learn " whatT everybody knows : 
But casting idle do^jnas (words) aside. 
We paint a villain in his purple pride ; 
And tearing down a power, that grew too bold. 
Show— merely what was done in days of old. 
Leaving this unage on the soul, we go 
Unto our gentler story touch'd with woe 
(With woe that wantons not. nor wears away 
The heart), and love too perfect for decay. 
But whatsoe'er we do, we will not shame 
Your better feeling, with an idle game 
Of grin and mimicry (a loathsome task) ; 
Or strip the great Muse of her mighty mask, 
And hoot her from her throne of tears and sighs. 
Until from folly and base jest she dies. 
No ; let her Ufe belong, her reign supreme — 
If but a dream, it is a glorious dream. 

Dwell then upon our tale ; and bear along 
With you, deep thoughts— of love— of bitter wrong- 
Of freedom — of sad pity — and lust of poVr. 
The tale is fitted for an after-hour. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE L^The Outside qf the Castle cf Altorf.—Al^nne 

Scenery in the Background. 

^»for Waldman tf»^ Michael. 

Wal, Don't tell me, Michael ! Thou dost lead a life 
As bootless as a jester's — worse than his, 
For he has high retaining. Every one 
Calls thee his fool— the gallant and the boy. 
The gentle-bom and base ! Thy graceless name 
Is ever tagged to feasts, and shows, and games. 
And saucy brawls, which men as young as thou 
Discourse of with grave looks. What comes of this ? 
Will't make thee nch ? Will't ^ve thee place in life P 
Will't buy thee honour, friendship, or esteem P 
Will't get thee reverence 'gainst grey haurs ? 

Mic. Good father! — 

Wal. The current of thy life doth coimter run 
To that of other men's. Thy spirits, which 
Were reason in thee, when thou wast a child. 
As tameless still, now thou'rt become a man. 
Are foUy ! Thriftless life, that may be call'a 
More rational, when in the nurse's lap, 
Than when in manhood's chair. Survey those towers. 
And act the revel o'er of yesternight ! 
Think of the tyrants whom they lodge, and then 
Link hands with fools and braggarts o'er their wine ! 
Eancy the sounds their dungeons hear, and tell 
Of such and such a joke of thine, that made 
Thy wanton comrades roar ! 

Mic. Dear father! 

Wal. Pshaw! 
Thou canst not try to speak with gravity. 
But one perceives thou wagg'st an idle tongue ! 
Thou canst not try to look demure, but, spite 
Of all thou dost, thou show'st a laugher's cheek ! 
Thou canst not e'en essay to walk sedate, 
But in thy very gait one sees the wag. 
That's ready to break out in spite of all 
Thy seeming ! 

Mic. I'm a melancholy man, 

I 2 
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That can't do that which with good will I would ! 
1 pray thee, father, tell me what will change me P 

Wal. Hire thyself to a sexton, and dig graves. 
Never keep company but at funerals. 
Beg leave to take thy bed into the church. 
And sleep there. Fast, until thine abstinence 
Upbraid the anchorite with gluttony. 
And when thou talk'st reflection, feast on naught 
But water and stale bread. Ne'er speak, except 
At prayers and grace ; and as to music, be 
Content with ringing of the passing-bell 
When souls do go to their account. 

Mic. But if 
The bells, that ring as readily for joy 
As srief, should chance to ring a merry peal^ 
And theyshould drop the corse — 

Wal. Then take the rope. 
And hang thyself. I know no other way 
To change thee. 

Mic. Nay, Til do some great feat yet. 

WaL You'll do some great feat ! Take me Gesler's castle ! 

Mk, Humph ! that would be a feat, indeed ! TU do it ! 

Wal. You'll do it ? You'll get married, and have children. 
And be a sober citizen, before 

You pare your bread o' the crust ! You'll do it ? You'll 
Do nothing ! Live until you are a hundred. 
When death shall catch you, 'twill be laughing. Do it P 
Look grave, talk wise, live sober, thou wilt do 
A harder thing, but that thou'lt never do. [Waldman goes out. 

Mic. Hard sentence, that ! Dame Nature ! gentle mother. 
If thou hast made me of too rich a mould 
To bring the common seed of life to fruit. 
Is it a fault P Kind Nature, I should lie 
To say it was. Who would not have an eye 
To see the sun, where others see a cloud P 
A skin so temper'd as to feel the rain, 
Gave other men the ague, him refresh'd ? 
A frame so vernal, as, in spite of snow. 
To think it's genial summer all year round ; 
And bask himseK in bleak December's scowl, 
Wliile others sit and shiver o'er a hearth ? 
His worship's seK, I've heard, when he was young — 
Some fifty years ago — was even such 
A man ! Shall I upbraid my heart because 
It hath been so intent to keep me in 
An ample revenue of precious mirth, 
It hath forgot to hoard the duller coin 
That worldlings trade on P No, not I, no more 
Than I would empt my coffers of their gold. 
Were they so furnish'd, to make room for brass ; 
Or disenthrone the diamond of my ring — 
Supposed the gemmed toy my finger wore — 
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To seat a sparkless pebble in its place ! 
Yet here comes tliat^ despite my wealth of mirth. 
Can make a beggar of me ! Eather, could 
Yon see me now, you'd find me sans a smile 
In all my jester's scrip ! 

SnUr Gesleb's Archers, escorting some Swiss Peasants^ pri' 
soners ; they cross the Stagey and enter the Porch (f the Castle, 
— ^Tell, at a short distance, follomng them. 

Tell, [To Michael, te?^ is lookina after them as tfney enter 
the porch!] Do you know them P 

Mic. No. 

Tell. Nor I, thank Heaven ! How like you that P 

Mic, What P 

Tell. That. ^ 

Mic. I like it not. 

Tell, It might as weU be you or L 

Mic. It might. 

Tell. Do you liye in Altorf P 

Mic. Yes. 

Tell. How go they on 
In Altorf P 

Mic. As you see. What was a sight 
A month ago, hath not the wonder now 
To draw them 'cross the threshold ! 

Tell. Would you like 

Mic. What wouldst thou say to me P 

Tell. No matter, friend. 
Something so shght, that in the thinking on't 
'Twas gone. The field of Grutli, TeU !— The hour's 
At hand. The spirits are expecting thee, 
ShaJl bring thy country back the times again 
She'd wonder this to see ! 

Mic. Stay, friend ! a word. 
If of my mmd thou haply art, and think'st. 
When fortune will not make us theme of mirth, 
rOurselves may take the task in hand 

Tell. Tor mirth !— 
iGooddavl [Exit hasfUp. 

Mic. Acquaintance briefly broke as made ! 
Take Gesler's castle, did my father say ? 
Would I were well within the ramparts, and 
At large as now ! I might do such a thmg. 
Soft ! Who comes here P J^heli ! Ha ! a youth. 
That's tender as a love-sick damsel's sigh. 
WTbat brings him sighing here ? The Seneschal 
Has a fair daughter ! Friend Jagheli, mind 
Thy secret. Half on't I have got already 
Without thy leave ; the rest thyself shalt give me. [Retires. 

Enter Jagheli and three Savoyards, with guitars. 

Jag. You know the air, I'm sure. 'Tis very sweet : 
The young musician who composed it loved ; 
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But 'twas a bootless flame ! Ton nmst have heard 
The story ? It is said he tanght tlie lady. 
Who was of high degree, and made that strain 
To sing to her the love he dared not speak : — 
Don't you remember it P The sequel was 
A mournful one ! The lady liked the strain. 
But did not see the tender minstrel's drift • 
And still she'd have him sing it, which he did 
With pining heart, o'er hopeless labour breaking ! 
He sung it till he died ! — and then, at last. 
The lady found his theme ; when, strange to tell ! 
With sweet contrition she dissolved away, 
And ne'er press'd bridal bed, save the cold one 
They made for her beside him ! Draw thy hand 
Across the strings, and wake thy saddest chord : 
Perchance 'twill mind me of it. Thou hast hit it ! 
See if the rhymes I've strung for it agree. 

p!d!iCHA£L listetis at the back qf the stage, unseen by 
Jaghsli and Savoyards. 

AIR.— Savotabds. 

Ladv, you're so heavenly fair ! 

Tnough to love is madness, still 
Who beholds you can't forbear. 

But adores against his will. 

Beason warms the heart in vain ! 

Headlong passion won't obey ! 
Hope's deceived, and sighs again ! 

Love's abjurea, yet holds its sway ! 

Mic. I pray you, have the ditty o'er again ! 
Of all the strains that mewing mmstrels sing. 
The lover's one for me ! I could expire 
To hear a man, with bristles on his chin. 
Sin^ soft, with uptum'd eyes, and arched brows. 
Which talk of tnckling tears, that never fall, 
And through the gamut whine his tender pam ; 
While A and B and C such anguish speak. 
As never lover felt for mistress lost. 
Let's have the strain ag;ain ! 

Jag. To make thee mirth ? 
When I'm thy lackey, honest Michael, rU 
Provide thee music. There, with thanks to boot. 

[Gives money to Savoyards, who go out. 
I am not in thy pay. 

Mic. No ; but I mean 
To take thee into it. Wilt thou hire with me P 
Nay, hang thy coyness, man ! Why, thinkest thou 
Thou art the only man in Altorf knows 
The Seneschal has a fair daughter P 

Jag. Fair 
Or not, she's nought to me. 
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Mic. Indeed ? Oh, then, 
r U teU her so ! 

Jiw. You do not know her ? 

3uc. No; 
For any profit it can bring to thee. 
I pray thee, tell me, hath she not black teeth ? 

Ja^. Thou know'st 'twould take the pearl to challenge them ! 

2ktt€. Her nose, I think, is somewhat set awry ? 

Jc^. It sits like dignity on beauty's face ! 

Jinc. Her hair is a dull blade ? 

Ja^. "lis shining gold ! 

Mic. Her figure's squat ? 

Jag. Betwixt the full and slim — 
A mould where vie the richest charms of both ! 

Mic. Well, then, she hobbles in her gait ? 

Joff. She moves the light and flexile chamois— 
If you could lend the chamois her beauty. 
And add to that her modest stateliness ! 

Mic. You are a hopeful painter, sir ! How well 
You've drawn the daughter of the Seneschal ! 

Joff. Good Michael, thou'rt a jester ; but thou'rt kind. 
Thy mirth doth feast at every man's expense; 
Yet with such grace of frankest confidence. 
That none begrudge thee. Wilt thou be my friend ? 
I love the daughter of the Seneschal ; 
Help me to see her. 

Mic. Come to church with me 
Next Sunday. 

Jag. I was there last Sunday, Michael — 
And Sunday before last — ^and Sunday, too, 
Preceding that. I ne'er miss church, for there 
I see the daughter of the Seneschal. 

Mic. How wondrously devout thou'rt grown of late ! 
They say there is a young man in the church 
That has his prayers by heart — ^unless, indeed. 
He reads them in a certain angel's face ; 
On which he looks, and says them word for word, 
!From end to end, nor e'er is seen to turn 
To other page. Can it be thou they mean P 
Thou'lt have a name for most rare sanctity ! 

Jag. Good Michael, canst thou help me ? 

Mtc. If I knew 
The lady. 

Jag. what ! dost thou not know her, then, 
With what impediments is love environ'd ! 

Mic. Why, uiat's love's gain ! It would not else be love. 
Love 's the impediments that lovers meet ; 
Or wherefore sing it, as your poets do, 
A thing that lives in plots and stratagems P 
They know not love who need but woo to wed. 
But they who fain would wed, but dare not woo ! 
That's to be sound in love — ^to fed it from 
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The heart's deep centre to the fingers* ends ! 

As sweetest fruit is that which is forbid. 

So fairest maid is she that is withheld. 

Whene'er I fall in love. I'll pick a maid 

Whose sire has vow'd ner to a nnnneiy ; 

And she shall have, moreover, for her warders. 

Two maiden aunts, past wooing ; and to these 

I'll add an abigail, who has stood bridesmaid 

To twenty younger cousins, yet has ne'er 

Been ask'd herself; and under her I'll set 

A male retainer of the family, 

"For twenty years or more, as surly as 

A mastiff on the chain ; and, that my fair ^ 

May lack no sweet provocative of love. 

Her tempting lattice shall be grated, and 

Her bower snail be surrounded with a wall 

Pull ten feet high, on which an iron row 

Of forked shrubs shall stand and frown on me : 

And then I'll be a lover ! 

Joff. Show me how 
Thou'dst win thy love by winning mine for me. 

Mic. Hush ! here's the servant of the Seneschal ; 
A dog he sends on errands, without brains 
To take them ludf a yard P What wouldst attempt 
To win the daughter of the Seneschal P 
Wouldst enter Gesler's castle P 

Jag. Yes! 

JtfZt?. The man — 
The very man for me ! — ^Aside, and mark ! [Thep retire. 

Enter Beatjn,^o»» Porch, 

Bra. Three yards of buckram — ^Right ! Thread thereunto— 
But how much thread ? — ^A hank P A hank 's too much 
To sew three yards of buckram ! It must be 
A skein. A stein it is ! — Bight there. What next ? 
Twelve buckles with the straps — ^That is, twelve straps. 
Oh, very right ! In the fourth place, a score 
Of needles — ^Twenty needles to the score. 
I'm right again, by that ! And lastlv — ^What 
Comes lastly P Something is behind, I know, 
For I bethought me of my fingers, to 

Enter Seneschal. 

Bemember, there were ^yq things I should get ; 
And what's the fifth ? Or have I counted wrong P 
There's buckram, one — ^thread, two — a skein of mread. 
Twelve buckles, and the straps — The straps and they 
Do go together— three : the fourth thing is 
A score ot needles. There's my little finger 
Bemaining yet. I'd give my hand to know 
Ifor what that finger stands. 
Sen, What stands it for P 



WILLIAM TELL 121 

Bra, Dear master ! 

Sen. Polt ! 

Bra, Kiad master ! 

Sen, Jackanapes! 
What stands it Tor? 

Bra, rU telly but give me time. 

Sen, What tmie ? a day P a week P a month P a year ? 
Or till my daughter 's dead P 

Bra, I was to fetch 
A leech to cure your daughter. 

Sen. Wast thou so P 
Wilt thou for^t again P [Shaking'his cane at kirn. 

Bra. No, sir ! 

Sen, Thou wilt ! 
Or that, or something else. 

Bra. Indeed, sir, no ! 

Sen, Then say thy errand o'er again ! Say't out ! 
See thou are right m every tittle on't, 
Orlookto't. Now! 

Bra, Three yards of buckram — 

Sen. No! 
Begin with the leech. 

Bra. I set the leech against 
My little finger, sir. 

Sen, Begin with him ! 

Bra, My little finger, sir, stands for the leecL 

Sen, I say. beffin with the leech ! 

5rtf. Iwm! IwiU! 
Well, then, the leech. I go to brin^ him to 
My lady, your daughter ; for she's sick. 

Sen. Go on. 

Mic, [Aside to Jagheli.] Jagheli, thou must play the leech! 
Away ! [Jagheli goes out. 

Sen. Go on. 

Bra, Three yards of buckram, Fm to fetch ; 
Twelve buckles and the straps ; and to conclude, 
A score of needles. 

Sen. [Strikina Am.] Rascal, where's the thread 
To sew l;he buckram r Bring'st thou needles, fool ! 
And not the thread P Eh, starling P Eh? Wilt sew 
The buckram without thread ? 

Mic. [Coming forward, and strikina him!] Eh P rascal ! Eh P 
Heard ever mortal man the like of this P 
Eh, platter ! tankard ! nightcap ! good for naught 
Except to eat, and drink, and sleep I Eorget 
Thy errand ! Serve thy worthy master thus ! 
Thy patient master I tnv kind master ! — Get 
Three meals a day, thy lodging, clothing, hire. 
And civil words to boot ; and yet not be 
Trustworthy to the fetching of a skein 
Of thread ! Eh ! Stomach 1 — ^Master Seneschal, 
rU run your errand straight. A leech ; three yards 
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Of buckram ; thread ; a skein ; a gross of needles- 
Bring needles without thread ! En? gullet! — juid 
A dozen buckles with the straps. 

Sen. Good lad! 
What art thou, prithee ? 

Mic. Sir, a sober youth. 
Son to a worthy burgher of the town ; 
Was brought up in a monastery, has 
Read Greek and Latin, knows to cast accounts. 
And writes a hand as good as any clerk's 
In Altorf, sir, with sundry other gifts. 
As people say. but which 'twere not discreet 
In me to speak of. 

Sen. Why, a modest lad. 
Dost want a service ? 

Mic. Not as varlets want 
A service, sir, who let their duty out 
For coin ; I have enough : but I would serve 
For love at any time, especially 
The Seneschal of AltorfT Shall I run 
Your errand ? 

Sen. Why, a model of a youth ! 
Thou shalt. Give him the money, sir. 

Bra. The money! 

Mic. Ay, Sit-over-meals ! can I provide the things 
Without the money P 

Sen. Eascal; where's the money P 

Bra. I put it in this pocket, sir, I'm sure 
I put it in this pocket ! [Feeling for it. 

Sen. Empty it, sir. 

Mic. [Searching the pocket^ What's this? 
A crust of cheese ! O ne'er-content ! 

Sen. Well ! where is it ? 

Bra. Or could it be in this ? 

Sen. Outwith't. 

Mic. [Searching the other pocket^ What's here ? a head of 
garlic, and 
A capon's leg ! O cormorant ! 

Sen. The money! 

Bra, Yes, sir ! 

Sen. Thy vest, trjr that ! The money, sirrah ! 

Bra, Good sir, this instant 1 

Sen. Instant, dog ! Wilt swear 
Thou'lt find it in an hour P 

Mic. Or in a day. 
Eh? lack-grace! knave! incorrigible knave. 
To chafe so sweet a temper'd gentleman — 
What's that thou keep'st the last three fingers of 
Thy careful hand upon P 

jBra. The money! — There's 
The money. [Opens his hand slowly, and shows the money. 

Sen, Give it him ! 
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Mie. A patch, a rag. 
The tatter of a serving man ! To carry 
His master's money in his greasy hand. 
Or think of thrusting it into his poke — 
Receptacle of musty eatables — 
Cheese, garlic, scraps of meat, to wit; instead 
Of lodging 't in a safe and comely purse. 
I'll run your errand, sir. Three yards of buckram ; 
A skein of thread j a score of needles^ and 
Twelve buckles with straps ; not to forget 
To bring a leech to cure your daughter^ sir. 
A turnspit cur — I'll run your errand, su* ! 

{_They go out severally. 



SCENE IL—The Field of GrutlL—J Lake and Mountains. 

Enter Tell, with a long bow. 
Tell. Te crags and peaks, I'm with vou once again ! 



I hold to you the hands you first beheld- 

To show tney still are free. Methinks I hear 

A spirit in your echoes answer me. 

Ana bid your tenant welcome home, again ! 

Hail !— Hail ! O sacred forms^ how proud you look ! 

How high you lift your heads mto the sky ! 

How huge you are ! how mighty, and how free ! 

How do you look, for aU your bar^d brows, 

More gorgeously majesticial than kings 

Whose loaded coronets exhaust the mine ! 

Ye are the things that tower^that shine — ^whose smile 

Makes glad — ^wnose frown is terrible — ^whose forms^ 

Bobed or unrobed, do all the impress wear 

Of awe divine — ^whose subject never kneels 

In mockeiy, because it is your boast 

To keep him free ! Ye guards of liberty, 

I'm with you once again ! — 1 call to you 

With all my voice ! I hold my hands to you 

To show they still are free ! I rush to you 

As though I could embrace you ! 

Emi Uoithouf]. William ! WiUiam ! 

Tell. {Looks out.'] Here, Emi, here ! 

Enter Ekni. 

Emi. Thou'rt sure to keep the time. 
That comest before the hour. 

Tell. The hour, my friend. 
Will soon be here. 0. when will liberty 
Be here ? My Emi, that's my thought, which still 
I find beside. Scaling yonder peak, 
I saw an eagle wheeling near its brow : 
O'er the abyss his broad expanded wings 
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La^ calm and motionless upon the air. 
As if he floated there without their aid. 
By the sole act of his nnlorded will, 
That buo/d him proudly up. Instinctively 
I strung my bow ; yet kept he rounding still 
His airy circle, as in. the delight 
Of measuring the ample range beneath. 
And round about, absorb'd. he heeded not 
The death that threatened nim !— I could not shoot ! — 
'Twas liberty. I tum'd the shaft aside. 
And let him soar aw^ ! 
Femer [without]. Tell !— Tell ! 

Enter Yebnek. 

Tell. Here, Vomer ! 
Furst [without]. Tell! 

Enter Fubst. 

Tell. Here, friends !— Well met !— Do we go on P 

Fer. We do. 

Tell. Then you can reckon on the friends you named ? 

Fer. On every man of them. 

Furst. And I on mine. 

Emi. Not one I sounded, but doth rate his blood 
As water in the cause ! Then fix the day 
Before we part. 

Fer, No, Emi : rather wait 
Tor some new outrage to amaze and rouse 
The common mind, which does not brood so much 
On wrongs ffone by, as it doth rankle with 
The sense of present ones. 

Tell. [To Ferner.] I wish with Erni, 
But I think with thee. Yet when I ask myself 
On whom the wrong shall light for which we wait — 
Whose vineyard they'll uproot — ^whose flocks they'll ravage— 
Whose threshold they'll profane— whose hearth pollute — 
Whose roof they'll fire ? — When this I ask myself; 
And think upon the blood of pious sons, 
The tears of venerable fathers, and 
The shrieks of mothers, flutteriuff round their spoil'd 
And nestless young— 1 almost take the part 
Of generous indignation, that o'erboils 
At such expense to wait on sober pmdence ! 

Furst. Yet it is best. 

Tell, On that we're all agreed ! 
Who fears the issue when the day shall come ? 

Fer. Not I ! 

Furst. Nor I! 

Emi, Nor I! 

Tell. I'm not the man 
To mar this harmony— Nor I, no more 
Than any of you 1 You commit to me 
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The wormng of the rest. ItemeinbeT, then. 
My dagger sent to any one of you — 
As time may press— is word enough. The others 
m see myself. Our course is clear. — ^Dear Emi, 
Remember me to Melchtal. — ^Furst, provide 
What store you can of arms. Do you the same. 

[To Eeni and Yeeneb. 
The next aggression of the tyrant is 
The downfall of his power P — ^Remember me 
To Melchtal, Emi :— to my father. Tell him 
He has a son that was not bom to him ! 
Farewell ! — ^When next we meet upon this theme, 
All Switzerland shall witness what we do ! 

[They go out severallj/. 



SCENE HL—A Chamber in the inside nf the Castle, with 

an open window. 

Enter Aniteli and Acinss. 

Ann, Art sure thou heard'st him ? 

Agn. Do I hear you, coz ? 
As sure did I hear him, and see him, too, 
From yonder casement. 

Ann, Sweet ! look out again ! 
Perhaps he lingers there. 

Agn. I wonder, cousin. 
You'd send another's eyes to look for that 
You'd give youi: own to see ! You silly thing ! 
Look out yourself. [They go to the window, 

Ann. Ah, sweet ! look out for me ! 
For should he not be there, 'twill pain me less 
To miss him by your eyes than by my own. 
In sooth, you've set my heart a beatmg so, 
I kaow not, coz, if I have ears or eyes 
To see or hear him ! 

Aon, Well, lend me your hand. 
To help me up. [Anneli assists Agnes to climb up to the 

casement!^ Dear love, you tremble so 
You'U pull me down ! Oh, silly, silly thing. 
To be so scared at what you so desire ! 

Ann. Fear, coz, you know, is offspring to desire. 

Agn. A gentle mother to a froward cmld ! 
Love finds out wonders, coz ; but find not I 
The thing I look for. No ; he is not there. 

Ann. Nay, look again. 

Agn. I cannot make him there 
By looking, coz— Could you? 

Ann. I would I could ! 
I'd look my eyes blind till he came. 
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Agn, Indeed! 
And see him then ? 

Ann. And see him then ! The thought 
That I might see him then would bring me back 
My sight. 

Agn. It would ! oh, wonder-working love ! 
1 would not have you risk your sight, dear coz ; 
But I would have you try another thmg. 
You'd run no risk to lose, unless they wrong ' 
Our sex, who say its voice is lasting as 
'Tis sweet. Sing, coz ! He'll hear and come. CJome, sing. 

Ann. Sing, coz ! 

Agn. Ay, sing ! 

Ann. Ain I not sick ?;— confined 
To my own chamber— sick, coz— doubly sick — 
!For hate of one I would not wed ; for love 
Of one I would ? Have they not sent just now 
To bring the leech to see me ? And you'd have 
Me sing ! Oh, thoughtless coz I 

Agn. For too much thought ! 
Never at rest to do my cousin good. 
Did I not bid thee hate the Castellain, 
When thou didst say thou couldst not love him, coz P 
Did I not bid thee love the burgher's son. 
When thou didst say thou ne'er couldst love but him ? 
And when thy father swore he'd have thee wed. 
And thou didst vow thou'dst sooner die than wed ! 
Did I not bid thee, coz, fall sick at once. 
And die ? And now, when to the casement comes 
The man thou'dst wish the casement, d9or, and all. 
Were o^en to ; would I not have thee sing. 
To let him know there's neither bolt nor bar ? 
He'd wish to draw in love and honesty. 
You'd wish him not P But, cousin, as you say 
You're sick, and as for your sweet health 'tis good 
That others think so. Til try and e'en 
Sing for you, coz. 

AIR.— Agnes. 

well you ride. Sir Knight, O well 
Your courser you bestride : 
But you'd ride better coiJa you tell 
Who sees you as you ride — 
Not your lady, Sir Knight — not your lady. Sir Knight, 
But ner father, who wishes you far out of sight. 

well you sing. Sir Knight, well 

Your ditty you rehearse : 
Butyou'd smg better coula you teU 
Who lists your tender verse. — 
Not your lady. Sir Knight— not your lady. Sir Knight, 
But your rival, who's fretting and fuming for spite. 
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well you climb, Sir Knight, O well 

You climb to your lady's bower ; 
But yott'd climb better could you tell 
Who sees you scale the tower. 
*Tis your lady. Sir Knight — ^'tis your lady. Sir Knight, 
Who wishes the tower was not half the height 

fast you fly. Sir Knight, fast 

You uTffe your laden steed ; 
But you'a ride slower, if you guess'd 
How little is the need. 
They have tum'd to the left — ^you've taken the riffht. 
And you should be wedding, not riding. Sir Knignt. 

Enter the Seneschal. 

Sen, How now! What's this? Hal Singing at the 
casement ? 

Agn. To please my consin, sir. 

Sen, How? Annelil 

Aqn. I coax'd her from her chamber. Change, they say. 
Is physic to the sick, when medicine 
More costly*s virtueless 1 

Sen. And who made thee 
A doctor ? 

Agn. Nature! 

Sen. Nature ? Yes, I doubt not 
'Twas nature taught thee change was good ! it is 
Thy sex's universal remedy — 
Physic they swallow without making faces, 
AnneK! 

Ann, Sir? 

Sen. Art better, girl ? 

Ann. No, su:. 

Sen. Better or worse I'll have thee soon. The leech 
Will straight be here— He should be coming now. 
Thy chamber ! 

Ann. [To Agnes.] Should he find I am not ill ! 

Agn. He'll find he's not a ducat richer by it. 
So never fear ! — ^He'U find thee verv ill. 
If thou'rt not well until he makes thee so, 
Thou shalt be sick, coz, to thy heart's content ! 

[Anneli goes out. 

Sen, Agnes. 

Agn, les, sir. 

Sen, What says thy cousin ? 

Agn, Nought. 

Sen. What didst thou say to her ? 

Agn. I told her, sir. 
To keep her heart up, and not fear the leech. 

Sen. I^ot fear the leech ! 

Agn. E'er since you spoke of him, 
She has done nothmg, sir, but talk of lancets. 
Caustics, and blisters ; powders, nauseous draughts, 
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With fifty other shockiii^ things, that much 
I feax me, sir, she will feign wel^ to cheat 
The leech. 

Sen, Ha! think'st thou so ? 

Agn, I'm sure on't, sir. 
She has been practising e'er since you named him. 

Sen, I thought she look'd much better ! 

Agn. Better, sir ! 
She*s worse, much worse ! The mischief's inward, sir. 
In short, she's dying — dying, sir: and yet 
She'd sooner die than undergo the leech. 

Sen. Ne'er fear, ne'er fear ! She shall not cheat him so. 
rU not believe him, though he says she's welL 
I'll make him think her ill. No orug he has 
But shall be folly tried on her. His pills, 
Emplastrums, ointments, julaps, cataplasms, 
Shall take their turn with her ; and if these fail. 
We'll bring his knives and lancets to her ; nor. 
When all is done, shall he give o'er, untU 
She's well again, and weds the Castellain # 

Enier Bbatjk. 
Braun. The leech is here, sir. 

JEkter Michael, with Jaoheu, disguised as a Leech. 

Mie. Sir, I've brought the gentleman. 
And all the articles you bade me get. 

Sen. Good lad, and active ! 
Welcome, shr ! Methinks 
He's verv young. Art sure he is a leech P 

Mic. A leech, sir ! Ay, and such a one !-rThere's not 
His fellow to be found in Altorf, sir. 
Remember, sii) it is the use of time. 
Not time itself, that's written in our looks. 
Forty is younger far than twenty, sir. 
When that sees husbanding, but this does not. 
But never take my word for^t ! Only try 
His lancet—Do, sir — ^'Tis miraculous 
How skilfully he can phlebotomize. 
No scratch, sir, prick of a pin, or flea-bite, sir. 
But real blade-work. Let nim bleed you, sir 1 

Sen. On second looks, methinks he's not 
So young. 

Mic. Past forty, sir. 

Sen. Past forty! CJome, 
Take ten from that. 

Mic. Ten, sir ! — ^I pray you, ladv. 
Provide a ribbon for the Seneschal, 

And something soft to make a compress of. [Agnes goes out. 
Ten do you say, sir ? Ten ? Ten years a^ 
He bled and blister'd me — ^I'll show you, sir. 
The mark of his lancet. 
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Sen. Nay, good youth, don't strip 
Thy sleeve ! 

Mic. Strip yours, then, sir, and let him try 
His skill upon you. Eetch a basin, rascal ! [Bbatjn goes out, 
'Twill do you ^ood, sir. For a healthy man, 
You're over-full of blood. To lose a little 
Will benefit you much. Your cheek's a tint 
Too florid, sir. There's indigestion in't. 
Which breeds vertigo ; for preventing which [Getting a chair. 
There's nothing like the breathing of a vein. 

He-enter Agnes, iHth a ribbon, 8fc. ; Bbaun, with a basin. 

Mic. Sit down, sir. 

Sen. Nay, good lad ! — [Sits. 

Mic. Good master leech. 
Your case of instruments, wherein you store 
Your lancets, scalpels, and your scarifiers — 
The Seneschal wants bleedmg. 

Sen. No, no, no ! [Rises up and runs. 

I am content that he's a man of skill. 

Mic. Just let him take a single ounce of blood. 
To see how he can use a lancet, sir. 

Sen. I tell thee, no ! — I'm sure he is a leech. — 

Mic. But half an ounce. 

Sen. Good youth, I would not wrong 
The worthy man, by asking him to take 
A single drop. I'm sure he is a leech ! 
One needs but look at him to know that he 
Can bleed ; and for his years, to see him close. 
He's far from young ; past forty, at the least. 
Good sir, put up your case of instruments. 
And come along with mie to see my daughter. 
And. Aenes, give this youth a cup of wme, 
Witn what you have that's best, to relish it. 
A most sagacious leech, I'm sure ! — A leech 
Than whom none ever better look'd his calling. [They go out, 

END OP ACT I. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I. — ^Tell's Cottage on the right qf a Mountain— a 
distant view of a Lake, backed by Mountains qf stupendous 
height, their tops covered with snow, and lighted at the very 
points by the rising Sun, the rest of the distance being yet in 
shade — on one side a Vineyard. 

Enter Emma, /row the Cottage. 
Emnia. O, the fresh morning ! Heaven's kind messenger. 
That never empty-handed comes, to those 
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"Who know to nse its ffifts— Praise be to him 
Who loads it still, anof bids it constant run 
The errand of his bounty ! — Praise be to him ! 
We need his care that on the mountain's cliff 
Lodge by the storm, and cannot lit't our eyes^ 
But jpiles on piles oi everlasting snows. 
Overhanging us, remind us of his mercy ! 

Albert e^ppears on an eminenee. 

Alb, My mother! 

Emma. Albert! 

Jib, [Descending^ Bless thee I 

Emma. Bless thee, Albert ! 
How early were you up ? 

Alb. Before the sun. 

Emma. Ajr, strive with him. He never lies a-bed 
When it is time to rise. He ever is 
The constant'st workman, that goes through his task. 
And shows us how to work by setting to't 
With smiling face ; for labour's light as ease 
To him that toils with cheerfulness. Be like 
The sun. 

Alb. What you would have me like, Fll be like, 
As far as will to labour join'd, can make me. 

Emma. Well said, my boy ! Knelt you when yon got up 
To-day P 

Alb. I did ; and do so every dav ! 

Emma, I know you do! And think you, when yon kneel. 
To whom you kneel P 

Alb. To Him who made me, mother. 

Emma. And in whose name ? 

Alb. The name of Him who died 
Por me and all men, that all men and I, 
By trust in him, might Uve. 

Emma. Eemember that ! 
Porget all things but that — ^remember that ! 
"Tis more than friends or fortune ; clothing, food; 
All things of earth ; yea, life itself. It is 
To live when these are gone, where they are nought 
With God ! — ^My son, remember that ! 

Alb. IwiU! 

Emma. You have been early np, when I, that play'd 
The sluffgard, in comparison, am up 
Pull early : for the highest peaks alone. 
As yet, behold the sun. Now tell me what 
You ou^ht to ponder, when you see the sun 
So shining on the peak P 

Alb* That as the peak 
Peels not the pleasant sun, or feels it least ! 
So they, who highest stand in fortune's smiley 
Are gladden'd by it least, or not at all ! 
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inima. The lesson that remember'd pays the teacher ! 
And what's the profit you should turn this to ? 

Alb. Bather to place my good in what I have^ 
Than think it worthless^ wisning to have more ; 
For more is not more happiness, so oft 
As less. 

Emma. Tm. glad you husband what you learn. 
That is the lesson of content, mv son ; 
He who finds which, has all— who misses — ^nothing ! 

Alb. Content is a good thing. 

Emma. A thing, the good 
Alone can profit Dv. 

Alb. M y fa ther s good. 

Emma. What sa/st thou, boy P 

Alb. I say my father's good. 

Emma. Yes ; he is good ! What then P 

Alb, I do not think 
He is content — ^I'm sure he's not content; 
Nor would I be content, were I a man. 
And Gesler seated on the rock of Alton ! 
A man may lack content, and yet be good. 

Emma. 1 did not say all good men find content. — 
I would be busy ; leave me. 

Alb. You're not angry P 

Emma. No, no, my ooy. 

^/*. You'll kiss me P 

Emma. Will I not ! 
The time will come you will not ask your mother 
To kiss you! 

Alb. Never! 

Emma. Not when you're a man P 

Alb. I would not be a man to see that time : 
I'd rather die, now that I am a child, 
Than live to be a man, and not love you ! 

Emma. Live — ^live to be a man, and love your mother ! 

[^Thep embrace — ^Albert r»«* off into the cottage^ 
Why should my heart sink ? 'tis for this we rear them ! 
Cherish their tmy limbs ; pine if a thorn 
But mar their tender skin; gather them to us 
Closer than miser hu^s his bag of gold ; 
Bear more for them than slave, who makes his flesh 
A casket for the rich purloined gem — 
To send them forth into a wintry world 
To brave its flaws and temi)ests 1 — ^Thej[ must go; 
Far better, then, they go with hearty will ! 
Be that my consolation. — ^Nestling as 
He is, he is the majdng of a bird 
Will own no cowering wing. 'Twas fine — 'Twas fine 
To see mv eaglet, on the verge o' the nest, 
Buffling himself at sight of the huge g^ulf 
He feels anon he'll have the wing to soar ! 
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Be-enter Albert from the Cottage, with a bow and arrows, 
and a rude target, which he sets up during the first lines, 
laying his bow and quiver on the ground. 

What have you there ? 

Alb. My bow and arrows, mother. 

T/mma. When will you use them like your father, boy ? 

Alb. Some time, I hope. 

Emma. You brag! There's not an archer 
In all Helvetia can compare with him ! 

Alb. But Tm his son ; and when I am a man, 
I may be like him. Mother, do I brag 
To tnink I some time may be like my father P 
If so, then is it he that teaches me ; 
Eor ever as I wonder at his skill. 
He calls me boy, and says I must do more 
When I become a man ! 

Emma. May you be such 
A man as he f— If Heaven wills, better ! — rU 
Not quarrel with its work ; yet 'twill content me 
If you are only such a man 1 

Alb. I'll show you 
How I can shoot. [Shoots^ Look, mother ! there's within 
An inch ! 

Emma. fy ! it wants a hand. . [Going into the cottage. 

Alb. A hand's 
An inch for me. I'll hit it yet. Now for it ! [Shoots again. 
[While Albeet continues to shoot, the light gradually 
approaches the base of tJie mountains in the distance, 
and spreads itself over the lake and valley. 

Enter Tell, watching Albert some time in silence. 

Tell. That's scarce a miss that comes so near the mark ! 
Well aim'd, young archer ! With what ease he draws 
The bow ! To see those sinews, who'd believe 
Such vigour lodged in them ? Well aim'd again ! 
There plays the skill will thin the chamois' herd. 
And bring the lammer-geyer from the cloud 
To earth. Perhaps do greater feats — Perhaps 
Make man its quarry, wnen he dares to tread 
Upon his fellow-man ! That little arm. 
His mother's palm can span, may help, anon. 
To pull a sinewy tyrant Irom his seat. 
And from their chains a prostrate people lift 
To liberty ! I'd be content to die. 
Living to see that day ! — ^What, Albert I 

Alb. Ah!— 
My father ! [Running to Tell, who embraces him. 

Emma. [Running from the cottage^ William ! — Welcome, 
welcome, William ! 
I did not look for you till noon, and thought I 

How long 'twould be ere noon would come I You're come — 
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How soon 'twill now be here and gone ! O William ! 

When you are absent from me, I count time 

Ey minutes ; wMch, when you are here, flies by 

In hours, that are not noted till they're out ! 

Now this is happiness ! Joy's doubly joy 

That comes before the time — ^It is a debt. 

Paid ere 'tis due, which fills the owner's heart 

With gratitude, and yet 'tis but his own ! 

And are you well ? and has the chase proved good ? 

How has it fared with you P Come in ; I'm sure 

You want refreshment, William. 

Tell. No ; I shared 
A herdsman's meal, upon whose lonely chalet 
I chanced to light. I've had bad sport ! My track 
Lay with the wind, which to the startlish game 
Eetra/d me still. One only prize; and that 
I gave mine humble host, i ou raise the bow 
Too fast. [To Albert, who has returned to his practice!] 
Bnng't slowly to the eye — [Albeet shiH/is, 

You've miss'd. 
How often have you hit the mark to-day ? 

Alb. Not once yet. 

Tell. You're not steady. I perceived 
You waver'd now. Stand firm !— Let every limb 
Be braced as marble, ^nd as motionless. 
Stand like the sculptor's statue on the gate 
Of Altorf, that looks life, yet neither breathes 
Nor stirs. [Albert shoots^ That's better ! 

Emma. William! William!— O! 
To be the parents of a boy like that ! — 
Why speak you not — and wherefore do you sigh ? 
What's in your heart to keep the transport out 
That fills up mine, when looking on our child. 
Till it o'erflows mine eye ? [Albert shoots. 

Tell. You've miss'd a^ain ! 
Dost see the mark ? Bivet your eye to it ! 
There let it stick, fast as the arrow would. 
Could you but send it there ! 

Emma. Why, William, don't 
You answer me ? [Albert shoots. 

Tell. Again! How would you far^ 
Suppose a wolf should cross your path, and you 
Alone, with but your bow, and only time 
To fix a single arrow ? 'Twould not do 
To miss the wolf ! You said, the other day, 
Were you a man, you'd not let Gresler live — 
'Twas easy to say that. Suppose you, now. 
Your life or his depended on that shot ! — 
Take care ! That^s Gfesler ! Now for liberty 1 
Bight to the tyrant's heart ! [Albert shoots?^ Well done, 

my boy I 
Jome here 1— Now, Emma, I will answer you : 
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Do I not love yon ? Do I not love onr child ? 
Is not that cottage dear to me, where I 
Was bom ? How many acres would I give 
That little vineyard for, which I have watch'd 
And tended since I was a child P Those crags 
And peaks— what spired citv would I take 
To live in, in excha nge for tnem P — ^Yet what 
Are these to me P What is this boy to me ? 
What art thou, Emma^ to me— when a breath 
Of Gesler*s can take all ! 

Emma. 0, William, think 
How little is that all to him — ^too little 
For Gesler, sure, to take. Bethink, thee, William, 
We have no treasure. 

Tell. Have we not P Have we 
No treasure ? How ! No treasure P What ! 
Have we not liberty P — ^that precious ore. 
That pearl, that ^em, the tyrant covets most ; 
Yet can't enjoy himself— for which he drains 
His coffers of their coin— his land of blood ; 
Goes without sleep — ^pines himself sallow-pale — 
Yea, makes a pawn of his own soul — Slacks ease — 
Frets, tiU the bile gnaws appetite away — 
Forgets both heaven and hell, only to strip 
The wearer of it ! Emma, we have that, 
And that's enough for Gesler 1 

Emma. Then, mdeed, 
My William, we have much to fear ! 

Tell. We have ; 
And best it is we know how much. Then, Emma, 
Make u^ thy mind, wife ! Make it up ! iKemember 
What wives and mothers on these very hiUs 
Once breathed the air you breathe. Helvetia 
Hath chronicles, the masters of the world, 
As they were call'd— the Eomans — ^kept for her ; 
And in those chronicles I've heard 'tis writ — 
And praise set down by foes must needs be true— 
*Tis writ, I say, that when the Rhetians — 
They were the early tenants of those hills — 
Withstood the lust of Ex)man tyranny. 
With Claudius Drusus, and a certain Nero, 
Sons-in-law of Octavius Caesar, at 
Its head— the Rhetian women— when the men 
By numbers overmatch'd at last gave way — 
Seeing that liberty was gone, threw life 
And nature, too, as worthless, after it ; 
Kush'd through the gaping ranks of them that fled. 
And on the dripping weapons of the red 
Resistless van unpaled themselves and children ! 

Emma. 0, Wilham I 

Tell. Emma, let the boy alone ! 
Don't dasp him so — ^'TwiU soften him ! Go, sir ! 
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See if tlie valley sends us visitors 

To-day. Some friend, perchance, may need thy guidance. 

Away ! CAiiB^ET goes out J] He's better from thee, Emma ! 

The time 
Is come, a mother on her breast should fold 
Her arms, as they had done with such endearments. 
And bid her children go from her, to hunt 
Por danger— which will presently hunt them — 
The less to heed it ! 

ISmma. WiUiam, you are right. 
The task you set me I will try to do. 
I would not live myself to be a slave — 
I would not live to be the dam of one ! 
No ! woman as I am, I would not, William ! 
Then choose my course for me. Whate'er it is, 
I will say, ay. and do it, too — Suppose 
To dress my little stripling for the war, 
And take him by the hand, and lead him to't ! 
Yes, I would do it at thy bidding, William, 
Without a tear— I say that I would do it — 
Though, now I only talk of doing it, 
I can't help shedding one ! [_WeefS» 

Tell. Did I not choose thee 
From out the fairest of the maids of Uri, 
Less that in beauty thou didst them surpass. 
Than that thy soul that beauty overmatch'd r 
Why rises on thy matron cheek that blush- 
Mantling it fresh as in thy virgin mom. 
But that I did so ? Do 1 wonder, then. 
To find thee equal to the task of virtue. 
Although a hard one ? No, I wonder not ! 
Why should I, Emma, make thy heart acquainted 
With ills I could shut out from it — ^rude guests 
For such a home ! Here, only, we have had 
Two hearts ; in all things else — ^in love, in faith, 
Li hope, in joy — ^that never had but one ! 
But henceforth we must have but one, here, also. 

Emma. O, William, you have wrong'd me — ^kindly wrong'd 
me! 
When ever yet was happiness the test 
Of love in man or woman ? Who'd not hold 
To that which must advantage him ? Who'd not 
Keep promise to a feast, or mind his pledge 
To snare a rich man's purse ? There's not a churl. 
However base, but might be thus approved 
Of most unswerving constancy. But that 
Which loos6ns churls, ties friends ! or changes them. 
Only to stick the faster. William ! William 1 
That man knew never yet the love of woman. 
Who never had an ill to share with her ! 

Tell. Not even to know that would I in so 
Ungentle partnership engage thee, Emma, 
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If will could help it ; but necessity. 

The master yet of will, how strong soe'er. 

Compels me, prove thee. When I wedded thee. 

The land was free ! O ! with what pride I used 

To walk these hills, and look up to my God, 

And bless him that it was so ! It was free ! — 

IVom end to end, from cliff to lake 'twas free ! — 

IVee as our torrents are that leap our rocks. 

And plough our valleys, without asking leave ; 

Or as our peaks that wear their caps oi snow. 

In very presence of the reg^ sun ! 

How happy was I in it then ! I loved 

Its verv storms ! Yes, Emma, I have sat 

In my boat at night, when, midway o'er the lake. 

The stars went out, and down the mountain gorge 

The wind came roaring — ^I have sat and eyed 

The thunder breaking from his cloud, and smiled 

To see him shake his lightnings o'er my head. 

And think I had no master save his own ! 

You know the jutting cliff round which a track 

Up hither winds, whose base is but the brow 

To such another one, with scanty room 

!For two a-breast to pass ? O'ertaken there 

By the mountain blast. Fve laid me flat, along ; 

Aiad while gust follow d gust, more furiously. 

As if to sweep me o'er the horrid brink, 

And I have thought of other lands, whose storms 

Are summer flaws to those of mine, and just 

Have wish'd me there — the thought that mine was free 

Has check'd that wish, and I have raised my head. 

And cried in thraldom to that furious wind. 

Blow on ! This is the land of Kbertv ! 

Emma. I almost see thee on that tearful pass^ 
And yet, so seeing thee, I have a feeling 
Forbids me wonder that thou didst so. 

Tell. 'Tis 
A feeling must not breathe where Gesler breathes. 
But may within these arms ! List, Emma, list 1 
A leaffue is made to pull the tyrant down ! 
E'en from his seat upon the rock of Altorf . 
Four hearts have staked their blood upon the cast. 
And mine is 9ne of them. 

Emma. I did not start ! — 
Tell me more, William ! 

TelL I will teU thee all.— 

Alb, [withoutX 0, father ! 

Old MelehtalXwithout], TeU !— TeU !— William ! 

Emma. Don't you know 
rhat voice ! 

Enter Old Melchtal, blind, led bp Albest. 
Old M, Where art thou, WUliam ? 
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Tell Who is it ? 

Emma. Do you not know him? 

Tell. No ! — It cannot be 
The voice of Melchtal ! 

Alb. Father, it is Melchtal ! 

Emma. What ails you. Tell? 

Alb. O, father, speak to him ! 

Emma. What passion shakes you thus ? 

Tell. His eyes ! — Where are tney ? 
Melchtal has eyes. 

OldM. Tell! TeU! 

Tell. 'Tis MelchtaPs voice. 
Where are his eyes ? Have they put out his eyes ? 
Has Gesler tum'd the little evening of 
The old man's life to night, before its time ? 
To such black night as sees not with the day 
All round it 1 Father, speak ! Pronounce the name 
Of Gesler ! 

OldM. Gesler. 

Tell. Gesler has torn out 
The old man's eyes ! Support thy mother ! Emi ? 
Where's Emi ? Where's thy son ? Is he alive ? 
And are his father's eyes torn out ? 

Old M. He lives, my William, 
But knows it not. 

Tell. When he shall know it ! ! Heavens, 
When he shall know it ! — 1 am not thy son. 
Yet 

Emm^. {Alarmed at his increasing vehemence.! William ! — 
William ! 

Alb. Father ! 

Tell. Could 1 find 
Something to tear— to rend, were worth it ! — something 
Most ravenous and bloody! — something like 
Gesler ! — a wolf • — No, no ! A wolf 's a lamb 
To Gesler ! It is a natural hunger makes 
The wolf a savage ; and, savage as he is. 
Yet with his kind he gently doth consort. 
'Tis but his lawful prey he tears ; and that 
He finishes — not mangles^ and then leaves 
To live ! I'd let the wolf go free, for Gesler ! — ^Water ! 
Mv tongue cleaves to my roof ! 

Old M. Wliat ails thee, William ? 
I pray thee, William, let me hear thy voice ! 
That's not thy voice ! 

Tell. I cannot s^eak to thee ! 

Emma. [Beturning with a vessel of loaterJ] Here, 
William ! 

Tell. Emma! 

Emma. Drink! 

Tell. I cannot drink ! 

Emma. Your eyes are fix'd. 
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Tell. Melchtal ! — ^He has no eyes ! \ Bursts into tears. 

The poor old man ! [Falls on Melchtal's neck. 

Old M. I feel thee, Tell ! I care not 
That I have lost my eyes ! I feel thy tears — 
They're more to me than eyes ! When I had eyes, 
I never knew thee, William, as I know 
Thee now without. I do not want my eyes ! 

Tell. How came it, father? briefly, lather! — quick 
And briefly ! Action ! action ! I'm in such glee 
Tor work — so eager to be doing— have 
Such stomach for a task, I've scarcely patience 
To wait to know what 'tis— Here, here : sit down. 
Now, father ! [Old Melchtal «iV* down. — Tell kneels. 

Old M. Yesterday, when I and Emi 
Went to the field, to bring our harvest home. 
Two soldiers of tne tyrant's came upon us. 
And, without cause alleged, or interchange 
Of word, proceeded to unyoke the oxen. 

Tell. Go on ! 

Old M. As one stunn'd by a thunder-dap 
Stands sudden still, nor for a while bethinks him 
Of taking shelter from the storm ; so we, 
Confounaed by an act so bold, a wlule 
Look'd on in helpless silence ; till at length 
Emi, as sudden as the hurricane. 
That lays the oak uprooted^ ere you see 
Its branches quiver, boundmg on the spoilers, 
Wrench'd from their grasp the yoke, ana would have 

smote 
Them dead, had they not ta'en to instant flight ! 

Tell. Did he pursue them ? 

Old M. No ; I threw myself 
Between ! 

Tell. Why didst thou save them P 

OldM. "iwas my son 
I saved ! I clasp'd his knees — ^I calm'd his rage, 
I forced him from me to the caverns of 
Mount Faigel, William, till the tyrant's wrath 
Might cool, or be diverted. 'Twas m^ son 
I saved : f or, scarcely was he out of si^ht. 
And I within my cottage, when the cries 
Of Gesler^s bands beset it, calling for 
The blood of Emi I Wilham, he was safe ! — 
Clear of their fangs ! My son was safe ! 0, think — 
Think, William, what I felt to see his lair — 
His very lair— beset, and know my boy, — 
My lion boy. was sate 1 Enough I They seized mc, 
And dragg a me before Gesler. 

Tell. Say no more ! 
His life cost you your eyes ! 'Tis worth a pair 
Of eyes, but not your eyes, old man ! No, no ; 
He would have given it ten times over for 
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But one of them. But one ? But for a hair 
O' the lash ! My bow and quiver ! He was by ? 

Old M, Was by. 

Tell. More arrows for my quiver. 
And looking on ? 

OldM. And looking on. 

Tell. [Putting the arrows into Ms quiver^ 'Twill do ! 
He would dine after that, and say a grace ! 
He would ! To tear a man's eves out, and then 
Thank God ! — ^My staff ! — He'd have his wine, too. How 
The man could look at it, and drink it off 
And not grow sick at the colour on't ! Enough ; 
Put by the rest. [To Emma, who has brought him a bundle of 

arrows^ I'll grow more calm ! 
My flask — ^I want it fill' d ; and put provision 
Into my pouch — ^I thank thee for that look ! 
Now seem'st thou like some kind o'er-seeing angel. 
Smiling as he prepares the storm, that, while it 
Shakes the earth, and makes its tenants pale, 
Doth smite a pestilence. Thou wouldst not stay me ? 

Emma. No ! 

Tell. Nor thy boy^ if I required his service ? 

Emma. No, William ! 

Tell. Make him ready, Emma. 

OldM. No! 
Not Albert William ! 

Emma. Yes ; even Albert, father. 
Thy cap and wallet, boy— thy mountain staff, — 
Where nast thou laid it ? Find it — haste ! Don't keep 
Thy father waiting. He is ready, William ! 

[Leading Albeet up to Tell. 

Tell. Well done— Well done ! I thank you, love — I thank 
you! 
Now mark me, Albert ! Dost thou fear the snow. 
The ice-field^ or the haU-flaw ? Carest thou for 
The mountam mist, that settles on the peak 
When thou'rt ui)on it P Dost thou tremble at 
The torrent roaring from the deep raviue. 
Alon^ whose shaking ledge thy track dotn lie P 
Or famt'st thou at tne thunder-clap, when on 
The hill thou art o'ertaken by the cloud. 
And it doth burst around thee ? Thou must travel 
All night ! 

Alb. I'm ready. Say all night again. 

Tell. The mountains are to cross ; for thou must reach 
Mount Faigel by the dawn ! 

Alb. Not sooner shall 
The dawn be there than I. 

Tell. Heaven speeding thee ! 

AU). Heaven speeding me ! 

Tell. Show me thy staff. — ^Art sure 
0' the point? I thmk 'tis loose. No— Stay— 'Twill do ! 
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Caution is speed when danger *s to be pass'd. 
Examine well the crevice--r)o not trust 
The snow ! 'Tis well there is a moon to-night. 
You're sure o' the track? 

Alb. Quite sure. 

Tell. The buskin of 
That leg 's untied. Stoop down and fasten it. 
You know the point where you must round the diff P 

Alb. I do. 

Tell. Thy belt is slack— Draw't tight. 
Emi is in Mount Eaigel. Take this dagger. 
And give it him. You know its caverns well. 
In one of them you'll find him. Bid thy mother 
Earewell. Come, boy ! We go a mile together. 
Father, thy hand. [Shakes hands mth Old Melchtal. 

Old M. How firm thy ^asp is, William ! 

Tell. There is a resolution in it, father, 
Will keep. 

Old M. I cannot see thine eye, but 1 know 
How it looks ! 

Tell. I'll tell thee how it looks. List, father, 
List. Pather, thou shalt be revenged ! My Emma, 
Melchtal's thy father. That's his home till I 
Hetum. Yes, father, thou shalt be revenged ! 
Lead him in, Emma, lead him in. The sun 
Grows hot — The old man 's weak and faint ! Mind, father, 
!Mind, thou shall be revenged ! In, wife — In — ^In. 
Thou shalt be sure revenged ! Come, Albert ! 

[Emma and Melchtal enter the cottage, — ^Tell and 
Albeet go out Aastilp. 

END OP ACT II. 



ACT III. 

SCENE I.— ^ Mountain with Mist, 

Gesler is seen descending the Mountain with a hunting-pcU, 

Qes. Alone, alone ! and every step the mist 
Thickens around me ! On these mouuUdn tracks 
To lose one's way, they say, is sometimes death. 
Wliat hoa ! holloa !— No tongue replies to me ! 
1 o thunder hath the horror of this silence I 

dare not stop !— The day. tliough not half run, 
Is not less sure to end nig:nt ; and night. 
Dreary wlien through the social haunts of men 
Her solemn darkness walks, in such a place 
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As this, comes wrapp'd in most appalling fear ! 

I dare not stop ; nor dare L yet proceed ; 

Begirt with hidden danger ! Ii I take 

This hand, it carries me still deeper into 

The wild and savage solitudes I'd shuiL 

Where once to faint with hunger is to die ! 

If this, it leads me to the precipice, 

"Whose brink with fatal horror rivets him 

Tliat treads npon't ; till, drunk with fear, he reels 

Into the gaping void, and headlong down 

Plunges to still more hideous death ! Cursed slaves ! 

To let me wander from them ! \_TAunder.'\ Hoa ! — Holioa ! 

My voice sounds weaker to mine ear ! I've not 

The strength to call I had ; and through my limbs 

Cold tremor runs, and sickeniug faintness seizes 

On my heart ! heaven, have mercy ! Do not see 

The colour of the hands 1 lift to thee ! 

Look onlj^ on the strait wherein I stand. 

And pity it ! Let me not sink ! Upholdj — 

Support me ! Mercy ! mercy ! I shall die ! 

[He leans against a rock, stupified with terror and 
exhaustion — it grows darker and darker — the rain, 
pours down in torrents, and a furious wind arises 
— the mountain streams begin to swell and roar. 
Albert is seen descending by the side of one of the 
streams, which in his course he crosses with the help 
of his pole. 

Alb. ril breathe upon this level, if the wind 
Will let me. Ha ! a rock to shelter me ! 
Thanks to't. A man, aad fainting ! Courage, friend, 
Courage ! A stranger that has lost his way — 
Tate neart ! — Take neart; you're safe. How feel you now ? 

[Gives him drink from a flask. 

Ges. Eetter. 

Alb. You have lost your way upon the hill ? 

Ges. I have. 

Alb. And whither would you go ? 

Ges. To Altprf. 

Alb. I'll guide you thither. 

Ges. You're a child. 

Alb. I know 
The way. The track I've come is harder far 
To find. 

Ges. The track you've come ! What mean you ? Sure 
You have not been still farther in the mountains ? 

Alb. I've travelled from Mount Faigel. 

Ges. No one with thee ? 

Alb. No one but God. 

Ges. Do you not fear these storms ? 

Alb. God's in the storm ! 

Ges. And there are torrents, too. 
That must be cross'd. 



142 WILLIAM TELL. 

Alb. God's by the torrent, too I 

Ges, You're but a child. 

Alb, God will be with a child ! 

Ges. You're sure you know the way ? 

Alb. 'Tis but to keep 
The side of yonder stream. 

Ges. But guide me safe, 
ril give thee ^old ! 

Alb. I'll guide thee safe without. 

Ges. Here's earnest for thee. [Offers gold!] Here — ^I'll 
double that. 
Yea, treble it^let me but see the gate 
Of Altorf . Why do you refuse the gold P 
Take't. 

AU). No. 

Ges. You shalL 

Alb. I will not. 

Ges. Why? 

Alb. Because 
I do not covet it ; and, though I did. 
It would be wrong to take it as the piioe 
Of doing one a kindness. 

Ges. Ha! — ^who taught 
Thee that ? 

Alb. My father. 

Ges. Does he live in Altorf ? 

Alb. No, in the mountains. 

Ges. Howl — a mountaineer ? 
He should become a tenant of the city ; 
He'd gain by't. 

Alb. Not so much as he might lose by't. 

Cres. What might he lose by't P 

AU). Liberty. 

Ges. Indeed! 
He also taught thee that P 

Alb. He did. 
. Ges. His name ? 

Alb. This is the way to Altorf, sir. 

Ges. I'd know 
Thy father's name. 

Alb. The day is wasting — ^We 
Have far to go. 

Ges. Thy lather's name, I say P 

Alb. I will not tell it thee. 

Ges. Not tell it me! 
WhyP 

Alb. You may be an enemy of his. 

Ges. May be, a friend. 

Alb. May be : but should you be 

An enemy ^Although I would not tell you 

My father's name, I'd guide you safe to Altorf, 
WiU you follow me ? 
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Ges. Ne'er mind tliy father's name : 
What would it profit me to knoVt ? Thy hand ; 
We are not enemies. 

Alb, 1 never had 
An enemy ! 

Ges, Lead on. 

AU), Advance your staff 
As you descend ; and fix it well. Gome on ! 

Ges, What! must we take that steep P 

Alb, 'Tis nothing! Come! 
1*11 go before — ^Ne'er fear. Come on— Come on ! 

{They go out. 



SCENE n.— ^» Apartment in the Castle qfAltorf. 

Enter Michael and Jagheli. 

Jag. Yes, Michael, so it stands. She only is 
Step-daughter to the Seneschal. The less 
Her debt of duty : which, though it were more. 
She were absolved from by the tyrant's part 
He acts, who weds her where she loathes, not loves. 
O, win ner for me, Michael, or you'll have 
To get a leech for me. 

Mic, Get thee a leech P I'll be in want of one 
Myself! Thy sickness is infectious. Would 
A scalded foot had kept me to the house — 
A fever tied me to my bed— a fit 
Tripn'd up my heels m the street, ere I had met thee. 
To plav the leech for thee ! I was as sound 
As reckless laughter, then; could eat or drink 
With him that ask'a me — could go here or there 
And find me ample fund of mirth, where'er 
I went — could smg — could dance — could keep awake 
Or sleep as well as any one ! You've sped me 1 
Condaaed me ! — brought all my fab: estate 
Of rich content to melancholy end ! 
JagheU, I'm in love. 

Jag, In love! 

Mic, In love P 

Jag. Michael in love I — What, prithee, made thee fall 
In love ? 

Mic. A cup of wine, 

Jag. Another cup 
Will work thy cure. 

Mic, If thou couldst give me with't 
The hand that help'd me to't, and with the hand 
The lip that kiss'd the cup ere it touch'd mine. — 
Nor was it yet the baud, nor yet the lip, 
But the arch smile that quiver'd on the lip 
And seem'd to mock the motion of the hand. 
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Moving in maiden coyness. Plague on't ! IVe 

Been posed at mine own trade ! — proved an apprentice 

With mine own tools ! — ^Master'd wherein I oragg'd. 

To show my skill — and only by a smile 

Half shown— you scarce could tell if it was there 

Or not — a glimpse and ^one, and then again 

A glimpse and gone agam, ere you coula say 

You saw it ! — ^I*m in love. — I have it here ! — 

Here in the very centre of my heart ! 

That ever I should live to see the day, 

I fell in love. 

Jag. Psha! Michael! You in love! 
You have been laughing tiU you've got a stitch 
In the side. 

Mic. A stitch ! If thou hast such another, 
It will not let thee sleep. But hither comes 

Thy lady's chamberlaiiL with dulcet voice, | 

To call thee to her. !Now her father's out, ; 

Make profit of thy calling, master leech. 
Or follow it no more ! 

Unter Bbaun. 

Braun. My lady says 
She'll see you. sir. — Come this way. 

Mic. Mind! 

Jag. I will. rBEATJN and Jagheli go out. 

Mic. I'd like to try a race with nim in love. 
Can he compare with me in such a strife ? — 
With me, could talk him dumb at any time ? 

Ere he began to woo, I should be done— I 

But, to be done, a man must needs begin. j 

Enter Agnes, unobserved by Michael. ' 

Agn. What ! — ^Mischief plotting ? — 'Tis a graceful cheat ! 
Bx)gue as he is, the man's a man to love. 

Mic. Hang modesty ! 

udf^». Well said! When that doth die. 
No cousin goes of thine, to put thee to 
The charge of mourning. 

Mic. I'll take heart, and woo 
Her soundly ! 

Agn. Love have pity on her, then ! I 

Mic. This very hour I'll tell her I'm in love. 

Agn. This very hour she'll tell thee thou'rt a fool. 

Mic. I'll marry her in a week. 

Agn. You'll wait, perhaps, 
A little longer. 

Mic. Nay. a week's too long ! 
Three days from this. 

Agn. Why not to-morrow, sir ? 
You'd be as near your wedding. 

Mic, Send her now. 
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Kind Cupid — Send her now. I'm in the mood 
To woo her. 

Affn. What, if she's not in the mood 
To come ? 

Mte, In snch a moocL that were she marble, 
rd soften her — or ice, I'd make her melt. 

J.gn. O dear ! 

Mic. Or steel itself, she should become 
As gently ductile as the generous ore 
Comes nearest to her worth, and, yet, not more 
Than sums it half, although 'twere virgin gold ! 

Jm, I'll fly !- 

Mte, Now, Cupid, now, I'U conquer her 
In all her charms that vanquish'd at a sight ! 
By everv arrow in thy quiver, boy. 
If thou nast made me smart — she shan't go free ; 
So send her to me. 

Affn. Nay, in sooth I'll stay. 
Who ever fear'd a boaster ? 

Mic. Cupid, now ! * 

Boy, I would stake my heart against thy wings, . 
I'd woo, and win, and wed her in a day ! 

Agn. [Coming forward^ 0, sir, you are the youth that 
brought the leech. 

Mic. [Confused.'] Ma'am? 

Jan. And a prexty leech it is you've brought. 

Mic. Ma'am r 

Agn. He must needs have practised very long, 
lb be so sapient and profound a leech ! 
WTiere stucued he, I pray you? 

Mic. [Stammers.'] Stuoied, ma'am ? 

Agn. Yes, studied ! [Imitating Aim.] Thinkest thou a leech 
is made 
By only putting on the coat of one ? 
At sucn a rate, you would, yourself, be one. 
Instead of his good trusty serving-man. 

Mic. His serving-man ! 

Agn. Yes, sir, that pounds his drugs — 
The half of which I wot are poisonous- 
Makes ready his emplastrums— filthy things ! 
Boils his decoctions, and makes up his powders. 
Ointments, and mixtures : I am sure I've seen yon 
In your working clothes, without that Sunday chin 
You now have on, beating a tune upon 
The leech's mortar— to the which you sang 
In such melodious strain, that, one and all, 
The passers-by did stop their ears, o'ercome 
With surfeit of the sweetness I 

Mic. Madam,^Why, 
Michael ! Dear Michael ! What are you about ? 
Are you a man ? 

Agn. What wages do you get, 

L 
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Besides the blows the leech bestows on you, 
"When you forget to make his nostrums up, 
Or mar them m the mixing P 

Mic. Blows! 

Agn. Ay, blows. 
Come, come ; don't look so fierce ! You're just the man 
To take them kindly, as, indeed, you should. 
Eor I can read, sir, by your face, you're duU 
Of wit, and slow of comprehension ; nor 
Of memory careful in the hoarding of 
What's trusted to it. If the worthy leech 
But beats thee once a week, he's not more wise 
Than patient. 

Mic. [Aside."] Michael, thou hast found thy match ! 
But wilt thou yield without a struggle for't ? 
No ! — ^Courage, Michael ! Now or never, man ! [Struts up to 
Agnes.] Ma'am ! 

Agn, Bless me, sir, perhaps I may be wrong ! 
And you are not nis serving-man ? 

Mic. No, ma'am. 

Am. Nor anything under the leech ? 

Mic. No, ma'am. 

Agn. Then, I will e'en make bold to tell you, sir, 
I think the leech is just as much a leech 
As you are. 

Mic. Ma'am! 

Agn. I've found him out, sir. 

Mic. Have you P 

Agn. And found out you— You shall be flay'd alive, sir. 
For passing him for a leech. A pretty way 
To make my cousin well ! 

Mic. Your cousin, ma'am ? 
I took you for the lady's abigail ! 
Come, come, you are — or nature in her work 
Shows little thrift, so fitting things for ends 
ITiey come not to — ^You are her abigail ! 

Agn. I vow I'm not! 

Mic. Your voice with which you vow 
Protests you are. 

Agn. My voice! 

Mic. 'Tis of the pitch 
Tliat chills the lover's hope — ^that answers "no " 
To all his sighs ; the which, when daughters hear. 
They straight bethink them of a breakmg heart ! 
My uncle had an abigail with just 
Your voice. 

Agn. Indeed? 

Mic. Indeed ! She was a match 
Por twenty lovers that my cousin had. 
Not one of them could move her ! Tlien your e ye 

Agn, Ay, what of that ? 

Mic, Wny such an eye should go 
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With sncli a voioe ! There's watchfulness in it. 
'Twas made to pierce disguises, and to look 
On pleading lovers, as on stocks and stones ! 

Agn, Your unole's abigail^ I guess, had such 
An eye, too ? 

Mic, Yes — a little softer, though. 
In its fire. — And then your dress ! — 

Agn, What of my dress ? ^ {Angrily, 

Mic, Why, 'tis put on in perfect shrew-fashion. 
Like armour, straight, and square, and stiff ! It speaks 
Defiance to male-kmd ! Were Twenty-one 
To put it on, 'twould look Two-score ! Wast thou 
A beauty now, and teased with lovers, such 
A dress as that would free thee from them alL 

Agn. Art thou in earnest now ? 

Mic, In earnest! Yes. 
ril take an oath thou art her ahigail — 
As much as Pm the leech's serving-man, — 
As much as he's the leech. Sweet, we are both 
True serving-men to love ; and you're the hire ; 
I serve for. {Catching her in his arms. 

Agn. [Disengaging herself.'] Stay!--Who serves for hire 
must wait 
Till it be given him, ere he takes his hire; 
He must not help mmself. 

Mic. But give me mine 

Agn. Hush ! — Some one comes. 

Mic. I'm mute as faith 
That's sworn to silence. Let me keep thy hand. 

[They retire near, and remain unseen by Bpaun. 

Enter Bbattn. 

Braun. Now, Braun. whoever after calls thee " drone " 
Doth lie, and men shall tell him so. Thou'rt wise. 
Watchful, and keen of sight ; canst see when all 
The house besides, with open eyes, are blind — 
Stone blind. Thou shalt no more be Braun, the dolt, 
The sluggard Braun, the hound, the hog, or Braun 
The good-for-naught ; or everything, but Braun 
Himself ! Thou shaft be honest Braun — good Braun ! — 
Braun that can see a thing 1 — can find it out 
Before the Seneschal '.—brave Braun ! — The leech 
Is but a cheat— my lady but a cheat, — 
Her sickness all put on. He is to come 
On Wednesday— no, to-day is Wednesday— ^no, 

Wednesday was yesterday. He is to come 

I have forgot the day ; no matter. I 
Eemember he's to come, and that's enough. 

He is to come at ^Plague upon the hour 1 

'Twas not at breakfast*hour, or dinner-hour. 
Or any hour of meals or sleej) — ^I'm sure 
Of that ; but then, what signifies the hour, 

L 2 



14S WILLIAM TELL. 

When Tve forffot the day ? Most true— most trae ; 

A lucky thought. No matter what the hour. 

Or what the oay ; 'tis what he purposed at 

The hour and the day, concems me to remember. 

And that I don't forget. He is to come 

To take away my lady mistress, who 

Is nothing loth. Kemember that, good Braun, 

And make thy fortune with the Seneschal. \_Goe8 out. 

Agnes and Michael advance. 

Am. Undone— undone ! If thou remain'st, 'tis death ! 

Ilic. And if I fly, what fly I to but death ? 

Agn, Nay, save thy life. 

Mic. Thou art its jprecious breath. 
And, parted from thee, 'tis no longer life. 

Agn, Could.I believe thee! 

Mic. If thou wouldst, thou couldst. 
There lack of power is only lack of will. 

Agn. Nay, say not so; in sooth, I've all the will. 

Mic. Then, here. I phght my faith to thee ! 

Agn. Nay, hold f 

Mic. 'Tis done, sweet maid, and cannot be recall'd ! 
So give me vow for vow. No sentinel 
Keeps watch beneath the casement where you sleep : 
There could I hang, by aid of this kind nignt, 
A ladder— such a one as lovers find 
Their way by to their mistress' arms, when doors 
Are barr'd against them — Thou'rt not happy here ! 
This house of wolves is no abode for thee ! 
Let's to our friends, and briefly, ere we part. 
Resolve the means and time for meeting; ne'er 
To part agam ! 

Agn, You'll take the abigail ? * 

Mic, If you will take the leech's serving-man. {They go out. 



SCENE Ul.—Ths Gate ofAUorf. 

Enter Geslek and Albeet. 

Alb, You're at the gate of Altorf. [Returning, 

Ges. Tarry, boy ! 

Alb. I would be gone— I am waited for. [Going. 

Ges. Comeback! 
Who waits for thee P Come, tell me ; I am rich 
And powerful, and can reward. 

Alb. 'Tis close 
On evening ! — ^I have far to go !— I'm late ! 

Ges. Stay ! I can punish, too. 

Alb, I might have left you. 



I . 
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When on the hill I found you fainting, with 

The mist around you ; but I stopg'd' and cheer'd you. 

Till to yourself you came again. I offer'd 

To guiae you, when you could not find the way. 

And I have brought you to the gate of Altorf ! 

Ges. Boy, do you know me P 

Alb. No. 

Ges. Why fear you, then, 
To trust me with your father's name? — ^Speak. 

Alb. Why 
Do you desure to know it ? 

Ges. You have served me. 
And I would thank him, if I chanced to pass 
His dwelling. 

Alb. *Twould not please him, that a service. 
So trifling, should be made so much of ! 

Ges. Trifling? 
Tou've saved my life. 

Alb. Then do not question me. 
But let me go ! 

Ges. When I have leam'd from thee 
Thv father's name. What hoa ! [Knocks at the gate. 

Sentinel. [Within.'] Who's there? 

Ges. Gesler! [The gate is opened. 

Alb. Ha, Gesler ! 

Ges. [To the Soldiers.}— Seize him ! Wilt thou tell me 
Thy father's name ? 

Alb. No ! , 

Ges. I can bid them cast thee 
Into a dungeon ! Wilt thou tell it now ? 

Alb. No 1 

Ges. I can bid them strangle thee ! Wilt tell it P 

Alb. Never! 

Gres. Away with him ! Send Samem to me. 

[Soldiers take off Albeet through the gate. 
Behind that boy, I see the shadow of 
A hand, must wear my fetters, or 'twill try 
To strip me of my power. I have felt to-oay 
What tis to live at others' mercy. I 
Have tasted fear, to very sickness, and 
Owed to a peasant-boy my safety — ^Ay, 
My life ! and there does hve the slave can say 
Gesler 's his debtor ! How I loathed the free 
And fearless air with which he trod the hill ! 
Yea, though the safety of his steps was mine. 
Oft as our path-way brink'd the precipice, 
I wish'd to see him miss his footmg and 
Roll over !^But he's in my power!— Some way 
To find the parent nest of this fine eaglet. 
And harrow it ! I'd like to clip the broad 
And full-grown wing that taught his tender pinion 
So bold a flight! 
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Enter SABimic. 

Ges. Ha, Samem ! Have the slaves. 
Attended me, returned ? 

Sar. They have. 

Ges, You'll see 
That every one of them be laid in fetters. 

Sar. I will. 

Oes. Didst mark the boy P 

Sar. That pass'd me P 

Ges. Yes. 

Sar, A mountaineer. 

Ges. You'd say so, saw you him 
Upon the hills ; he walks them like their lord ! 
I tell thee, Samem, looking on that boy, 
I felt I was not master of those hills. 
He has a father ! — ^Neither promises 
Nor threats could draw from him his name — a father 
Who talks to him of liberty ! I fear 
That man ! 

Sar. He may be found. 

Ges. He must ; and, soon 
As found, disposed of ! I can see him now. 
He is as palpable to my sight, as if 
He stood like you before me. I can see him 
Scaling that rock ! Yea, I can feel him, Samem, 
As I were in his grasp, and he about 
To hurl me o'er yon parapet ! I live 
In danger, till I find that man ! Send parties 
Into the mountains, to explore them far 
And wide ; and if they chance to light upon 
A father, who expects his child, command them 
To drag him straight before us. Samem, Samem, 
They are not yet subdued. Some way to prove 
Their spirit !— Take this cap • and have it set 
Upon a pole in the market-place, and see 
That one and all do bow to it. Whoe'er 
Resists or pays the homage sullenly, ^ 
Our bonds await him 1 Samem, see it done ! 

We need not fear the spirit that would rebel 

But dares not :— That which dares we will not fear ! 

[Goes out. 



SCENE 'n.—The MarheUFlace. 

Burghers and Feasants, with Pieebe, Theosoee, and 
Savoyards, discovered, 

CHORtJS. 

Pie, CJome, oome, another strain. 
The, A cheerful one. 
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Sav. What shall it be? 
The. No matter^ so *tis gay. 
Begin! 
Sav. You'll job the burden P 
The. Never fear. 
Goon. 

[Savoyard plays and sings, during which Tell and 
Vekner e^er, the former leans upon his bow, and 
listens gloomily. 

The Savoyard from clime to clime 
Tunes his strain, and sings his rhyme; 
And stilly whatever clime he sees. 
His eye is bright, his heart 's at ease. 
Tor gentle, simple— all reward 
The labours of the Savoyard. 

The rich forget their pride — ^the great 
Torget the splendour of their state. 
Whene'er the Savoyard they meet. 
And list his song, and say 'tis sweet ; 
For titled, wealthy— none regard 
The fortune of the Savoyard. 

But never looks his eye so bright. 

And never feels his heart so light. 

As when in beauty's smile he sees 

His strain is sweet, his rhyme doth please. 

Oh that's the praise doth best reward 

The labours of the Savoyard ! 

Bat. though the rich retain'd their pride. 
Ana though the great their praise denieo, — 
Though beauty pleased his son^ to slight. 
His heart would smile, his eye be bright : 
His strain itself would still reward 
The labours of the Savoyard. 

[They shout, and latighingly accompany the Savoyards, 
who go out, with some of the crowd. 

Tell. What's the heart worth that lends itself to glee. 
With argument like theirs for bitterness ? 
Or is't the melancholy sport of grief 
To look on |)leasures and to handle them. 
That, when it laj^s the precious jewels down. 
It may perceive its poverty the more P 
Methmks those cheeks are not exactly dress'd 
To please the hearts that own them. 

Ver. Doubt it not. 
They feel their thraldom ! 

Tell. So thev should '.—That's hope— 
rd have it gall them — eat into their flesh ! 
Long as they fester, there's a remedy ; 
But for your caUous slave I know no cure ! 



To-morrow hiiage the teat, will Burely prove them. 
You'll not forget the boar F 
Fer. Be soie I will not. 

Teli. Emi ia wam'd ere this ; and Fiirst, I've said, 
la ready. Fare von well. 

Fer. Stay, William !— Now 
Observe the people. 

[TiM peqpk have gathered to one ride, and look in 
the ofgxnile direetion leith appreheTition and trouble 
— iMte aho had gone off return. 
Tell. Ha!— Thej please me now— 
That's honest !— That's sincere ! I still preferr'd 
The seasons like themselves .^Let snmmer laugh, 
But give me winter with a hearty scowl. 
None of your hollow sunshine— Jogs and olonda 
Become it best ! — I like them now ! — Their looks 
Are just in season. There has snrely been 
Some shifting of the wind, upon such brightness 
iddea lowering. 

ng oxt^ What is that he brings with him f 

; and on the top of it a cap, 

e Gealer's 1 could pi(i it from 



Enter SiBJiiETl,ieithSo£diert, ietmngGesUBn'sa^ i^napole, 

tckkh hejaet into the grotmd; the people looking on in menee 

and amazement. 

Sar. Ye men of Altorf ! 
Behold the emblem of your master's power 
This is wie cap of Gealer, 
r ! Let all bow down to it 
W ho ''we him love and loyalty. To such 
As sWl refuse this lawful homage, or 
Accord it sullenly, he shows no grace. 
But dooms them to the penalty of bondage 
Till they're instructed 'tis no less their gain 
Than duty, ta obev their master's mandate. 
Ckinduct the people hither, one by one. 
To bow to (Jesler's cap. 

TeU. Have I mjr hearing 7 

{_Pea»axt> ptm, takii^ off their hati and iomtuff to 



dcQniity 



They do it ! — Look! — Ne'er call m 
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Doth know his proper rank, and sinks not to 

The nses of the grile below him. — Man ! 

Man! that exalts his head above them all, 

Both ape them all ! He's man, and he's the reptile ! 

Look ! — ^Look ! Have I the outline of that caitiff. 

Who to the tyrant's feather bends his crown. 

The while he loathes the tyrant P 

Ver. Come away. 
Before they mark us. 

Tell. No ! no !— Since I've tasted, 
I'll e'en taste on ! I 'gin, methiiiks, to like it. 

[^lYKKE, passes the cap, smiles, and hows slightly, 

Sar. What smiled you at ? 

Fie. I boVd as low as he did ! 

Sar. Nay, but you smiled. How dared you smile ? 

Tell. Good!— good! 

Sar. [Striking Am.] Take that. Bemember when yoa 
smile again. 
To do't in season. 

Ver. Come away. 

Tell. Not yet,— 
Why would you have me quit the feast, methinks, 
Grows richer and richer? 

Ver. You change colour. 

Tell. Do I ? 
And so do you. 

Sar. [Striking another I\ Bow lower, slave ! 

Tell. Do you feel 
That blow ? — My flesh is tingling with't. Well done ! 
How pleasantly the rascal lays it on ! 
Well done ! Well done ! I would it had been I ! 

Ver. You tremble, William. Come, you must not stay. 

Tell. Why not ?— What harm is there ? I tell thee, Vemer, 
I know no difference 'twixt enduring wrong 
And living in the fear on't. Man ! wear 
The tyrant's fetters, when it only wants 
His nod to put them on ; and bear his stripes 
When, that I suffer them, he needs but hold 
His finger up ! Vemer, you're not the man 
To be content because a villain's mood 
Torbears ? You're right — ^you're right ! Have with you, 
Vemer. 

Enter Michael. 

Sar. Bow, slave. [Tell stops and turns, 

Mic. Eorwhat? [Laughs, 

Sar, Obey, and question then. 

Mic. I'll question, now. perhaps not then obey. 

Tell. A man! — ^Aman! 

Sar. 'Tis Gesler's will that all 
Bow to that cap. 

Mic. Were it thy lady's cap, 
I'd courtesy to it. 
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Sar, Do you mock us, friend ? 

Mic. Not I. ril bow to Gesler, if you please ; 
But not his cap, nor cap of any he 
In Christendom ! 

Tell. Aman;— Isay, aman! 

Sar, I see you love a jest ; but jest not now. 
Else you may make us mirth, and pay for't too. 
Bow to the cap ! 

Tell. The slave would humour him. 
Holds he but out ! 

Sar. Do you hear P 

Mic. I do. 

Tell. Well done ! 
The lion thinks as much of cowering 
As he does ! 

Sar. Once for all, bow to that cap. 

Tell. Vemer, let go my arm. 

Sar. Do you hear me, slave P 

Mic. Slave ! 

Tell. Let me go ! 

Fer. He is not worth it, Tell ; 
A wild and idle gallant of the town. 

Tell. A man ! — I'll swear, a man ! Don't hold me, Vemer. 
Vemer, let go my arm ! — ^Do you hear me, man P 
You must not hold me, Vemer. 

Sar. Villain, bow 
To Gesler's cap. 

Mic. No— not to Gesler's self ! 

Sar. Seize him! 

Tell. [Rushing forward!] Off, off. you base and hireling pack ! 
Lay not your bmtal touch upon the thing 
God made in his own image ! Grouch yourselves ! 
"fis your vocation, which you should not call 
On free-bom men to share with you, who stand 
Erect, except in presence of their God 
Alone! 

Sar. What ! shrink you, cowards P Must I do 
Your duty for you P 

Tell. Let them but stir !— I've scattered 
A flock of hungry wolves, outnumbering them, — 
Eor sport I did it. Sport !— I scatter'd them 
With but a staff, not half so thick as this. 

[Wrests Sab,nem*s tDeapon from him — Saenem and 
Soldiersfly. 
What !— Ha !— Beset by hares ! Ye men of Altorf, 
What fear ye P See what things you fear— the shows 
And surfaces of men ! Why stand you wondering there ? 
Why look you on a man that's like youraelves. 
And see him do the deeds yourselves might do. 
And act them not P Or know you not yourselves P 
That ye are men P— that ye have hearts and thoughts 
To feel and think the deeds of men, and hands 
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To do them P Fear rou God, and fear you him 

Who fears not God, but, in his sight, defies him ! 

You hunt the chamois, and you've seen him take 

The precipice before he'd yield the freedom 

His Maker gave him ; and you are content 

To live in bonds, that have a thought of freedom. 

Which Heaven ne'er ^ave the little chamois. 

Whv gaze you still with blanched cheeks upon me ? 

Lack you the manhood even to look on. 

And see bold deeds achieved by others' hands P 

Or is't that cap still holds you thralls to fear P 

Be free, then ! There ! Thus do I trample on 

The cap of Gresler, as I would on him ! iTArows down the pole. 

Sar, [Suddenly entering with Soldiers.'] Seize him ! 

[All the people, except Yeekek and Michael,/^. 

Tell. Surrounded! 

Mic. Stand !—rJl back thee ! 

Fer. Madman! [Forces Mickkel off. 

[Tell, cffter a struggle, is secured and thrown to the 

ground, where they j^oeeed to chain him, and, then, 

raise him. They raise him, heavily chained, bursting 

with indignation, and breathless. 

Tell. Slaves! 

Sar. Rail on ; thy tongue has yet its freedom. 

Tell. Slaves! 

Sar. On to the castle with him— forward I 

Tell. Slaves! [They go out. 

Be-enter Michael, still held by Veener. 

Mie. There !— There !— They bear him off ! Who is he ? 

Fer. Tell I 

Mie. What!— Tell I Why held you me? What was my 
life. 
To save that noble lion from the toils ? 

Fer. Michael, 1 knew thee not till now. I see 
Thou art a man to trust. If thou wouldst free 
That lion from the toils, there is a way. 

Mic. Show't me. 

Fer. Before this time to-morrow, Michael, 
The cantons will be up in arms, and here 
In Altorf . 

Mie. Hal— The tyrant's castle P 

Fer. Yes. 

Mic, Vemer, thou hast saved a precious life to-day 
In saving mine. Let's see : how many friends 
Can I provide me with 'twixt this and night ? 

Fer. For what P 

Mic. This night I mean to win a bride. 
And marry her to-morrow. 

Fer. Art thou mad? 

Mic. I am — why not P Who'd not be mad upon 
The golden eve of his bright wedding-day P 
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Don't wonder at me, Vemer. Do yon see 
Yon turret P 

Ver, Yes. 

Mic. Spy yon a casement, too. 
Just half-way np P 

Ver, I do. 

Mic. This night to me 
That casement opens ; and a cord, let down, 
lakes up a hempen ladder, strong enough 
Por me to mount. 

Ver. What then P 

Mic. When I have won 
The prize I venture for, and safe bestow'd. 
What hinders ten or twenty of my friends — 
What hinders them, I say, to lodge with me 
This night in yonder turret ? Come along ; 
I've scanty tinie to bid so many guests. 
Come on; and, as we go, possess me of 
Your plans, the minute you're to act upon them. 
With all the rest !* Don't wonder at me, man : 
You'll bless the day that Michael took a wife. [They go out, 

END OF ACT UI. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE L—A Chamber in the Castle, 

Enter Gesleb, with Rodolph, Lutold, Gekabd, and Officers. 

Ges. \To RoDOLPH.] Double the guards. Stay ! place your 

trustiest men 
At the postern. Stop ! You'd go with half your errand : 
I'll tell you when to go ! Let every soul 
Within the walls be under arms ! The sick 
That do not keep their beds, or can rise from them. 
Must take a weapon ! Can they only raise 
A hand, we've use for them. Away now. Tumult 

[RoDOLPH goes out. 
Under our very brows ! The slaves wiU come. 
In torrents from the hills, and, like a flood, 
O'erwhelm us ! Lutold, 'tis our final order. 
On pain of death, no quarter shall be ^ven ! 
Another word ! — Let them be men, this once, 
Ipromise them the sacking of the town I 
"Without reserve, I give it them — of property 
Or soul I I've nothing further, sir. [Ltjtold goes owt?^ I'll 

raze 
Their habitations, hunt them from their hills. 
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Extennmate them, ere 1*11 live in fear ! 

What word now ? [To Rodolp^ who re-enters. 

Eod. 'Twas a false alarm. The people 
Paid prompt submission to yonr order : one 
Alone resisted, whom they have secured. 
And bring in chains before you. 

Ges. So — I breathe 
Again ! 'Twas false, then, that onr soldiers fled P 

Bod. 'Twas but a party of them fled, my lord: 
Which, reinforced, retum'd, and soon o'eipowerd 
The rash offender. 

Ges. What ! fled they from one ? 
A single man ? How many were there ? 

Bod. Four, 
With Samem. 

Ges. Samem ! Did he fly P 

Bod. He did ; 
But 'twas for succour. 

Ges. Succour ! One to four. 
And four need succour ? I begin to think 
We're sentinell'd by effigies of men. 
Not men themselves. And Samem, too ! What kind 
Of man is he that made a tiger cower ? 
Yea, and with backers ! I should like to see 
That mau. 

Bod. He's here. 

Ges. I'm on the hills a^ain ! 
I see their bleak tops looting down upon me. 
And think I hear them ask me with a scowl 
If I would be their master. Do not sheathe 
Your swords ! — Stand near me !— Beckon some of those 
About me. I would be attended. If 
He stirs, desx)atch him. 

Bod. He's in chains, my lord. 

Ges. I see — ^I see he is. 

Enter Sabj^m and Soldiers, with Tell in chains. 

Bar. Down, slave ! 
Behold the Govemor. Down ! — Down ! and beg 
For mercy ! 

Ges. [Seated^ Does he hear ? 

Sar. Debate it not. 
Be prompt. Submission, slave ! Thy knee— thy knee ! 
Or with thy life thou playest. 

Bod. Let's force him to 
The ground. 

Ges. Can I believe my eyes P He smiles ! 

Ger. Why don't you snute him for that look P 

Ges. He grasps 
His chains as he would make a weapon of them 
To lay the smiter dead. What kind of mau 
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Is this, that looks, in thraldom, more at large, 
Thwi they who lay it on him P 

Rod, ho you how 
The caitiff scowls ! Pull out his eyes ! 

Lut. Lop off 
A. limb for nim ! 

Ges. A heart accessible as his to trembling 
The rock or marble hath. They fear far more 
To inflict than he to suffer. Each one calls 
Upon the other to accomplish that 
Himself hath not the manhood to attempt ! 
Whv don't they take him from my sight ? Behold ! ' 
He has brought them to a pause ; and there they stand 
Like things entranced by some magician's spell, 
Wondering that they are masters of their organs. 
And not their faculties. They gaze on me 
As one expected to perform a part 
Which he forgets to fill. [Rises.! They must not see me 
So lost. Come, draw thy breath with ease — ^thou'rt Gesler — 
Their lord ; and he's a slave thou look'st upon ! 
Canst thou not mulct the villain in his life ? 
Hast thou not tortures to requite him with P 
'Tis only in the absence of thy wrath 
He braves it. Let it show itself— at once 
He's passive as the dost thou tread'st upon ! 
Why speak' st thou not P 

Tell. For wonder. 

Ges. Wonder! 

Tell. Yes, 
That thou snouldst seem a man ! 

Ges. What should I seem P 

Tell. A monster! 

Ges. Ha! Beware— Think on thy chains. 

Tell. Though they were doubled— Though they weigh'd mt 
down ^ - 

Prostrate to the earth, methinks I could rise up 
Erect with nothing but the honest pride 
Ot telling thee, usurpe^ to the teeth. 
Thou art a monster ! Think upon my chains ! 
Show me the link of them, which, could it speak. 
Would give its evidence against my word. 
Think on my chains ! They are my vouchers, which 
I show to Heaven, as my acquittance from 
The impious swerving oi abetting thee 
In mockery of its lord ! — ^Think on my chains ! 
How came they on me P 

Ges. Barest thou question me? 

Tell. Darest thou not answer P 

Ges. Do I hear P 

Tell. Thou dost ! 

'Ges. Beware my vengeance ! 

Tell. Can it more than kill? 
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Ges. Enough, it can do that. 

TelL No ; not enoneh ! 
It cannot take away tne grace of life — 
Its comeliness of nort that virtue gives — 
Its head erect witn consciousness of truths- 
Its rich attire of honourable deeds — 
Its fair report that's rife on good men's tongues ! 
It cannot lay its hands on these, no more 
Than it can pluck his brightness from the sun. 
Or with polluted finger tarnish it. 

Qes, But it can miake thee writhe ? 

TelL It may! 

Ges. And groan? 

Tell. It may \ and I may cry. 
Go on, though it should make me groan again ! 

Ges. Whence comest thou P 

Tell. From the mountains. Wouldst thou learn 
What news from thence? 

Ges. Canst tell me any ? 

Tell. Ay ! 
They watch no more the avalanche. 

Ges. Why so P 

Tell. Because they look for thee ! The hunicoae 
Gomes unawares upon them ; from its bed 
The torrent breaks, and finds them in its track. 

Ges. What do they, then ? 

Tell. Thank Heaven, it is not thou ! 
Thou has perverted nature in them. The earth 
I^esents her fruits to them, and is not thank'd ! 
The harvest sun is constant, and they scarce 
Ketum his smile ! their flocks and herds increase. 
And they look on as men who count a loss ! 
They hear of thriving children bom to them. 
And never shake the teller by the hand ; 
While those they have, they see grow up and flourish. 
And think as little of caressing tnem. 
As they were thingjs a deadly plague had smit ! — 
There's not a blessing Heaven vouchsafes them, but 
The thought of thee converts into a curse. 
As something they must lose — and richer were 
For ever to have lack'd ! 

Ges. That pleases me ! 
I'd have them like their peaks, that never smile. 
Though joyous summer tempt them ne'er so much. 

Tell.. !Nav, but they sometimes smile. 

Ges. Ay ! — ^when is that ? 

Tell. When they discourse of vengeance. 

Ges. Vengeance! Dare 
Thev talk of that P 

Tell. Ay, and expect it, too. 

Ges. From whence? 

TelL From Heaven ! 
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Ges. From Heaven P 

Tell. And from the hands 
Which they lift up to it on every hill 
For justice on thee ! 

Ges. Where is thy abode? 

Tell, I told thee — in the mountains. 

Ges. How lies it ? — ^North or south P 

Tell. Nor north, nor south. 

Ges. Is't to the east or west, then P 

Tell. Where it lies 
Concerns thee not. 

Ges. It does ! 

Tell. And if it does. 
Thou shalt not learn. 

Ges. Art married ? 

Tell. Married !— Yes. 

Ges. And hast a family P 

Tell. A son. 

Ges. A son ! 
Samem! 

Sar. My lord, the boy ! 

[Gesleb, sigm to Sabjiem to keep silence, and whis- 
pering , sends him off. 

Tell. The boy '.—What boy ? 
Is't mine ? — ^and have they netted my young fledgeling P 
Now Heaven support me, if they have ! He'U own me. 
And share his father's rum ! But a look 
Would put him on his guard — yet how to give it ! 
Now, heart, thv nerve : forget thou'rt flesh — be rock ! 
They come — ^Tney come !— That step ! — 
That step ! — So hght upon the ground ! 
How heavy does it fall upon my heart ! 
I feel my child !— 'Tis he ! 
We can out perish. 

Enter Sailnem mth Albert, whose eyes are riveted on Tell's 

how, which Sabnem carries. 

Alb. [Aside."] Yes ; I was right. It is my father's bow ! 
For there's my father ! I'll not own him, tnough ! 

Sar. See! 

Alb. WhatP 

Sar. Look there. 

Alb. What would you have me see ? 

Sar. Thy father. 

Alb. That is not my father, sir. 

Tell. My boy — my Doy ! — ^my own brave boy ! He's safe ! 

Sar. [Aside to Gesleb,.] They're like each other. 

Ges. let I see no sign 
Of recognition to betray the tie 
That binds a father ana his child. 

Sar, My lord, • 

I'm sure it is his father. Look at them : 
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That boy did spring from him ; or never cast 
Came from the mould it fitted ! It may be 
A preconcerted thing, 'gainst such a chance^ 
That they survey each other coldly thus. 
Besides, with those who lead the mountain life. 
The passions are not taken by surprise 
As ready as with us. They commune still, 
Prom day to day, with nature's wonders ; till 
They see her fiercest terrors without awe. 
And catch, from her, her stem and solemn look. 
That e'en their mirth seems thoughtful. 

Qes. [Rises^ We shall try. 
Lead forth the caitiff! 

Sar, To a dungeon? 

Ges. No; 
Into the court. 

Sar. The court, my lord? 

Qes, And tell 
The headsman to make ready. Qcdck ! He dies ! 
llie slave shall die ! You mark'd the boy ? 

Sar, I did. 
He started— 'Tis his father ! 

Ges, We shall see. 
Away with him I 

Tell, Stop!— stay! 

Ges. What would you ? 

Tell, Time,— 
A little time to call my thoughts together 1 

Ges. Thou shalt not have a minute. 

Tell, Some one, then. 
To speak with ! 

Ges, Hence with him ! 

Tell, A moment, stop ! 
Let me speak to the boy. 

Ges. Is he thy son ? 

Tell, And if 
He were, art thou so lost to nature as 
To send me forth before his face to die ? 

Ges, Well speak with him. Now, Samem, mark them 
wefl. [Albert goes to Tell. 

Tell. Thou dost not know me, boy; and well for thee 
Thou dost not. I'm the father of a son 
About thy age. I dare not tell tbee where 
To find him, lest he should be found 9f those 
'Twere not so safe for him to meet with. Thou, 
I see, wast bom, like him, upon the hills : 
If thou shouldst 'scape thy present thraldom, thou 
Mayst chance to cross him ; if thou shouldst, I pray thee 
Belate to him what has been passing here. 
And say I laid my hand upon thy head. 
And said to thee^If he were here, as thou art. 
Thus would I bless him : Mayst tnou live, my boy. 
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To see thy country free, or die for her 
Asldo! 

Sar, Mark! — ^He weeps. 

Tell. Were he my son, 
He would not shed a tear ! He would remember 
The cliff where he was bred, and leam'd to scan 
A thousand fathoms' depth of nether air ! 
Where he was trained to hear the thunder talk. 
And meet the liffhtning eye to eye ! Where last 
We spoke together — when I told him, death 
Bestow'd the brightest gem that graces life. 
Embraced for virtue's sake, — He shed a tear ! 
Now, were he by, I'd talk to him, and his cheek 
Should never blanch, nor moisture dim his eye, — 
I'd talk to him ! 

Sar. He falters. 

Tell. 'Tis too much ! 
And yet it must be done ! I'd talk to him 

Ges. Of what? 

Tell. [Turns to Geslee.] The mother, tyrant, whom thou 
dost make 
A widow of ! I'd talk to him of her ! [Turns to Albert. 

I'd bid him tell her. next to liberty, 
Her name was the last words my lips pronounced ; 
And I would charge him, never to forget 
To love and cherish her, as he would nave 
His father's dying blessing rest upon him ! 

Sar. You see, what one suggests, the other acts. 

Tell [aside']. So well he bears it, I, almost, give 
way! 
My boy ! mv boy ! — 0, for the hills !— ;the hills I 
To see him bound along their tops again. 
With liberty, so light upon his heel. 
That, like the chamois, ne flings benind him 

Sar. Was there not all the father in that look? 

Ges. Yet 'tis against nature. 

Sar. Not if he Tbelieves 
Owning the boy, the son belike might share 
The father's fate. 

Ges. I did not think of that ! 
I thank thee, Samem, for the thought. 'Tis well 
The boy is not thy son. He is about 
To die along with thee. 

Tell. To die !^ For what ? 

Ges. For having braved my power, as thou hast ! Lead 
Them forth. 

Tell. He's but a child. 

Ges. Away with them ! 

Tell. Perhaps an only child. 

Ges. No matter. 

Tell. He 
May have a mother. 
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G€8, So the viper hath ; 
And yet who spares it for the mother's sake ? 

Tell. I talk to stone ! I talk to it as though 
'Twere flesh, yet know 'tis none ! No wonder ! I've 
An argument might turn as hard a thing 
To flesh — ^to softest, kindliest flesh, that e'er 
Sweet Pity chose to lodge her fountain in ! — 
But, still, 'tis naught but stone ! I'll talk to it 
No more ! Come, my boy I I taught thee how to live ! — 
I'll show thee how 
To die 

Ges. He is thy child ! 

Tell. [BurstijM into tears, and embracing Albeet.] He is 
my child ! 

Ges. I've wrung a tear from him ! Thy name? 

Tell. My name ? 
It matters not to keep it from thee, now : 
My name is Tell. 

Ges. What '.—William Tell ? 

Tell. The same. 

Ges. What ! he so famed 'bove all his countrymen 
For guiding o'er the stormy lake the boat ? 
And such a master of his bow, 'tis said 
His arrows never miss ? — Indeed ! — I'll take 
Exquisite vengeance ! — ^Mark ! — ^I'll spare thy life, 
Thy boj's, too. — ^Both of you are free — on one 
Condition. 

Tell. Name it. 

Ges. I would see you make 
A trial of your skill with that same bow 
You shoot so well with. 

Tell. Please you, name the trial 
You would have me make. 

Ges. You look upon your boy 
As though instinctively you guess'd it. 

Tell. Look 
Upon my boy ! — ^What mean you ? Look upon 

My boy as though I guess'd it ! Guess'd the trial 

You would have me make ! Guess'd it, instinctively ! 
Instinctively ! You do not mean ?— No !— No ! — 
You would not have me make a trial of 
My skiU upon my child ! Impossible ! 
I ao not guess your meaning. 

Ges. I would see 
Thee hit an apple at the distance of 
A hundred paces. 

Tell. Is my boy to hold it P 

Ges. No. 

Tell. No !— I'll send the arrow through the core ! 

Ges. It is to rest upon his head. 

Tell. O, Nature ! 
Thou hearst him ! 

M 2 
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Ges. Thou dost hear the choice I give — 
Such trial of the skill, thou'rt master of. 
Or death to both of you, not otherwise 
To be escaped. 

Tell. Oh, monster ! 

Ges. Wilt thou do it ? 

Alb. He will ! he will ! 

Tell. Eerocious monster ! Make 
A father murder his own child ! 

Ges. Take off 
His chains, if he consents. 

Tell. With his own hand ! 

Ges. Does he consent P 

Alb. He does. 

[Gesleb. signs to his Officers^ who proceed to take off 
Tell's chains. Tell all the while unconscious qf 
what they do. 

Tell. With his own hand ! — 
Murder his child with his own hand ! 
The hand I've led hiin, when an infant, by ! 
'Tis beyond horror — 'Tis most horrible ! 
Amazement ! — ^'Tis too much for flesh and blood 
To bear !— I should be made of steel to stand it ! 
And 1 believe I am, almost, about 
To turn to some such thing ; for feeling grows 
Benumbed within me, that I seem to lose 
Almost the power of hating him, and all's 
A calm, where all, but now, was raging tempest ! 

[His chains, which they have been employed in unloos- 
ing Jail off. 
What !— Do you make me ready, while I wist not ? 

[Lifts the manacles from the ground, and holds them to 
the soldiers. 
Villains ! put on my chains again. My hands 
Are free from blood ! and have no gust for it. 
That they would drink my child's !— Here !— Here !— I'll 

not 
Murder my boy for Gesler ! 

^/i. "Fathei^-Father! 
You will not hit me, father ! 

Tell. Hit thee !— Send 
The arrow through thy brain !— or, missing that, ' 
Shoot out an eye ! — or, if thine eye escapes. 
Mangle the cheek I've seen thy mother's lips 
Cover with kisses !— Hit thee !— Hit a hair 
Of thee, and cleave thy mother's heart ! Who's he 
That bids me do it !— Show him me,— the monster ! 
Make him iperceptible unto my reason 
And heart f In vain my senses vouch for it ! 
I hear he lives !— 1 see it !— but it is 
A prodigy that nature can't believe ! 

Ges. Dost thou consent P 
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Tell. Give me my bow and quiver. 

Ges, For what? 

Tell, To shoot my boy ! 

Alb, No, father ! no. 
To save me ! — You'll be sure to hit the apple* 
Will you not save me, father ? 

Tell. Lead me forth ! — 
rU make the trial ! 

Alb. Thank you ! 

Tell. Thank me !— Do 

You know for what ? ^I will not make the trial. 

To take him to his mother in my arms. 
And lay him down a corse before her ! 

Ges. Then 
He dies this moment ; and yon, certainly. 
Murder the child, whose life you have a chance 
To save, and will not use it. 

Tell. VeU— rU do it : 
ril make the trial. 

Alb. \Runs tip to Tell and embraces him.'] Father ! 

Tell. [Putting Albert behind him.'] Speak not to me ! 
Let me not hear thy voice ! — ^Thou must be dumb : 
And so should all thin^ be I — earth should be dumb ! 
And heaven ! — unless its thunders mutter'd at 
The deed, and sent a bolt to stop it I Give me 
My bow and quiver ! 

Ges. When all's ready. 

Tell. Ready !— 
I must be calm, with such a mark to hit ! 

[Albert is about to take Tell's hand. 
Don't touch me, child I — ^Don't speak to me ! — ^Lead on ! 

[Tell suddenly stops, 

Ges. Why do you stop ? 

Tell. We have forgot !— 'Tis dusk ! 
Look at that mountam-peak ! The sun is down 
To all below — ^will soon oe down to that ! 
You wish to see a trial of my skill. 
You ask for one, harder a thousand times 
Than e*er the hardest, yet, I e'er essayed ! 
You would not have me shoot, without my eyes ? 
'Twere just the same to shoot, without the light ! 
The peak, you see, is now gone out ! — ^The court 's 
To reach— The ground 's to choose — ^The distance 
Has to be measured. Then, the boy's to place. 
The mark to be adjusted— Where is it ? 
Where is the apple !— Ere all's ready, 'twill 
Be night. As well expect me, were I dead. 
To draw a bow, as now !— To-morrow, Gresler. 

Ges. Hadst thou not linger'd ! — 

Tell. It were done — I know 
It shall be done to-morrow, wilt thou grant 
The time P— 'Tis night akeady ! 
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Ges, Well !— To-morrow ! 
Take them to separate dungeons ! 

Tell. To the same ! 
He's but a child !— He has his part to play ! 
I would prepare him for it ! — ^It maj[ be 
His last night. Let him spend it with his father ! 

Ges. To the same dungeon ! 

Tell. Now, my child, tny hand ! [They go out severally. 



SCENE n. — Supposed to be in the Vicinity of the Castle. 

Enter Waldman and Michael. 

Wal. I sore mistrust thee, Michael ! If thou play'st 
The trifler with me now 

Mic. Dear father, fear not. 

Wal. But I do fear thee, boy • and, if not thee, 
I fear this stormy ni^ht. Dost near the thunder ? 

Mic. I do ; but it is distant. 

Wal. There again ! 

Mic. It sounds in the direction of the lake. 

Wal. Why hast thou brought me hither ? 

Mic. Worthy sire, 
Thou said'st I ne'er would marry till my teeth 
Were gone. To show thee, to thy heart's content. 
The prophecy was wrong, I've brought thee hither 
To play ner escort to my gentle bride. 
Whom thou shalt see anon. 

Wal. He's past all hope ! 
Am I thy butt to play a jest upon P 
Is this a place to jest ? 

Mic. No place more safe ; 
No sentinel is here to mar a jest, 
Were I disposed for one. 

Wal. The storm comes on. 
Wouldst hold me here to bide its pelting ? 

Mic. Hush! 
Dear father, hush, unless you'd spoil my wedding. 
And mar the only chance of makmg me 
A sober man. And, look, my bridesmen come. 

Unter Jagheli, with Theodoee, and a bandofToung Men, 

with a rope-ladder, 

Mic. Welcome. Jagheli ! Father, my chief man. 
Who means to take example by your son — 
Marry a wife, and ever after live 
The gravest man in Altorf. 

Wal. Let me see 
Thy bride, and I'll believe thou mean'st to wed. 
It cannot be ! There's not a man in Altorf 
Would take thee for hijs son-in-law ! 
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Mie. No man 
In Altorf shall call me Lis son-in-law. 

Wal, Where wilt thon get thy bride, then ? 

Mic. Thou shalt see. 
Ha ! there's the light— Jagheli, that's the casement ! 
Come on ! Friends, stay jrou here. And, father, pray 
Command your natience, till I give you prooi^ 
Such as shall full content you, that I mean 
With all my heart to be a sober man. 

[Michael and Jagheli go out tcith the rope-ladder, 

Wal. Pnends, can yon help me to a clue to find 
This riddle out P 

The, We're sworn to secrecy. 
And may not answer yoiL 

Wal. 1 see — ^I see — 
He's not content to make a jest of me. 
But brings his friends to join him in tne laugh ! 
He wed !— He take a wife ! — He'll bring some boy, 
Bress'd in his sister's gown and tucker, with 
His voice upon the crack — ^to pass him off 
For 's bride upon me. I'll begone, and balk \MQTe thunder. 
His most irreverent humour ! Friends, adieu ! 
I give you joy of this fair sport. {^Going. 

Enter Michael and Agnes — Jagheu and Anneli. 

Mie. Sweet love. 
Fear not ! I'll give thee to safe warding, till 
I take thee to mine own. Fair Anneli, 
Go with thv cousin. Father, to thy care 
We trust tnese jewels, that shall keep us rich 
For life ! Don't wonder, Sweet— There's not a care 
This day may cost thee, but each after-day 
Shall bring as many golden joys as hours 
To pay thee for. 

Ann. I trust they mean us honest ! 

Wal. A woman, as I live ! 

Affn. Honest or not. 
No matter now, dear coz ; our fortune's told — 
We're caught ! 

Wal, A woman, too. 

Mic. 3y hands so kind ! — 
So loving in their tendance on their prize. 
You'd not exchange captivity for freedom. 

Affn. Don't try us! 

Mic. Not unless you choose. 

Ann. Dear coz ! 
Let us go back. 

Agn. JJay, coz, we'll e'en go on. 
These gallants trusted once, to trust them on. 
They say, is sometimes to secure the debt. 

Wal. Fair lady, I will be his bail, to see 
Due payment made— if you will trust to me. 
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Mic. Dear father, when you hear me jest again, 
Tou'U drink your grandson's health that is to be. 
And pardon me for him. — Away ! — Away I 
These heads demand a kinder canopy 
Than this rough sky affords. 

Wal. Go you not with us? 

Mic. No; our brides forbid. 
Nor may we see them till we bring the priest 
To visit them to-morrow j and, besides, 
We've comrades here, bnght gallants, as ourselves 
Were once, of whom we'a take a handsome leave. 
This hour, that parts us thus, we'll soon forgive, 
Tor the fab: fellows that shall follow it. 
Good night — Sound sleep — Sweet dreams — good night — good 
night — [Waldman, Agnes, and Anneli go out. 
Now. friends, the casement 1 There the ladder hangs ; 
ClimD fast, but silently. The chamber on 
The postern opens, and is lock'd, within. 
Thence we can watch the motions of our friends. 
And at the moment lend our sudden aid. 
When most it may avail. — On— On and up ! 

[Toung Mm go out. 
Now, Michael, here's the closing of thy jests. 
Or making of thee ! — ^Fortune hold thy friend. 
There's not a sober man in Altorf but 
To own thy brows, would wear the cap and bells ! [jQ^oes out, 

END OP ACT IV* 



ACT V. 

SCENE I. — TelVs Cottage. -^Melehtal asleep upon acouch^at 
the head qf which Emma is watching. 

Emma [rising, and coming forward'}, 

I never knew a weary night before 1 

I have seen the sun a dozen times go down. 

And still no William, — and the storm was on ; 

Yet have I laid me down^ in peace, to sleep. 

The mountain with the hghtning all a-blaze. 

And shaking with the thunder, — ^but, to-night. 

Mine eyes refuse to close ! The old man rests. 

Pain hath outworn itself, and tum'd to ease. 

How deathly calm's the night I What's that ? I'm grown 

An idiot witn my fears. I do not know 

The avalanche I Great Power that hurls it down. 

Watch o'er my boy, and guide his little steps ! 

What keeps him ? 'Tis but four hours' journey, hence ; 

He'd rest ; then four hours back again. What keeps mm ? 
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End woiJd sure be foimd by him — ^He knows 
The track, well as he knows the road to Altorf ! 

Mel. Help! [In his sleep, 

Emma, What's the matter ! Only the old man areaming. 
He thinks again they're pulling out his eyes. 
I'm sick with terror ! Merciral powers I whafs this 
That Ms my heart with horrible alarm. 
And yet it cannot see ! 

Mel, [Waking!] Where am I P 

Emma. Father 1 

Mel. My daughter, is it thou P Thank heaven, I'm here. 
Is't day yet P 

Emma. No. 

Mel. Is't far on the night p 

Emma, Metlunks, about the turn on't. 

Mel. Is the boy 
Come back P 

Emma. No, father. 

Mel. Nor thy husband p 

Emma. No. 

Mel. A woful wife and mother have I made thee ! 
Would thou hadst never seen me. 

Emma. Father! 

Mel. Child P , 

Emma. Methinks I hear a step! — ^I do! [Knocking!] A 
knock ! 

Mel. 'Tis W;illiam ! 

Emma, No, it is not William's knock. [Opens the door, 

I told you so ! Your will P 

Enter Stbangebu 

Stran. Seeing a light, 
I e'en made bold to knock, to ask for shelter. 
For I have miss'd my way. 

Emma. Whence come you, friend ? 

Stran. From Altorf. 

Emma, Altorf ! — ^Any news from thence ? 

Stran. Ay ! News to harrow parents' hearts, and make 
The barren bless themselves that they are childless ! 

Emma. May heaven preserve my boy ! 

Mel, What says thy news P 

Stran, Art thou not Melchtal— he whose eyes 'tis said 
The tyrant has torn out P 

Mel, Yes, friend, the same. 

Stran. Is this thy cottage P 

Mel, No ; 'tis William Tell's. 

Stran. 'Tis William Tell's !— And that's his wife!— Good 
night. 

Emma, [tlushing between him and the door,] Thou stirr'st 
not hence until thy news be told ! 

Stran. My news ? In sooth 'tis nothing thou wouldst heed. 

Emma. 'Tis something none should heed so well as I ! 
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Strati. I must be gone. 

Emma, Thou seest a tigress, friend, 
Spoil'd of hennate and young, and yearning for them. 
Don't thwart her ! Come, thy news ! What fear'st thou, man; 
Wliat more has she to dread, who reads thy looks. 
And knows the most has come. Thy news P Is't bondage P 

Stran. It is. 

Emma. Thank heaven it is not death. Of one — 
Or two ? 

Stran. Of two. 

Emma. A father and a sonP 
Is't not ? 

Stran. It is. 

Emma. My husband and my son 
Are in the tyrant's power ! There's worse than that ! 
"What's that, is news to harrow parents' breasts, 
The which tne thought to only tell 'twould seem, 
Drives back the blood to thine ? — ^Thy news, I say ! 
Wouldst thou be merciful, this is not mercy ! 
Wast thou the mark, friend, of the bowman's aim, 
Wouldst thou not have the fatal arrow speed. 
Rather than watch it hanging in the string ? 
Thou'lt drive me mad ! Let fly at once ! — 

Mel. Thy news from Altorf, friend, whate'er it is ! 

Stran. To save himself and child from certain death. 
Tell is to hit an apple resting on 
The stripling's head. 

Mel. My child ! my child ! — 
Speak to me ! — Stranger, hast thou kilL'd herP 

Emma. No ! 
No, father. I'm the wife of WiUiam Tell; 
Oh but to be a man ! to have an arm 
To fit a heart bursting with the sense of wrong ! 
Unnatural— insufferable wrong ! 
Wlien makes the tyrant trial of his skill P 

Stran. To-morrow. 

Emma. Spirit of the lake and hill. 
Inspire thy daughter ! On the head of him 
Who makes his pastime of a mother's pangs. 
Launch down thy vengeance by a mother's hand. 
Know'st the signal when the hills shall rise ? [To Melchtal. 

Mel. Are they to rise P 

Emma. I see thou knowest naught. 

Stran. Something's on foot ! 'Twas only yesterday 
That, travelling from our canton, I espied. 
Slow toiling up a steep, a mountaineer 
Of brawny limb, upon his back a load 
Of fagots bound. Curious to see what end 
Was worthy of such labour, after him 
I took the cliff : and saw its lofty top 
Receive his load, which went but to augment 
A pile of many another. 



^\ 
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Emma. 'Tis by fire ! 
iFire is the signal for the hills to rise — [Rushes out. 

Mel. Went she not forth P 

Stran. She did — she's here again 
And brings with her a lighted brand. 

Mel. My child. 
What dost thou with a lighted brand ? 

Re-enter Emma, with a brand. 

Emma. Prepare 
To give the signal for the hills to rise ! 

Mel. Where are the fagots, chUd, for such a blaze ? 

Emma. Til find the fagots, father. [Exit, 

Mel. Is she gone 
Again? 

Stran. She is — ^I think into her chamber. 

Emm a. [ Rushing in."] Father, the pile is fired ! 

Mel. What pile, my child ? 

Emma. The joists and rafters of our cottage, father ! 

Mel. Thou hast not fired thv cottage !— but thou hast ! 
Alas, I hear the crackling of the flames ! 

Emma. Sav'st thou alas ! when I could say, thank heaven ? 
Father^ this olaze will set the land a-blaze 
With nre that shall preserve, and not destroy it, 
Blaze on ! blaze on ! Oh, mayst thou be a beacon 
To light its sons enslaved to liberty ! 
How fast it spreads ! A spirit's in the fire ; 
It knows the work it does. [Goes to the door, and opens it 

The land is free ! 
Tender's another blaze. Beyond that shoots 
Another up ! — ^Anon will every hill 
Redden with vengeance. Father, come ! Whate'er 
Betides us, worse we're certain can't befal, 
And better may ! Oh, be it liberty — 
Safe hearths and homes, husbands and children. Come — 
It spreads apace. Blaze on— blaze on — blaze on ! [Exeunt. 



SCENE THE LAST.—FiVAcw/ the Castle. 

Enter, slowly, several Citizens, as \f observing something 
following them, Veener, and Theodore. 

Ver. The pace they're moving at is that of men 
About to do the work of death. Some wretch 
Is doom'd to suffer. Should it be my friend — 
Should it be TeU ! 

The. No doubt 'tis some good man. 

Ver. Poor Switzerland ! poor country ! Not a son 
Is left thee now, that's worth the name of one. 
'Tis not a common man, with such parade. 
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Tbef lead to death. I coix=r f ?ir <-»£y-"Ia;»* 
AMdf, 

The. Therms a fifJi. 

Fer. Afid Samem, too! 
BoTGaseebim? 

ij^, Tes : and Gesler fc^Lcrvs Ieim. 
Who can it be? 

f^, Werll sec: He's cotrtfng; maw — 
TBWiffiamTea! 

Tie, \enet, do yoa knov the boj 
That follows him? 

f>r. A hoy ! It is his son ! 
What hone's to be acted? Dojoaaee 
The headsman? 

Tke. No! I see no headsman theic^ 
No apparatus for the woik of death. 
Perhaps they're not to soffier! 

f^. Lo yon how 
The women clasp their hands, and now and then 
Ix)ok np to heayen ! Ton see that some do weep. 
No headsman 's there ; bat Gesler 's at no loss 
Por means of cruelty becaose there lades 
A headsman! 

EtUerTiEBia, 

Fie. Horrible Inmost horrible 
Decree ! — ^To save his own and Albert's lifi^ 
Tell is to hit an apple resting on 
The head of his own child! 

Enter, slowh, Burghers and Women, Ltjtold, Hodolfh, 
Gerabd, DABNEH, Gesleb, Tell, Albeet, and a Soldier 
bearing Tell's bow and quiver — another mth a basket qf 
apples— Soldiers, 8fc, 

Oes, That is yourgroimd. Now shall they measure, thence. 
A hundred paces. Take the distance. 

Tell. Is 
The Ime a true one ? 

Oes. True or not, what is't 
To thee ? 

Tell. What is't to me ? A little thing, 
A very little thing— A yard or two. 
Is notninff here or there— were it a wolf 
I shot at! Nevermind! 

Oes, Be thankful, slave. 
Our grace accords thee life on any terms. 

Tell. 1 will be thankful, Gesler ! Villain, stop 1 
You measure to the sun. 

Ges. And what of that ? 
What matter, whether to or from the sun ? 

Tell. I'd have it at my back ! — The sun should shine 
Upon the mark, and not on him that shoots. 
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I cannot see to slioot against the sun ! — 
I will not shoot against the sun ! 

Ges, Give him his way! — Thou hast cause to bless my 
mercv. 

Tell. I shall remember it. I'd like to see 
The apple Tm to shoot at. 

Soldier \mth the basket qfa^les]. Here ! 

Ges, Show me 
The basket !— There— 

Tell. You've pick'd the smallest one. 

Ges. 1 know I have. 

Tell. ! do you ?— But you see 
The colour on't is dark— I'd have it light, 
To see it better. 

Ges. Take it as it is : 
Thy skill will be the greater if thou hitt'st it. 

Tell. True !— Truel— I didn't think of that— I wonder 
I did not think of that.— Give me some chance 
To save my boy ! I will not murder him 
If I can help it — for the honour of 
The form thou wear'st, if all the heart be gone. 

Ges. Well ! choose thyself. 

[Hands a basket qf apples, — ^Tell takes one. 

Tell. Have I a fnend among 
The lookers on ? 

Ver. Here, TeU ! 

Tell. I thank thee, Vemer ! 
He is a friend that does not mind a storm 
To shake a hand with us ! I must be brief. 
When once the bow is drawn, we cannot take 
The shot too soon ! Vemer, whatever be 
The issue of this hour, the common cause 
Must not stand still ! Let not to-morrow's sun 
Set on the tyrant's banner. — ^Vemer ! Vemer ! 
The boy '.—the boy !— Think'st thou he has the courage 
To stand it ? 

Ver. Yes. 

Ted. Does he tremble ? 

Ver. No. 

Tell. Art sure ? 

Ver. I am. 

Tell. How looks he ? 

Ver. Clear and smilingly. 
If you doubt it— look vourself. 

Tell. No-no — ^mytriend. 
To hear it is enough ! 

Ver. He bears himself 
So much above his years — 

Tell. I know ! — ^1 know. 

Ver. With constancy so modest — 

Tell. I was sure 
He would — 
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Ver. And looks with such relying love 
And reverence upon you 

TelL Man ! Man ! Man ! 
No more ! Already I'm too much the father 
To act the man ! — ^yemer, no more, my friend ! 
I would be flint— flint— flint ! Don't mate me feel 
I'm not — You do not mind me ! — ^Take the boy 
And set him, Vemer, with his back to me. — 
Set him upon his knees — and place the apple 
Upon his head, so that the stem may front me — 
Thus, Verner— Charge him to keep steady— Tell him 
I'U hit the apple ! — ^Verner, do all this 
More briefly tnan I tell it thee. 

Ver, Come, Albert ! 

Alh, May I not speak with him before I go P 

Ver, No — 

Alh, I would only kiss his hand. 

Ver. You must not. 

Alh. I must ! — ^I cannot go from him without ! 

Ver. It is his will you should. 

Alh. His will, is it ? 
I am content, then — come. 

Tell, My boy ! [ffoldinff out his arms to him. 

Alh. My father ! [Running into Tell's arms. 

Tell, If thou canst bear it, should not I P — Go now. 
My son — ^and keep in mind that I can shoot. — 
Go, boy — ^Be thou but steady, I shall hit 
The apple. [Kisses him.'\ Go! — God bless thee! — Go! — ^My 
bow ! [Sarnem gives the bow. 

Thou wilt not fail thy master, wilt thou ? — ^Thou 
Hast never fail'd him yet, old servant. — ^No ! 
I'm sure of thee — I know thy honesty, 
Thou'rt stanch!— Stanch!— I'd deserve to find thee trea- 
cherous. 
Could I suspect thee so. Come, I will stake 
My all upon thee ! Let me see my quiver. 

Ges. Give him a single arrow. 

Tell. Do you shoot ? 

Lut. I do. 

Tell.l^'i so you ^ick an arrow, friend P 
The point, you see, is blunt, the leather jagg'd; 
That s all the use 'tis fit for. [Breaks it. 

Ges. Let him have 
Another. 

Tell. Why, 'tis better than the first. 
But yet not good enough for such an aim 
As I m to take. 'Tis heavy in the shaft : 
I'U not shoot with it ! iThrows it away."] Let me see my 

quiver. 
Bring it ! 'tis not one arrow in a dozen 
I'd take to shoot with at a dove, much less 
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A dove like that ? What is't you fear P Vm but 
A naked man ! — ^A wretched naked man ! 
Your helpless thrall, alone in the midst of you. 
With eyery one of you a weapon in 
His hand. What can I do in such a strait 
With all the arrows in that quiver ? Come, 
Will you give it me or not ? 

Ges. It matters not. 
Show him the quiver. You're resolved, I see. 
Nothing shall please you. 

[Tell kneels and picks out an arrow, which he hides 
under his vest, and then selects another. 

Tell Am I so ?— That's strange. 
That's very strange !— Is the boy ready P 

Ver. Yes. 

Tell. I'm ready too ! — Keep silence, every one ! 
And stir not for my child's sake ! — And let me have 
Your prayers — ^your prayers — and be my witnesses. 
That if his life 's in peril from pay hand, 
'Tis only for the chance of saving it ! 
Now, friends, for mercy's sake keep motionless 
And silent. 

[Tell shoots, and a shout of wonder and exultation 
bursts from the crowd. I^ejJj falls on .his knees and 
^ with difficulty supports himself. 

Ver. [Rushing in with Albert.] Thy boy is safe ; no hair of 
him is touch'd ! 

Alb. Father, I'm safe — ^your Albert's safe. Dear father. 
Speak to me ! speak to me ! 

Ver. He cannot, boy ! 

Alb. You grant him life ? 

Ges. I do. 

Alb. And we are free P 

Ges. You are. 

Alb. Thank Heaven ! thank Heaven ! 

Ver. Open his vest. 
And give aim air. 

[Albert opens his father's vest, and an arrow drops — 
Tell starts, fixes his eyes on Albebt, and clasps 
him to his breast. 

Tell. My boy! my boy! 

Ges. For what 
Hid you that arrow inyour breast ? Speak, slave ! 

Ver. He cannot ! — ^He's o'ercome I [Whispers to Tell. 

William, the tyrant stands aloof from all ! 
Thy deadly aim, alone, transfixes him. 
And with him all the rest, through fear for him ; 
While pace by pace thou canst withdraw ; — But gain 
A dozenyards, thou'rt free ! I'U mind the boy ! 

Ges. How came that arrow in thy breast ? Speak, slave I 

Tell. To kill thee, tyrant, had I skin my son ! 
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And now beware 1 [Tell suddenly takes aim ai Gesleb. 

Stir thou, or any, stir ! 
The shaft is in thy heart ! 

[Tell retreats slowly, whileY^B.^^K removes AJjBT!,bt. 
Gesleb. and the rest, following Tell with their eyes, 
remain in breathless and motionless suspense. 
Sar. He shoots ! 

Ges, ! [Falls dead, transfixed with the arrow, 

Sar, Pursue him ! — ^Hold ! A host of friends have join'd 
him, 
And all in arms ! — ^They now advance I 

Lut, On this side 
Another speeds ! 
Sar, Back to the castle ! 

Lut. Look ! [Michael and his friends ojppear on the ramparts. 
The castle is betray'd ! 

Mic. We thank you, friends. 
For changing quarters with us ! 

Sar. Ha! — Shutout! 
Surrounded ! 

{Enter on one side, Swiss, led by Tell, 4"^., and on the 
other, "EimiLL, followed by Swiss, led by Ebni. 
Tell. Yield ! Resistance now is hopeless ! 
Your lives are spared ! — ^The tyrant's will suffice ! 
Emma, your child ! We are free, my countrymen ! ^ 

Our countrv is free ! Austrians, you'll quit a land. 
You never had a right to ; and remember. 
The country's never lost, that's left a son 
To struggle with the foe that would enslave her ! 

END OF WILLIAH TELL. 



ALFKED THE GEEAT; 



OB, 



AN 5ISTOEICAL PLAT. 



(bt pbrmission) 

TO 

HIS MOST GRACIOUS MAJESTY, 

WILLIAM THE FOURTH, 

A PATBIOT MONARCH, 

OESTINEO, WITH THE BLESSING OF OOD, TO BESTOBE THE DILAPIDATED 
FABBIC OF HIS C0UNTBT*8 PBOSPEBITT ; 

AND 
TO BESCUE A DEVOTED PEOPLE FROM THE BAVAOE8 OF THE WORST 

OF INVADEBS — 

CORRUPTION. 
June, 1831. 



N 



DRAMATIS PERSONiS. 

(AS ORIGINALLY PERFORMED AT DRURY LANE IN 1831.) 



ENGLISH. 

Alfred, King of England Mr. Macreadt. 

Oddune Mr. J. Vining. 

Ostoith Mr. H. Wallack. 

Edric Mr. Younge. 

Egbert Mr. Thompson. 

Kenrick Mr. Cooke. 

Edv>y Mr. Sinclair. 

Oswald Mr. Cathie. 

Arthur Mr. Eaton. 

Edgar Mr. Honner. 

Edwin Mr. Eenton. 

Conrad Mr. Hammerton. 

Ethelred Miss Marshall. 

Soldier Mr. Dowsing. 

Elswith, the Queen Miss Huddart. 

Maude Mrs. C. Jones. 

DANES. 

Gitthrum Mr. Cooper. 

Amund Mr. Bland. 

Oscar Mr. C. Jones. 

Haldane Mr. Howard. 

Otho Mr. Yarnold. 

Soldier Mr. Howell. 

Priest Mr. S. James. 

Boy Mr. Eenton. 

Ina, Gutbrum's Daughter Miss Phillips. 

Edith Miss Eaucit. 



ALFRED THE GREAT. 



ACT I. 

SCENE l.—The Banish Camp. 

Enter Edith with a how and quiver, followed by Ina. attended 
by a Boy, who carries a how and quiver » 

Edith, Come, let us try who'll hit the target first. 

Ina. My bow hath got a cast, and will not shoot. 

Edith. In sooth your bow hath got no cast at all, 
'Tis true as mine. Take mine — I'll shoot with it. 

Ina. Yours fits me not— 'tis harder far to draw. 

Edith. Try it. 

Ina. No, no ; I will not shoot to-day. 
Besides, my arrows all have lost the nock 

Edith. Here's store enough of mine. 

Ina. Good Edith, no ! 
Entreat me not — I will not shoot to-day. 

Edith. Why, so 'twas vesterday ! Eie, Ina, fie! 
To tax thy bow with fault it never had. 
The bow that hath a cast is thy changed will. 
Thy nockless shafts are marr'd alone oy that. 
You wont to love this sport ! Erom mom till night 
Your pastime 'twas, and now you love it not I 
What love you. sweet instead? 

Inu. What snould I love ? 

Edith. Nay, Ina — you alone can answer that. 
Has Otho's suit nrevail'd ? 

Ina. When did a flower 
Spring from a weed, that love should grow from hate ? 

Edith. What ! call you love a flower P A flower looks gay — 
So looks not love ! A flower is sweet — Who says 
That love is sweet ? Does sweetness gamer pain 
Eor those that own it P Rather love's a weed 
Oft taken for a flower — found out at last 
With a sigh ! 0, Ina, you have pluck'd this weed ! 
Come, own it, Ina ! 

Ina. Wherefore do you look 
Thus at me ? 

Edith. Why do you, my Ina, look 
At anything but me ? Why do your eyes 

N 2 
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Of late their lustre lavish on the ground. 
That cares not for it P And your honeyed breath. 
That should be given to your silver tongue 
To make sweet music of, why do you waste 
Oftener on thankless and contentless sighs ? 
Come, tell me, Ina, what has happened to you ? 

Ina. Alas ! I know not. 

Edith, Do you say alas ! 
0, then, 'tis over with you ! Why, you're in tears ; 
Only the drop's but half-way out, that soon 
Would make way for the rest, held not your eye 
Its crystal door upon it ! Lean your head 
Upon the bosom of your friend, and give 
Your secret vent — ^for sure you have one, Ina ! 

Ina. Not I ! — Come, take your bow ! — ^I'U shoot with you ! 
My quiver 'gainst a shaft, I'll be the first 
To hit the mark. Set up the target, boy ! [Boy goes out. 

Now for the eye of the eye. [Shoots^ In sooth I've miss'd. 
Wide by a mile — ^but thou hast shot fuU home ! 
I've pluck'd it, Edith, flower or weed. If weed. 
O ! weed most like a flower.— O precious weed f 
There's not a flower so fair, I'd d!eem thee graced 
To call thee by its name ! 

Boy \rufming in\. 

The battle 's won ! 

I see our troops come winding up the glen. 

Their spears and bamiers wreath d— a token, sure, 

Of victory. [<(jroes out, 

Edith. Let's meet them, Ina : — Come ! 
Why, sweet, what's this ? How pale you turn ! How damp's 
Your Httle hand ! Nay, now 'tis snow indeed. 
Cold as 'tis white ! Did you not rightly hear ? 
He says the battle's won! 

Ina. I know he does ! 

Edith. Is't with such cheeks you listen to such news P 
This would become the daughter of the foe. 

Ina. The foe ! The foe ! 

Edith, What ! find'st thou something sweet 
In that harsh word, that thou repeat'st it thus P 

Ina. Harsh word ! Now, harsh art thou to call it so ; 
Jars it thine ear ? There's music in't to mine ! 
Stands it for what thou'dst shun P that's what I'd seek ! 
Yea ! 'fore the things that brother, sister, Mend — 
Soft titles — stand for ! Ina loves a foe ! 
That foe has lost the battle we have won. 

Edith. Why, sweet^here sawest thou this gentle foe P 

Ina. Even here. When last the Saxon ask'a a truce. 
Curious to see their herald, I remain'd 
Behind you in my father's tent. He came ! 
0, with what grace of rarest manhood ! Proud 
His gait, yet bearing onwards grace, so bland. 
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As made all hearts give willing way to him. 
He spake^ and I took root to where I stood : 
And so did all. Not Guthmm moved ! O Edith, 
How should it be with Ina ? Where were her eyes ? 
What were her ears about ? What did her heart ? 
Dost feel it throbbing now ? 'Tis qidet, now. 
To what 'twas then ! How often have you tned 
To fix your naked eye upon the sun ; 
And when you've ta'en it oflF, how has the day, 
From gazing his bright face, been tum'd to night ; 
Flowers, verdure, darken'd ; yea> the orb himself 
From burning gold, grown mk. 'Twas so with me 
When si^ht of him was gone ! Night tum'd to day 
AgaiQ with you — ^but light's gone out with Ina 
E'er since the day she look'd unon her foe ! 

Edith. Hence, ina, hence awnile ! your father comes ; 
He must find looks of welcome. 

Ina. Have with you. 
You've won my secret, Edith ! Guard it for me. [TAep go out. 

Enter Guthbxjm, Amtjnd, Oscak, Haldane, and Dan^s. 

Ghith. Halt, comrades, halt ! and change your toil for rest. 
And then from rest to feasting ! We'll carouse 
A moon for this last victory^at leaves 
No future foe to front us. England 's won ! 
So thinn'd her sons by this last overthrow. 
And utterly discomfited, enow 
BemaiQ her not to make another stand. 
Durst Alfred rally them — their throneless king ! 
We shall not need to cross the main again 
To prop us with fresh succours. Here we'U build 
Another Danish kingdom, fairer far 
Than what we've left ! What, ho there ! bring me wine ! 
I'm thirstyfrom our march. Ho ! wine, I say ! 
A seat ! Mere, in the open air, we'll dnnk. 
Or ere we part, to our new Denmark. Chief 
And followers shall pledge me. Wine I say ! 

Enter Otho. 

Otho. Guthrum. your ijriests prepare a sacrifice. 
The God expects nis victims. Shall he have them ? 

Guth, Taie them ! You know the God must have his due ! 

[Otho^o^* out. 
Give him the wine ! my thirst's gone off— yet, no; 
'Tis fit that I drink first. [Drinks.'] To our new Denmark ! 
By Odin ! 'twas a glorious victory ! 
Tne God deserves his victims— he shall have them ! 
Odin's the God of war I If he drinks blood. 
He has a right. Who dares deny the God 
His victims ? Amund, take the cup ! We fought 
Like Oin's sons. I saw you, Amund, cleave 
In twain a Saxon at a single blow. 
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Am. My Lord, 'twas slight to what your falchion did. 
That, through the casqu^d head and mail6d chine. 
Made way at one dire wheel ! 

Ghith. Ay, did it so ? 
I do believe it did ! No more of that ! 
Give me your hand, good Amund— For that blow 
Lord of a gallant castle shalt thou be. 
Pass on the cup to Oscar. Oscar ! ha ! 
Show me thy falchion's edigt — Look, Amund, here — 
I saw him keen at once ^yq Saxon swords 
At bay ! Well done ! — Oscar, be sure you sit 
On my right hand at banquet. 

Osc. Mighty chief, 
I mark'd your eye was on me ! 'twas a sword 
That more than balanced all the odds against me ! 
Besides, your arm, just then, had tum*a the fight. 
That seem'd at first against us. 

Guth. Was it so ? 
I don't remember it. Good Oscar, ask 
What portion of the spoil thou wilt — 'tis thine ! 

Otho re-enters, 

Otho. The victims. Chief, are ready. 

Guth. So! enough! 

Otho. Eight of them did we take by lot. The ninth 
Is self-devoted to preserve the life 
Of one, to whom we were about to hold 
The fatal urn. 

Guth. Indeed! a chief? 

Otho. The port 
Of both bespeaks them men of proud degree. 

Guth. Have 'em before us; we would see them. [Otho 
goes out.'] Guthrum 
Loves war ! Would leave the banquet any time 
To mingle in the fight. He loves a friend ; 
But more than friend's embrace, he loves the hug 
Foe gives to foe. Yet is not Guthrum cruel ! 
His foe disarmed he never yet could smite ! 
He likes a noble deed, although the sword 
Achieves it not. How say you, friends, were't right 
To save the man, who loves his friend so well. 
He lays down life for him — although a gift 
To Odin? 

Jm. Ere the priest his sacred hand 
Lays on the victim, it has, stiU, been lawful 
To snatch him from his doom ! 

Hal, Behoves him though 
To swear eternal league with Odin's sons. 

Guth. He'U do it, Haldane ! Ha ! I saw thee match'd 
In fight, for once. That Saxon found thee, Haldane, 
With two that back'd thee, livelier work than suits 
A sluggard's hand. Thy seconds both were down — 
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Was't not so, Haldane ? — and thyself methought, 
Madest rather backward way, when I despatch'd 
Fresh aid to thee, with charge, at any risk. 
To take thy gallant foe alive. 'Twas you, 
Oscar, that I so charged. 

Osc. My liege, he lives ; 
Overcome by force that could not make him yield. 
But bore him down to earth, where, as he lay. 
The strife his fetter'd limbs were forced to drop ; 
His eye continued still, that shot around 
Deadly defiance in the face of death. 

Ghith. Foe worthy Guthrum's sword ! Was't not the herald. 
Last sent us from tne English king ? 

Osc, The same. 

Guth. rd like to see that man, again I 

Osc, He's here. 

JEnter Otho, tcith Oswith and Edbic chained, 

Guth. This he ! — ^Men's looks reflect their deeds as well 
As nature's. One of these is he, whose thought 
Of lofty friendship overlooks himself, 
When fix'd on his friend's need—This is the man! 

Otho. It is, my Lord. 

Guth. Is he thy friend, whose life 
Thou count'st a thing so precious, thou wouldst give 
Thine own to purchase it ? 

Os. He is. 

Guth. What rich 
And heavy debt hast thou incurr'd to him. 
To pay so lar^e return as takes thy all ? 

Os. And tkink'st thou friendship barters kindnesses ? 
'Tis not because that such or such a time 
He help'd my purse, or stood me thus or thus 
In stead, that I go bound for him. or take 
His quarrel up ! With friends, all services 
Are ever gifts, that glad the donor most ! 
Who rates them otherwise, he only takes 
The face of friend to mask a usurer. 
I give my life for him, not for the service 
He did me yesterday, or any day. 
But for the love I bear him every day. 
Nor ask if he returns ! 

Guth. Be Guthrum's friend. 
Thou livest, and thy friend for sake of thee ! 

Edr, 0, generous proffer ! 

Os. Wouldst accept it P 

Edr, Yes. 

Os, Then do. 

Guth. Hemove their chains. 

Os, First take off his. 

Guth. Now thine! 

Os, Long as my country wears your chains, 
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Guthrum, beware how you Tinrivet mine ; 
For once you set my ann at liberty^ 
The thing which first 'twill seek will be a sword. 
To right my master, royal Alfred's cause — 
And hack my injured country's fetters off ! 

Giith. Saxon, beware ! The smooth and gentle tide 
Of mercv thwarted, turns a torrent, oft 
O'erwhelming as the raging flood itself 
Of vengeance ! 

Os. Here I stand — ^let it come down ! 
I care not when or where its fury rushes ! 

Snter Ina. and Edith (as yet unperceived by Guthetjm, ^r-.). 

Ina. [Addeto'SiDiTR!] 'Tishe! 

Guth. Is Guthrum braved ! — Is he the son 
Of Odin ! — ^marches, in his vau, the God 
Of War ! — ^Hes o'er the humbled necks of hosts 
Of prostrate foes his path ; and brooks he thus 
Defiance^ and from one earth-sprung — ^the spawn 
Of the vde clod he treads on ! Stood thy kms 
Alfred, of whom thou vaunting spokest, stooahe 
Where now thou stand'st, his regal eye had fallen 
Beneath the frown of Guthrum. 

Os. Not beneath 
The frown of Guthrum's god, were Odin real 
As he is fabled ! 

Guth. Give him to the God ! 

Ina. rather! 

Guth. My Ina ! 

Os, Ha! could I believe 
He was not bom of earth — there were, indeed, 
Aq argument could make me ! 

Guth. I have given thee 
Thy choice of life or death — ^thou choosest death; 
Then take it. 

Ina. rather! 

G^th. Ah, thou ever art 
My sweet and welcome calm, that glads me, sun-like, 
When summer days are breathless with the joy 
Of his enriching beam. — ^I'm smooth again ! 
Not a ruffle ! not a ruffle ! — ^Is he not gone ? Hence with him I 

Ina, No, no, my father! 

Guth, Wouldst thou have me set 
A-foam again ! — Nay. Ina, if I rage, 
'Tis not at thee !— ;Why start away from me ? 
Come back, and cling to me again ! close, close ! 
My child, beloved and only, tell me, tf 
Thou canst, how much I love thee ! 

Otho. Saxon, come. 

Ina. No, no ! 

Guth. How, Ina! 

Ina. Thou didst not repeat 
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Thy order. 

Oath. But I wiU. 

Ina. O, speak to me ! — 
I'm glad tlie fight is o'er. You won it soon ! 
You won it safely, else it were not won ! 
How stood the plume I fasten'd on your crest ? 
Well ! well ! How many eyes were on that plume. 
Tossing, as proud it rode the stormy wave 
Of battle ; still the more majestical. 
The fiercer wax'd the swell ! 

Guth. My child, my child ! 
Ay, every inch my own. — ^When thou wast bom, 
I wish'd a son. I would not give thee now 
For troops of them !— What, Otho ! — 

Ina. Your scarf ! — ^Is't whole ? 
No, no, a rent is here ! Come, take it off. 
False as it is, you shall not wear't again ! 
I'll knit you another, every loop of which 
rU fasten with a spell, that it shall prove 
An amulet against the thrust of spear. 
Or stroke of falchion ! 

Guth. So you shall! You make 
A child of your father ! Otho ! 

Ina. Not a wound ! 
For ever in the thickest of the fight. 
And not a wound ! Thank Odin ! Yet I would 
There were a slight one — for the 'tending on't ! 
No ! no ! and yet in sooth I would there were ! 
I know not what I say ! I prate ! I prate 1 
Thank Odin, you are safe ! 

&uth. My girl! my girl! 
My idle girl ! my fooiisli, loving child ! 
My Ina I What ! and have I won the fight. 
And shalt not thou become the richer fo?t r 
By Odin, but thou shalt ! Come, ask me something ! 
Name me some gift. Come, measure^ if thou canst, 
Thv father's love for thee ! What wilt thou ask ? 
Ask me a kingdom ! Come F 

Ina. No kingdom, father, 
I'd ask of thee — only one little boon. 

Outh. What is't ? Speak out ! 

Ina. Is't granted? 

Guth. By the God ! 
Out with't— What is't ? What little boon is this 
Which only wants the naming, to be thine. 
And yet thou seem'st to lack the breath to name ? 

Ina. Is that a rivet of your armour broke P 
No, no ! 

Guth. And if it were, no blame to it. 
It tum'd an English javelin. At my feet 
The weapon fell: I snatch'd it up again, 
And sent it hissing at its master's head ! 
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Enter Soldier. 

Soldier, This packet found we, Guthrum, in the tent 
Of Alfred. . 

Ghith, Bring'st no tiding:s of himself? 
'Tis certain that he left the field unhurt ! 
Have they retum'd whom in pursuit of him 

Soldier, They have. Three days tliey track'd him; on the 
fourth, 
All trace of him was lost • but, by report. 
Alone — ^without a single follower — 
The royal fugitive pursues his way. 
Broken in hopes, as fortunes. 

Giith. We may chance 
T9 overtake yet, or ligbt upon him. 
Give me the paper. [Takes the packet, and reads. 

Os. Such things I have heard of— anffel forms, 
"Which marie raises — mocking fairest things 
Of earth; but fairer — ^to entrance earth's sons — 
Things they would deem of heaven, thougb found on eartb ! 
Which, once beheld, their helpless functions seize 
With ravishment, that leaves them but the power 
To gaze or listen, till no warning effort 
Of reason, or stronger will avails, to tear 
The charmed sense away ! 

Fdr. Would I were cnain'd 
Again ! Her pity makes his freedom poor. 
That can't awaken it. 

Ghith. [Returning packet.'] It matters not, 
A string of Saxon rhymes ! Can Alfred fignt ? 
Who flourishes the pen so much, can scarce 
Be master of the sword ! He plays the harp. 
As they report-;— the harp ! Give me the strain 
Of the resounding shield ! Come, Ina, name 
The boon thou'dst ask. 

Ina. When thou art happy, wbat 
Most wishest thou ? 

Gutk. That happiness may last. 

Ina. No, no ! not that. Thou wishest others happy. 

Gicth. I do! I do! 

Ina. And so do I. When I 
Am happy, I'd have all things like me — ^not 
That live and move alone, but even such 
As lack their faculties. Then could I weep. 
That flowei-s should smile without perception of 
The sweetness they discourse. Yea, into rocks 
Would I infuse soft sense to fill them with 
The spirit of sweet joy, that everything 
Should thrill as I do ! Then, were I a gueen, 
I'd portion out my reabns among my friends, 
TJnstud my crown for strangers, and my coffers 
Empty in purchasing from foes their frowns. 
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Till I had bonglit them out ; that all should be 
Oue reign of smiles around me ! I am happy 
To-day— to-day ! that brings thee, father, back. 
The hundredth time, in triumph and in safety ! 
This day, that smiles so bounteous upon Ina, 
She'd make to smile e*en upon Ina's foe — 
Let not the Saxon die ! 

Gutk He lives ! — My child ! 
"What makes thee gasp ? 

In^. How near — ^How near to you 
Was death that day ! 'Twas well for Ina that 
Your armour proved so true. She had not else 
A father, now, to ask a boon of, and 
To get it soon as ask'd ! 

Guth. He lives thy slave ! 
Had he been wise, he now were Guthrum's friend. 

Ina. His chains — 

Guth. 'Tis thine to take them off or not. 
What Guthrum gives, he gives ! He is thy slave. 
Come, Saxon, thou art free ! [To Edbic] 

[GuTHKUM and Chiefs go out. 

Edr. Would I were chain*d 
Again. \_Goes out. 

Os. I gaze, and with mj trancM eyes 
Drink magic in. I know it, still I gaze. 
And, yet, can bane reside in aught so sweet ? 
Can poison lodge in that consummate flower, 
Wliich blends the virtues of all blooming things. 
And with the wealth of its fair neighbourhood. 
Enriches very barrenness, that near it 
Grows sightly, e'en, and sweet ? 

Ina. How's this, ray Edith ? 
My wish, obtain'd, 1 tremble to enjoy ! 
I need but speak the word, and he is free ; 
Yet, there I let him stand in shackles stiU, 
Whose chains to doff, were there no other way, 
I'd go in bonds myself .—Sweet, be my tongue ; 
Bid them remove his chains. 

Edith. Unbind him, there ! 

Soldier. My hand is useless, from the fight to-day. 

Ina. Tryyou! 

Edith. \Tryina to take off his chains."] It baffles me ! It hath 
a knack 
I am not mistress of. — ^Will you not try P 

[Ina approaches, and takes off his chains. 
You've done't. — ^Why, what's the matter with you, Ina? 
Hast put his fetters on, that here you stand 
As though bereft of motion ? Rouse thee, Ina ! 

Ina. O, for a minute, Edith, in thy bosom. 
To weep there ! Ay. to weep ! — to shed such tears 
As shower down smiling cheeks, when sudden joy 
Pours in to the o'erfiUing of the hearty 
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That look'd not for't ; and knows not what to do 
With all its treasure ! 

Os. I do feel it stiU ! 
Still do I feel the touch of her fair hand ! 
H9W passing fair ! The driven snow itself 
Might make as white a one ; but then, again. 
As cold, as that is glowing ! Who will loose 
The fetters it puts on ? Or, who that wears them. 
Would sigh for the embrace of liberty ! 
Truth! honour! aU is lapsed. O, for a foe 
To taunt me now ! — 0, tor a flourish of 
The Danish trump ! 

Ina. Saxon, wilt follow us P 

Os. I come, sweet maid ! What am I but your slave. 
To follow, though I leave all else that's bright P [TAep go out. 

END OP ACT I. 



ACT II 

SCENE I. — A wild tract of Country on the border of a Wood. 

Enter Elswith, in tcretched attire, presently followed by 

Conrad. 

Con. No farther! 

Els. Yes! 

Con. Alas, I can no more ! 
My lapsM strength constrains my limbs to play 
The traitor to you ! 

Els. What ! and thou fall off P 
Well ! I am left at last alone ! Old man. 
Think not that Fd upbraid thee. Thanks to thee 
For what thou*st done ; for what thou canst not do 
No blame to thee, but pitv for thee ! More 
I know my desolation is thy loss 
Than mine ! Back, prithee, to the hut we've left ; 
Thou hast strength enough to crawl there. 

Con. What I have 
ril turn to worthier profit. [Makes a violent effort, and 

snatches hold of her roue.'] Oh ! my loved, 
My honoured mistress ! do not tempt these wilds, 
Wnere hu^er turns its aching eyes around 
In vain ! — ^Where prowls, perchance, the savage wolf! 
Where 

Els. Peace !— Talk terror to the dead ! Not less 
Wouldst thou be heeded. I've a heart as dulL 
Except one fear — one hope — ^to find my Alfred, 
Or search for him m vain ! There I'm alive ! 
There, only I Counsel should not come from thee. 
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Whose tongue persiiaded what thy arm enforced. 
Desertion of my child ! whose fate to avert, 
A mother's duty 'twas ; or, else, to share ! 
And now thou'dst urge desertion of his sire ! 
I wonder not thy limos are weak — ^thy heart 
Not in the cause ! and yet it is a king's ! 
But thou'rt his subject only; I'm his wife — 
So doubly bound to him. !back to the hut ! 
They'll take compassion on thee ! Eare thee well ! 

Con. Nay, pause in mercy ! See who comes — alas ! 
Should they be Danes ! — Yon thicket will conceal us — 
For thy own safety ! — Come ! — Alas, the help 
I fain would give, I stand, myself, in ne«d or ! \They retire. 

Enter Edwt, Arthur, and other Saxons, 

Edwp. We've rounded now the forest on the east. 
And, by the sun, our friends should meet us soon, 
Who gurd the other side. A halt, awhile. 

Arth. But should we miss the King — ^if still he lives 
Nor yet is captured, as 'tis rumour'd— He 
May pass our band unknown : by none of us 
Beheld, except at distance, when, of late. 
He marshall'd us, to lead us 'gainst the foe. 

Ei^wiTH rushes forward. 

Ms. Seek ye your king P 

Edwp. Who art thou ? 

Els. Friend, your leader. 
Until you find, him ! 

Arth. She's distracted ! • 

Edwy. Yes. 
It can't be reason's light which shines so fierce 
In her unquiet eye, which misses naught, 
Yet rests on nothing ! 

Els. I command you, Sirs, 
On your allegiance follow me. Obey 
Your queen ! 

Arth. Our queen P 

Edwy. Pshaw, Arthnr, such a queen. 
As frenzy often makes ! Come on ! — Come on ! 
Our friends will mock us, should they chance to reach 
The point agreed upon before us. [FIdwt and party go out. 

Els. Stay ! 

Con. [Appearing, and struggling to advance^ Stay, country- 
men ! It is indeed your queen. 
Alas ! they hear me not ! My tongue hath wax'd 
As feeble as my limbs. [Leans against a tree. 

Els. Why, let them go ! 
They are not half the band, that I have, here, 
In loyalty to my liege wedded lord ! 
With that, I'll seek him, under Heaven's high guard ! 
Yea» though I search the quarters of the foe ! 
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In that find strength— find conrage ! That my food. 

My rest ! Farewell, old man ! Heaven shelter thee ! 

And be thy mistress* guide. [Goes out. 

Con, Stay !— Hear me ! — Stay ! 
m drag my Jimbs along, to follow thee. [Goes out. 



SCENE H,—! Hut, 

Aleeed discovered trimming some arrows, with an unfinished 
bow beside him — ^Maudb hneading flour for cakes, 

Maude. [Aside!] Ay, there he's at his work ! if work be that, 
Which si)areth toil. He'U trim a shaft, or shape 
A bow with any archer in the land ; 
But neither can he plough, nor sow ! — ^I doubt 
If he can dig — ^I am sure he cannot reap — 
He has hands and arms, but not the use of them ! 
Corin! 

Alf. Your will ? 

Maude. Would thou couldst do my will 
As readily as ask it ! Go to the door ; 
And look if Edwin comes. Dost see him P 

Alf. No. 

Maude. Bad omen that ! He*U bring an empty creel ; 
Else, were he home ere now. Put on more wood ; 
And lay the logs on end ! You'll learn in time 
To make a fire ! Why, what a litter's there. 
With trimming of your shafts that never hit 1 
Ten days ago you kill'd a sorry buck ; 
Since when, your quiver you have emptied, thrice. 
Nor ruffled hair nor feather. 

Alf. If the game 
Are scarce ana shy, I cannot help it. 

Maude. Out! 
Your aim, I wot, is shy, your labour scant ! 
There's game enow, wouldst thou but hunt for them ; 
And when you find them, hit them ! What expect'st 
To-day, for dinner ? 

Alf. What Heaven sends ! 

Maude. Suppose 
It sends us nought P 

Alf. Its will be done ! 

Maud. You'd starve? 
So would not I, knew I to bend a bow. 
Or cast a line ! See if thou hast the skill 
To watch these cakes, the while they toast, 

Alf. ru do 

My best. 
Maude. Nor much to brag of, when all's done ! Ipoes out, 
Alf. [solus^. This is the lesson of dependence. Will 

Thankless, that brings not profit ; labour, spum'd. 
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That sweats in vain ; and patience, tax'd the more. 

The more it bears ! — And taught unto a king — 

Taught by a peasant's wife, whom fate hath made 

Her sovereign's monitress. She little knows 

At whom she rails ; yet is the roof her own ; 

Nor does she play the housewife grudgingly. 

Give her her humour ! So ! How stands the account 

'Twixt me and fortune ? — We are wholly quits ! — 

She dress'd me — She has stripped me ! — On a throne 

She placed me — She has struck me from my seat ! 

Nor m the respect where sovereigns share alike 

With those they rule, was she less kind to me — 

Less cruel ! High she fiU'd for me the cup 

Of bliss connubial — She has emptied it ! 

Parental love she set before me too. 

And bade me banquet ; scarce I tasted, ere 

She snatch'd the feast away ! My queen — ^My child ! — 

Where are thej ? 'Neath the ashes of my castle ! 

I sat upon their tomb one day — one night. 

Then, first, I felt the thraldom of despair ! 

The despot, he ! He would not let me weep ! 

There were the fountains of my tears as dry 

As they had never flowed ! To bursting swell'd 

My heart ; and yet no sigh would he let forth 

With vent to give it ease ! There had I sat 

And died — ^But Heaven a stronger tyrant sent — 

Hunger, that wrench'd me from the other's grasp. 

And dragg'd me hither ! This is not the lesson 

I set myself to con ! 

He-enter Matjdb. 

Maude, 'Tis noon, and yet 
No sign of Edwin ! Dost thou mind thy task P 
Look to't ! and when the cakes are fit to turn. 
Call, and I'll come ! 

Alf. I'll turn them, dame. 

Maude. You will? 
You'll break them ! — Know I not your handy ways ? 
I would not suffer thee put finger to them ! 
Call, when 'tis time. You'll turn the cakes, forsooth ! 
As likely thou couldst make the cakes as turn them ! 

IGoes out. 

Alf. So much for poverty ! Adversity's 
The nurse for kings ; — but then the palace gates 
Are shut against her ! — They would, else, have hearts 
Of mercy oft'ner — gems, not always, dropp'd 
In fortune's golden cup. What tnought hath he 
How hunger warpeth honesty, whose meal 
Still waited on the hour P Can he perceive 
How nakedness converts the kindly milk 
Of nature into ice, to whom each cnan^e 
Of season— yea, each shifting of the wmd. 
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Presents his fittinff suit P Knows lie the storm 
That makes the valiant quail, who hears it only 
Through the safe wall, its voice idone can pierce ; 
And there talks comfort to him with the tongue. 
That bids, without, the shelterless despair ? 
Perhaps he marks the mountain wave, and smiles 
So hi^ it rolls ! — ^while on its fellow nangs 
The tainting seaman glaring down at death 
In the deep trough below 1 Let me extract 
Biches from penury ; from suJBferings 
Blessings ; that if I e'er assume aeain 
The sceptre, I may be the more a King 
By being more a man ! 

Maude re-enters, goes towards the fire, lifts the cakes, goa to 
Alfbed, and holds them to him, 

Maude. Is this your care ? 
Ne'er did you dream that meal was made of com ? 
Which is not grown until the earth be ploughed ; 
Which is not gamer'd up until 'tis cut ; 
Which is not fit for use until 'tis ground ; 
Nor usM then till kneaded into bread ! 
Ne'er knew you this ? It seems you never did. 
Else had you known the value of the bread : 
Thought of the ploughman's toil, the reaper^s sweat. 
The miller's laboiu*, and the housewife's thrift ; 
And not have left my barley cakes to bum 
To very cinders ! 

Alf. I forgot, good dame ! 

Maude. Porgot, good dame ! — ^Forgot ! You ne'er forgot 
To eat my barley cakes ! [Knock.'] Open the door ! 

Maude sets the cakes on the table, where she had been kneading 

them; Alfbed opens the door, 

Alf, An aged man ! 

Maude. Come in— [Enter an Old Man.] What want you P 

Old Man. Pood ! 

Maude. Want calls on want, when you look here for food ! 

Old Man. Good dame, to say I have not tasted food 
Since morning yesterday, is not to speak 
My need more urgent than it is. 

Maude. Whate'er 
Thy need, we cannot minister to it — 
Seek richer quarters. 

A^f. Stav ! He's in the gripe 
Of straitest want ! There's food, and give it him ! 

Maude. What! when we've scanty stock for three days 
more ! 

Alf, We breakfasted this morning ; yesternight 
We supp'd, and noon ere then had seen us dine. 
Since yestermom he has not touch'd a meal ! 
Whoe er lacks food, 'tis now his turn to eat. 
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This portion would be mine— ril go withont ! 

Here ! — Here ! — Good dame, the Mnd which gave us that 

Will not more sjparing of its bounty be 

For using thus its gift ! The handf that fed 

So many thousands with what only seem'd 

Provision for a few, can, also, make 

The remnant answer us for many a meal ! 

Old Man. strong in faith ! — In mercy rich ! Whoe'er 
Thou art, that hand is with thee ! Wast thou great. 
And art thou now brought low ? — 'twill make thy fall. 
Thy rise — thy want, abundance— thy endurings, 
Enjoyings — ^and thy desolation, troops 
Of friends and lovers, countless ! Does the storm 
Hold on P Ne'er heed it ! There's the sun behind. 
That, with effulgence, double, sh^ break through. 
And make thee cloudless day ! \_Goe8 out. 

Maude. A poor man's wisn. 
They say, is better than a ricn man's gift. 
If house and lands thou'st lost, I would not say 
But thou mayst get them back again; with roof 
Enlarged, ana acres grown. Yet lands and house 
To come, are not so good as bread in hand. 
And that thou'st given away,— if Edwin speeds 
No better than he did yesterday ! 

A^f. Ne'er fear — 
These arrows when I've trimm'd, and strung this_bow, 
I'll find thee out a gamer in these wilds 
To dress the table still ! 

Maude. I'd rather trust 
A pjBck of barley meal to famish it ! 

Mdvoin \mthout\. What, hoa ! within ! 

Maude. 'Tis Edwin's voice ! 

Bdmn [without]. Within! 
Open the door ! 

Maude. Thank Providence, his hands 
Have something else to do ! ^ ^ [Opens the door. 

Edwin. [Entering loith a 9ach^ Provision, wife ! 
A month's subsistence ! Take it in, and ply 
Thy housewifery ; for friends must eat of it — 
Guests, sure of welcome, who supply the board 
They ask their hosts to spread — ^a g'allant troop 
Of countrymen, for common safetylink'd. 
And wana'ring through the land, with hopes, they say. 
To leam some tidings of their king ; and if 
They find him, list themselves beneath his banner. 
And face the Dane again. [Maude goes ovt. 

A^. [Aiide?^ The land's not lost 
That's left a son to struggle for't ! The king 
That's firmly seated in ms people's hearts— 
His nroper throne — although supplanted, reigns. 

Bwwin. [Going to the door."] In! in ! 
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3iter Egbert, Kenbick, Arthttb, Edwt, Oswald, and 

others, variously armed, 

fJ7. Thanks, friend I 
dicin. No tlianks, good sirs, to me, 
You're guests the frugal'st host might entertain, 
Who cater for yourselves. Sit down ! The board 
Shall soon be cover'd. 

Ifff. And we brin^ a cup 
To cheer it witL with richer beverage 
Than what the fountain yields, replenish'd. Bring 
A flagon, worthy host — 

Ken. [Aside to Arthur.]! Commend him to 
A coverd board and brimmmg cup ! He's fit 
To play the leader there ; — but he s no head 
Tor men like us, that rise betimes from meat. 
And wish for busy hands ! I'm weary on't ! 

Artk [Aside to Kjsnrick.] And so am I! and, trust me, of 
our minds 
Are many more ! 

Ken. To lead a life of shifts 
That we mav dine in safety ! I'll no more on't ! 
Give me a skirmish ! 

Arth. TeU him so ! 

Ken. I will, 
Ere I touch food, again ! [Eetums with Arthur. 

Eg. [To Alfred.] Is it a bow 
You shape P 

Alf, it is. 

Ea. I pray you show it me. [Beckoning Alfred. 

Alf . [Rising and coming forward!] Here. 

Eg, [Struck with the appearance (/Alfred.] I did wrong to 
call you from your seat. 

Alf No wrong is done where none is meant. 

Eg. You make 
The trespass greater, so excusing it I 
Lodge you beneath this roof P 

M I do. 

t [Aside."] I've met 
men whose air and faces almost told 
Their histories, that I could say, " Now this 
Was such, or such, a man — such course of life. 
Or such, pursued— this kind of acts, or that, 
Perform'd." His dress, alone, bespeaks the peasant. 
Change it for e'en the nchest, he would seem 
Ear more, indeed, at home ! 
A(f. You'd see the bow P 

i^. [Mechanically taking, and almost at the same time re- 
turning it. 2 Your pardon! I forgot! I humbly 
thank you f [Alfred returns to his seat. 
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Enter Maude^ mth cakes, which she lays on the table, while one 
ofEGBwajL^aparty enters with a flagon, and sets it down, 

Maude. This bread will serve till more is ready, friends. 

[Goes out. 

f/. Sit down. 
en. Sit down who will. Til not sit down 1 
Arth. Nor I ! 
Osw. Nor I! 

f;. Why ? what's amiss ? 
en. We loathe 
To lead this wary life. The very deer 
Confess the covert irksome, and at thnes 
Betake them to the plain. 

Eg. Not when they hear 
The hunters are abroad ! Sit down ! Sit down ! 

Ken. We'll not sit down, till 'tis determined who 
Shall head the table ! 

Eg. I shall head it ! 

Ken. Ay? 

Edwy. And wherefore shonld he not P 

Ken. Go to ! Go to ! 
You question far too bold for one so yoxmg. 

Edwy. I question in the right, and so am bold 
Par less than thou, that question'st in the wrong ! 

Ken. The wrong ? — Thou'rt but a boy ! 

Edwv. The bov that proves 
Himself a man, does all a man can do. 

Ken. Beware thou dost not prove thyself on me. 
My metal's teraper'd — ^thine, at best, but raw I 
Before thy chin exchanged its coat of down 
For one 9f manlier fashion, I had shown 
A beard in twenty fields ! 

Eg. No more of this ! 
The ^ost by lot is mine. I got it not 
Of mme own choice ; nor, yet, by partial leave. 
It feU to me. It might have fallen to you. 
To him, or him — ^to any one — and then — 
No matter ! If, by fearing to be rash. 
And overshoot the mark, my shaft hath lit 
O'er-short on't, I am content a better bow 
Should lead the game. 

Edwy. It shall not be ! We'll have 
No other leader ! Sides, Sirs, sides ! 

Ken. CJome on ! 
When they've such stomach for't, 'twere strange if we 
Lack'd appetite. Come on ! 

Alf. [Rushing in between them as theyare on the point qf en- 
countering^ Hold ! — Stop !— Which side *s 
The Dane? I stand for England! Can it be? 
You're Saxons all ! What ! Are your foes so few 
You make ones of each other ? Fie, Sirs ! Fie ! 

2 
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Jrtk. [To 'Kev-bichl.'] Who's he? 

Ken. 1 know not. 

Jlf. \_To Kjenkick.] You're a soldier? 

£jen. Yes. 

Mf. Whose sword is that you draw ? 

JCJ». My own. 

Alf. Your country's ! 
You took it, with an oath to use it 'gainst 
Her foes, and do you turn it on her sons ? 
"For shame ! 

AM. Why bear you his rebuke ? 

Alf. [To Arthue.] And you ? 

Arth. A soldier too ! 

Alf, [To Oswald.] And you? 

Osw. The same ! 

Alf. Beneath whose banner shot you arrow last ? 

Arth. and Osw. The king's. 

Alf. And take you aim at the king's liege ? 
As well the king himself ! What ! do you stand 
With grasped weapons still ? Or do you look 
Tor signal nere ?— Old soldier, why is this ? 
Is't thus you use jour battle-temper'd sword? 
Is that the rust of Danish blood upon't ? 
These hacks — are they the thrusts of Danish blades ? 
Ne'er hath it met the foe that master'd it ? 
Ne'er hath it fail'd the friend that call'd upon it ? 
Still did it ^ard thv country while it could ? 
Yet would it back thy kin^, did he command ? 
And wouldst thou tarnish it ? [Kenbick hangs his head. 

The field, the field. 

You drew it last in ? — Ha ! — ^You start at that ! 
Kemember you who won that field ? You do ! 
His shout is in thine ear again ! Thine eye 
Beholds him scattering carnage through the ranks 
Of those that fled ! — The Saxon then was down I— 
What ! tighten you your grasp, tilL with the strain. 
Your weapon trembles ? Keep it for the Dane, 
And put it stainless, up ! 

[Kenbick sheathes his sword — Abthue and Oswald 
unbend their botes — The rest follow the example. 

Eg. [Aside.l What man is this, 
That lacks aUsign and title of command. 
Yet all obey ? 

Edwp. We're friends again ? 

Ken. Content! 

Ikf. A cup, then, to our niaking up. — Sit down. — 
A pledge for concord. Mends — ^Tne jdng ! [Drinks. 

All. The king ! [Drinking successively. 

Eg. I pray you, Edwy, sing those rhymes for us. 
You've strung so well, and we so love to hear. 

Edwy. Right willingly. Though homely be the verse, 
I dare he sworn was ne er more rich in heart. 
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[Sings.'] 

When, circling round the festive board. 

The cup is nll'd the highest ; 
And one and all their love record 

Por him their thought 's the nighest ; 
Who owns the name their lips pronounce. 

While vouching tear-drops spring. Sirs, 
In eyes he does not see ? At once 

rn tell you— Here's " The King," Sirs ! 

When, proud in arms, the nation stood. 

To front the foul invader : 
And England did what England could. 

And fate alone betrayed her ; 
Who was the foremost to advance. 

The first a spear to fling. Sirs, 
The last to qmt the field ? At once 

rU tell you— Here's "The King," Sirs ! 

AndL now, when, o'er the prostrate land. 

The spoUer roams resistless ; 
And Vengeance fears to lift her brand. 

And Hope almost is listless ; 
Whence does the beam of solace glance. 

The song of heart'ning ring. Sirs, 
And promise freedom yet ? At once 

ril tell you— Here's " The King," Sirs ! 

Ef;. Wen sung. 

Edtpp. What's well intended, scarce comes short 
Howe'er performance halts — ^I did mv best. 

Alf. My heart o'erflows ! — I shall oetrav myself ! 
What could my palace boast to vie with this P 
Not for its carved roof would I now exchange 
These rafters, 'neath whose shelter— vanquish' d, stripp'd 
Of crown and sceptre— I am still a king — 
My people's hearts my throne I 

J^. What trumpet s that P 

Artk. [Going to the door.] I'll see. 

Ken. Iknow. 

^. Whose is it P 

Ken. 'Tis the Dane's ! 
I know his flourish well ! Let's out, and meet him ! 

Is't not the Dane ? [To Abthub, who returns, 

Arth. It is ! They're close upon us ! — 
A quick retreat ! — ^Tneir numbers double ours ! 

[All start up except Alfked. 

Alf. No more P 

Arth. No more !— What can we, one to two ? 

[Alfbed rises, looks sternly at him for a moment, and 
goes out hastily, in an opposite direction. 

Eg. Why goes he P 

Arth. For nis safety to provide. 
Let us provide for ours by instant flight. 
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Ken. He's not the man to fly ! My life upon it. 
He'll never turn his back npon the foe ! — 
I told yon so ! [Alfked returns^, armed with sword and target. 
Alf. What distance off 's the Dane P 
Arth. Scarce half a mile by this ! 
Aif. [To himself^ The wood's to pass. 
Unseen we can approach, and set npon them, 
AU nnprepared for us. Divide your band ! 

[They mechanically obey him, alternately looking at 
each other and at Aleked, with an expression qf 
wonder and inquiry. 
Half with your leader go ; and half with me ! 

[Egbert mechanically heads one of the divisions. 
Ours be it to charge ! They're sure to waver. Then 
Our shout your signal be to second us ! 
My bounding heart presages victory ! 
And so I see does yours, old soldier. [To Kenkick.] Come, 
There be our first trust ; and our second here ! 
Say, would you back your king ? — Follow your king ! 

[Alfked and Egbeet go out, the rest enthusiastically 
following. 



SCENE JH.—The Country, interspersed with Wood, 

Enter Oddtjnb, Edgab, Chiefs, and Soldiers. — ^Edgab bearing 

the standard of the Bafen. 

Od. Halt, comrades ! Here we'll take our noon's repast. 
This velvet sward will be our pleasant couch. 
To rest us from our toil. And lose not heart ! 
We'll find our Alfred yet ! What, though our search 
Has hitherto proved vain ? When look'd for least. 
Perchance we 11 light upon him. Fortune's smiles, 
Like fortune's frowns, when once they come, come thick ! 
Our expedition fairly has be^un. 
Fairly proceeded, and will fairly end ! 

Edg. Know you these pjurts ? 

Od. Bight well. You stand in Mercia ; 
Where, as that ag6d lonely man surmised,^ 
A monarch's head beneath a peasant's roof 
Contented shelters. [Shout!] Hark ! the cry of onset ! 
From thence it comes ! Guard you the spoil I The rest, 
That choose it, follow me ! 

[Oddtjne and Saxons go out — ^Edgajk and Saxons remain, 

Edq. Hie after them, 
And bring me wordVnat's passing. If the Dane. 

[Soldier ^otf«<w^. 
My life upon't, again he bites the dust ! [Shcmts, 

Another shout ! The contest 's close at hand ! 
I hear the clashing of their weapons, — ^Well P 

[Soldier re-enters. 



ALFRED THE GEEAT. 199 

Soldier. The Dane is overthrown! Our countrymen 
Alone achieved the victory ! He fled. 
Ere full we came in sight. Some man of note 
Is added to our band, for soon as met 
Our mighty chief embraced him ! 

Enter Oddune, Alfeed, Egbert, and Party, toith ODDimE*s 

follomng. 

Od. Countrymen, 
Behold your king ! 

Alf. Kise ! rise ! my gallant friends. 
We're brothers struggling in one common cause. 
And by Heaven's high appointment haply met ! 

Od. Haply indeed ! Thus at your feet I lay 
The standard of the Dane ! 

[Takes the Danish standard from Edgar and lays it 
at AjJFB£j)'sfeet, 

Alf. What ! more success ! 
My faithful Earl ! what chance has brought thee hither ? 
Wnence comest thou ? 

Od. Erom my castle, which the Danes 
Beset, commanded by the brother chiefs 
Hinguar and Hubba, by whose sister's skill 
Was wrought that standard, call'd their fatal Rafen ; 
Whose ominous device, they idly feign'd, 
Upon the eve of victoiy would flap 
Its magic-woven wings. It seem d, indeed. 
As if death rode upon them, marking us. 
His prey ; for famme pUed us worse witnia, 
Than e'en the foe without. But 'twas a friend. 
Severe, to do us good ! Despairing succour. 
And all munition gone, at night we made 
A sally, all resolved to cut our way 
Through the enemy, or perish sword in hand ! 
The Dane was unprepared— before our march 
Startled his ear, our swords were at his hresst I 
My Hege, you may believe, the weapons, which 
Despair first drew, were wielded now by Hope ; 
Escape was certain ; but would he escape 
Whom danger woo'd with chance of victory ? 
We fought for it ; and won it ! 

Alf. Pair exploit ! 

Oa. Of fairer yet, the news of our success, 
My Mege, gives nope. Such numbers throng'd to us 
Upon our march, the handful, that I thought 
To greet you with, has swell'd into a host-- 
Brave volunteers, whose pay's the leave to serve ! 
My liege, your queen and!^ son ? 

Alf. Oddune, forbear ! 
The Dane has buried them— They sleep beneath 
The ruins of thy master's castle, m 
The flames of which they perish'd, Oddune 1 Erom 
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A dying follower I leam'd it ! Leam'd, 
That treason led the accursed assailants on ! 
If lips that speak for the last time, speak truth, 
Ednc has proved a traitor ! Queen and child. 
Except my country, OdduneJThave none — 
That, now, is Alfred's all ! — ^His all. for which 
Alone he cares to live ! Now, could we leam 
The state and numbers of the enemy, 
A blow mieht soon be struck— Oddune ! — 

Od. My liege. 

Alf, [Ta himself^ No— that were doubtful— Oddune, 

Od. Well, my liege P 

Alf. [To himself. \ And so were that ! 

Od. My liege, you spoke just now. 

Alf. Anon, my Oddune ! Make the attempt myself P 
Yes I life and empire on this cast Til stake ! 
But how provide myself P There is a place 
In the glen, where, of its shaggy vesture scant. 
Its sides stand bare, and their huge ribs expose 
Of solid rock ; so ffiddy steep withal. 
That down direct from the precipitous verge 
You many fathoms look.— There nave 1 mark'd 
A lonely wight at the bottom couch'd, with harp 
Playing to the idle echoes by the hour, 
Acimirmg how they mock'd nim — I will use 
That harp !— will use it to expel the foe. 
That thrust its master from the shining hall 
To the dim cavern-cell ; spill'd his heap'd dish— 
O'ertum'd his cup, from all sides runnm^ o'er. 
And cast him, with that golden song of his. 
To roots and water, — ^Edwy, speak with me ! 
Wilt be awhile companion to thy king. 
Though to share danger with him P 

Emy. To share death. 

Alf. Your hand ! My friends, our country must be free ! 
My trusty Oddune, wonder not, although 
You've found your king, to lose him for a time. 
This list of trusty chiew, with whom, through means 
I need not name to thee, I have kept up 
Intelligence, will show thee whom to warn 
Of thy success. Summon them to repair 
To Selwood forest, there to meet theur king. 
There shall we meet again, my gallant friends ! 
Your hands, my chiefs ! Soldiers, our hearts embrace ! 
rareweU ! Be strong in hope ! The land's not lost 
Thaf s left a son resolved to do her right ; 
And here are troops of sons, and loyal ones ! 
Confirm the stirring spirit of the time 
Till it o'erspread the realm ; the which, throughout. 
With swiftest expedition bear the call 
That to her rescue rouses those that love her ! 
Strong in her children should a mother be ! 
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Shall ours be helpless that has sons like ns P 
God save our native land, whoever pays 
The ransom that redeems her ! — ^though the king ! 
There king and subject side by side shall stand ! 
Stand by your king, your king will stand by you ! 

[Alfred and Edwt ffo out, Oddune and tie others 
severcUlif, 

Em) OF ACT n. 



ACT III. 

SCENE l.—The inside of Gnthrum's Tent. 

Enter Guthb-tjm and Edmc. 

Guth, I swear a royal booty ! Thou hast done 
Great service to the Dane. With these supplies 
No need to forage. Here we'll sit at ease. 
And rest us from the war. 

Edr. No rest for me ! 
Ear richer holds than those which I surprised 
And plunder'd, at my master's feet shall lay 
Their treasure and munition. 

Guth. At thy friend's ! 
Call me not master ! Call me father ! Think 
To thy first expedition what we owe !— 
The capture of the royal Saxon's son, 
The heir of Alfred! 

Edr. Would his queen, as well. 
Were now within thy power ! — ^But she escaped. 
Or perish'd in the flames. 

Guth. Come, Edric ! — speak ; 
What shall I mve thee to reward the love. 
That so hath labour'd to enrich me ?^ Come, 
Ask what thou wilt, by Odin it is thine. 

Edr. Thou badest me call thee father. With the leave 
Give me the right to hail thee by that title. 
I ask thy daiignter's hand. 

Guth. I give it thee. 
Seek her. and bring her hither. 

Edr. Eor that boon 
Command my blood ! Ay, every drop of it. [Goes out. 

Enter Haldane. 

Hcd. My Lord, a Saxon minstrel is without : 
The string he touches with a master's hand ; 
And as he plays, a youth that waits upon him. 
Sings to his harp rare tales of love and war 
As ever gladden d ear ! 
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Gitth, Condnct him hitlier. 

PBUldane ffoes out, and returns with Alpred, fol- 
lowed by Edwy. Guthrum, who had sat doum, 
struck by the deportment of kLYK&D. rises, 

Onih. Ha ! who art thou ? What art thou r 

Alf. Pm the bard. 
The son of fantasy, 

Whose world's o' the air— to mortal vision else 
Impdpable — a paragon to this ! — 
Where he communes with forms, whose radiancy 
Outshines the lustre of earth's fairest things ! 
Whose title, from above, earth can't confer 
Or t^e away ! whose smile is coveted 
By beauty — valour — ^their bright mirror, where 
They see themselves more bright ! whose tributaries 
Are kings themselves ; whose gorgeous state but serves 
To swell his strain, that doth emblazon them 
Beyond their deeds or titles ! 

Guth. Well replied; 
I like thy answer better, that 'tis bold ! 
Sit down, sit down. — ^A sample of your skill. — 
Thou spokest of beauty now, — What canst thou say 
In praise of it ? 

Alf. [To himself^ Thanks to the tender hand 
That guided me to con the minstrel's lore. 
And treasure't in my heart ! 

Guth, Let's taste thy skill. 

Alfred. 

Wouldst thou know what beauty is ? 

Beauty is the queen of sighs ! 
Not a heart but owneth this. 

Proud or humble, light or wise. 
Crowned goblets some desire ; 

Some to see the banquet spread ; 
Some prize shining gold ; and higher 

Value some the shining deed ; 
Safety's deem'd a gem by some; 

Danger, some a jewel call ; 
Some to power desire to come ; 

But beauty is the prized of all ! 
Well the Bard her praise may sing — 

Of his soul-entrancing lyre. 
She commands the master-string. 

That which lends it all its fire ! 
Wanting which he could not sing — 
Bhymeless, numberless, might be. 
Nor e'er had won a name for deathless minstrelsy. 

Outh. Eight weU thou provest thy title to thy name. 
What does the youth that waits upon thee P 

Alf. Sing, 
The while i play. 
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Gvth. We'll hear him at the banquet. 
Thou art not old-7-and, yet, thou look'st not young ; 
Thy brow with wisdom graver than with years — 
rd talk with you; for great, unless I err. 
Your skill in lore, we little care to search 
Whose school *s the battle-field. Attend me ! Gome. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE n. — A sequestered rural spot near the Camp, 

Enter Ina {leMng Ethelbed), Edith, and Boy, 

Edith, Your little charge is a fair healthful plant. 
Whose thriving looks bespeak your careful tending. 
How strong is infancy in its helplessness ! 
Of all that dwelt within the hold where he 
Was found, no soul, they say, was spared but him, 
Howe'er they pray'd for mercy ! 

Ina. Little praise 
To him that saved him ! Edric's treacherous heart 
Can own no touch of mercy ! Know you not 
The boyis Alfred's son ? His hold it was. 
Which JEdric with my father's host beset. 
When found the chief this boy. Gro on before. 
We'll follow you ; and mind you spare no pains 
To humour him. [To Boy, who goes out with Ethelbed. 

I should not love thee, boy : 
Thy race is Ina's bane ! 

Edith, Why say'st thou so ? 
The Saxon loves thee, Ina. 

Ina. Loves me P 

Edith. Yes ! . 
What, though his passion is not on his tongue ; 
His heart is full of it. It speaks in sighs — 
Love's proper words. Ne'er plainer spoke to ear ! 

Ina. Najr, tell me not. His heart is stone to me ! 
He sighs ! but 'tis for freedom ! 

Edith, 'Tis for you ! 
How love is blind to what it pines to see ! 
You think him stone : belike so thinks he you. 
Couldst see thyself, tnou wouldst at once see him ! 
Your eyes, at parting, that strain after him. 
At meeting, feast on any other thing ; 
Your tongue, that, when he hears not, rings with him. 
In his hearing's noteless, as it ne'er Knew sound. 
Eor too strong love, his love 's accounted none. 

Ina. I tell thee, no ! His thoughts abide not here. 
They're with his countrymen, some daughter fair 
Of whom he loves — not Ina. — Be it so ! 
The cheek I love shall smile, though not on me ! 
The bird, I'd keep with me I will let go, 
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And free from bondage tliat would kill with doating. 
He's free — ^My father gives him liberty. 

Edith. And what for thee ? 

Ina. To die. like a poor flower 
That lives with only gazing on the snn ; 
But from her radiant lord too long shut out 
By the cold cloud, in silence hangs her head. 
And dies a smiling death ! 

Edith, He comes. 

Ina, Alas, 
For the last time ! 

OswiTH enters, perceiving Ina. 

Os, Still, still, my treacherous steps 
Betray me^ leadmg me to what I'd snun ; 
Yet what is ever present to my thought 
Why fears my eye to see ? My thraldom 's full— 
If 'tis enchantment, better to enjoy 
The fatal sweetness of the powerral spell 
I strive in vain to break ! 

Ina. Saxon, thou'rt free. 

Os. Recall thy words ! 

Ina. I speak my father's will. 

Os. Why does he give me liberty ? 

Ina. Because 
His Ina begg'd the boon. 

Os. Why did she so ? 
Would she had begff'd my death ! I did not ask 
For freedom • — thraldom was more kind to me. 
Which chain d me unto that I ought to fly. 
But fain would cling to ! Honour did not swerve 
That was constrain'd to look upon its bane \ 
And if it look'd till it forgot itself, 
'Twas its mischance — ^not crime. — ^Now, if it falls. 
It falls of its own will ! maid, too fair ! 
Help me to 'scape the ruin thou hast wrought ! 
Think — ^think — Ms an apostate kneels to thee ! 
Instruct thy melting eye to flash with scorn — 
Teach thy sweet tongue harsh indignation's note — 
Erect thy form with dread severitv — 
Till, like a seraph, sterner in thy frown 
For what thou look'st and breath'st of beauteous heaven. 
Thou awest me into virtue ! 

Ina. Wouldst thou be free. 
Thou art so ! 

Os. Am I ? Lady, there are bonds. 
The wearing which endears them to tne slave. 
So that he hugs them — would not be set free ! 
Free me from these ! 

Ina. What bonds? 

Os. E'en such, as not 
Our limbs imprison, but the things that rule them — 
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Our thonglits and wills — as coil about our hearts. 
And keep their hold, when links of steel were wax. 

Ina. Hethinks I have a guess what bonds you mean ! 
Are they not heavv ones when worn, alone. 
But light when otters share them ? Is it so ? 
Hadst thou such pju^nership, wouldst thou be free ? 
I would not, so had I ! 

Os, It cannot be ! 
Half she reveals her heart, and veils her eyes. 
Do her veil'd eyes unveil the other half ? 
Am I so bless' cL so cursed, as to be loved ? 
Nay, then, 'tis late I'd cope with, and must yield ! 
Oh, to have fallen in battle ! — to have fallen 
When honour was my mistress ! — ^to have fallen 
When in her radiant eye I drew my sword. 
And deem'd my life a stake not worth a thought 
To venture for her smile ! — ^when wooing her, 
I strode more blithely through the battle-field. 
Than e'er I bounded down the festive hall ! 

Ina. What makes thee wish for death ? 

Os. The dread to lose 
What was my more than hfe ; but now seems poor — 
Like to be cast away, since I have found 
A good I covet more than life and it ! 

Ina. What dost thou covet so ? 

Os. Thee, lady, thee ! 
Thou art that good of value paramount 1 
Oh, to have met thee with a neart at large ! 
No solemn debt — ^no knotted tie upon it ! 
Free to be all thy own — ^to render thee 
Its whole of love, hope, honour, loyalty — 
One large, unbroken, everlasting ^ift — 
The hand which now, in doubtful joy, I take — 
How had I caught in tranced ecstasy. 
And kneeling, laid the offering at thy feet ! 

Enter Edric. 

Edr. Let go that hand ! 'Tismine! 

Os. What fire is this. 
That like the lightning darts through me, and feels 
As all-consuming ! — Thine ! 

Ina. Believe mm not. 
Oswith. believe him not— believe the maid 
That all forgets herself with thought of thee. 
Casts off the bashful 'tire of virginhood. 
And, unenforced, confesses she's thine own ! — 
The eyes turns on thee she would still avert. 
And lets thee see them, though they stream with love ! — 
Calls on thee with the tongue that ne'er till now 
Betray' d her secret, to receive 't for thine ! 
Believe him not, he sports with thee ! — Thy heart 
Is not more surely seated in thy breast. 
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Than is thy image lodged in Ina's heart — 
Not more the spring of life to thee, than that 
Is life itself to Ina ! 'Eore the world 
Will I proclaim me thine, and cleave to thee! 
But plight me faith for faith. 

Os. I do, sweet maid ! 

Edr. [Drawing his sword ^ My right's a bar, which thou 
must first remove ! 

Os, Thy right! What right? [Half drawing his sword. 

Ina. Give me the hand that grasps the sword, and grasp 
My hand, instead ! Thou'rt nunc f Thy hand — thy arm — 
Thy all are mine ! My all I have given for thee ! 
Paid down for thee a virgin's heart, that ne'er 
Before in love was bartered. Give me thy hand ! 
Or thqu'rt the falsest, most forsworn of men, 
Breaking the vow that scarce hath left thv hps ; 
And I'm the poorest, most abused of maids ! 
Give me thy hand ! Nay, an thou wilt not, thus 
Upon thy arm I'll hang, and be thy shield. 
Taking the blows upon my fearless breast. 
That threaten wound to thine. 

Os. [Taking his hand from his sword^ Thy right? What 
right ? 

Edr. Dost wish to leam ? Such as the bridegroom daims — 
As makes the lover bless his stars, and gives 
Fulfilment of his long-enduring hopes — 
As turns his blissful dreams to substances. 
So rich, past credence, still he thinks he areams — 
Asks if he wakes— believes it — doubts it— sickens 
Lest day prove night, and truthful morning come. 
And in his very arms his treasures fade ! 

Os. [Half drawing his sword again.^ A bridegroom's right ! 

Ina. That right is thine alone ! 

how thy frame with fearful passion shakes ! 
While thy full orbs strain on tny countryman. 
With deadly purpose fraught ! Turn them on me ! 
Read who is ina's bridegroom in her face ! 

See whom her eyes with fondness strain upon. 

As thine on him with hate ! O what a fee 

Thou mak'st me pay for that which costs thee nought ! 

1 call thee lord— if that contents thee not. 
Why then the dearer name of husband take, 
And give me in exchange, an only look ! 

Os. [To 'Edbic.'] Explain thy words. 

Edr. The service I have done 
The Dane, he bids me name requital for ; 
And by his God he binds himself, whate'er 
The boon, to grant it. Ina was the boon. 

[OswiTH draws his sword, 

Ina. List to me, Oswith — Oswith— by thy love ! — 
My father's oath has made me his ! Hear mine ! 
By Odin, I'll be bride to none but th<y ! 
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E&r. Force will exact what frowardness denies ! 

Os, And thou oouldst wed the bride that loathed thee ? 

E&f. Yes. 

Os, Put up thy sword. Td whisper thee. [They whisper, 

Ina, Sav it out. 
Thy breath is mine ! More than her own it feeds 
Thy Ina's life ! O, 'tis a treacherous breath. 
To play the traitor to its mistress thus ! 
Speak out, I say ! Thou heed'st me not ! False Mend ! 
Friend cruel and unfair, that gives me nought. 
Whilst Igive all to him ! 

Edr. "lis welL [Goes out. 

Ina. 'Tis ill ! 
Not half so plain thy gleaming brandish'd sword 
Could threaten death, as doth thy flashing eye I 

Os. Ina, thy fears are causeless. Prithee hence. 
Back to the camp ; whilst I revolve the means 
Shall bring the course of our now thwarted loves 
To prosperous issue. 

Ina. I'll revolve them with thee ; 
And thou shalt find how thrifty woman's wit, 
When set to work by love 1 

Os. My Ina! — Love! 
Bride !— Wife !— for wedded they whom love has join'd— 
I'd be alone. 

Ijia. I will not leave thee ! CJome! 
We'll go to the camp together, 

Os. Sweet ! my way 
Lies this way. 

Ina. So does mine. then. 

Os. Nay, farewell ! 

Ina. You leave me not ! I'll cling to thee till death 
Disjoins us ! Drag me if thou wilt, I'll ne'er 
Let go my hold ! Oh was there ever maid 
So lost for love ! that knelt — ^that bent the knee — 
Pleaded her cause with her bold tongue — paid tribute. 
Large as her eyes could furnish, of her tears 
To an unheeding lover, deaf to ner, 
And scarce confess'd an hour ! 

Be-enter Edric. 

Edr. Was it for this 
Thou sent'st me hence ? to give thee pause for dalliance I * 
Traitor! 

Os. Ha! 

Edr, Coward! [Both draw. 

Enter Guthrttm: and Altbed. 
Giith, Hold ! forbear ! Who stirs, 
There's not another step 'twixt him and death ! 
How is this ? — ^I deem'd you friends ! — Your cause of quarrel? 
Ina, my child ! what share hast thou in't ? What ! 
Dost turn from me ? [Angrily. 
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Ilia. My father! 

Guth, There ! there ! there ! [Premng her to him. 

Did I speak roughly to thee ? Silly fawn. 
Startled at but a sound ! Art thou in tears P 
It does concern thee, then ?— How P — Ina, speak ! 
Dost hear me P Answer, girl I Well ; never heed. 
You would if you could ! No matter ! Noble Edric, 
Declare the cause of (quarrel to thy friend. 

Ina, Thou'rt not his friend ! Call not thyself his friend ! 

Gnth. My Ina, but I must ! and so must thou — 

Ina. Never! 

Guth, What's that ! — ^My child, beware ! You know 
I brook not thwarting !— must not be gainsaid ! 
Call him thy friend ! Come ! Show me thou'rt my child ! 
My flesh ! my blood ! that owe themselves to me. 
And should be subject to me ! Wilt not speak P 
Take counsel ! Something 's rising in my heart 
That bodes not good to thee ! Once more I say, 
Besist me not ! Submit ! Call him thy friend. 
Art silent still P Now, minstrel, prove thou'rt wise ! 
I found thee so when we discoursed of peace ! 
Of war ! — ^the duties subjects owe to kings. 
And kings to subjects. N^ow propound the means 
Behoves a father take, who would untie 
A wilful daughter's tongue ! 

Alf. Force but subdues 
The weak ; but, with the strong, 'tis met by force. 
Was never found the noble nature yet 
That crouch'd before a frown ! 'Tis sway'd with smiles. 
Chiding her nature thou but chid'st thy own ! 
She's tny soul's bright and fair reflecting glass ! 
But looK at her ! Sits not thy upper Hp — 
All manly as it is, and bold, to hers — 
More proudly firm upon thy nether one, 
Tlian hers upon its fellow ! Vauntest thou. 
As only late thou didst, rebuke with thee. 
Given as rebuke, ne'er mended failing yet P 
Then is thj boast her pardon ! Give me favour 
For speakmg thus my thought. 

Guth. Thou dost my wish. 
I like thy frankness ! Yes ; I see ! You're right ! 
She's all her father's child ! Come to me, Ina ! 

[She rushes into his arms. 
What wouldst thou do for me P 

Ina. Aught that I could. 

Gittk. Ah, there my Ina speaks ! I like thee thus ! 
Thus Ina, when thou hang'st upon my neck. 
And gazest in my face ! My Ina, list ! 
I'll tell thee wherefore I would have thee call 
The Saxon friend, I've sworn to give thee to him. 

Ina. Without my heart P What, father, ^ve my hand 
Without my heart P Not so wouldst thou give thine. 
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And make a lea^e of friendship with thy hand 
Thy heart protested 'gainst ! And what were that. 
Compared to one of love ? — a league of friendship. 
That barr'd a friend out, and enclosed a foe ! 
Wouldst thou do that P Thou wouldst not give a smile 
Without thy soul's consent. And wouldst thou have 
Thy Ina give her hand without her heart P 

Guth. Dread Odin has my oath ! 

Ina. So has he mine ! 

(hith. What hast thou sworn P 

Ina. Eternal truth to love ! 

Guth, Thou dost not know the passion? But thou dost ! 
'Tis clear ! I see too sure thou art its thrall ! 
Upon thy cheek his crimson pennon waves ! 
Thy downcast eyes pay homage to his sway ! 
Thy heaving breast oy its commotion shows 
The conqueror is within ! I see his power 
Confess'd in every fibre of thy frame ! 
Whom dost thou love ? Who has lit up this flame ? 

Ina. [Kneeling^ Thou, father, thou; whose fondness for 

Would sketch for her the man thou'dst have her wed ; 

How he should be among his peers in rank — 

And that the first — without a peer in worth ! 

Most brave ! — most true ! — ^most generous ! — ^most good ! 

Fit to be challenger of all the noble field. 

In all achievements of supreme renown ; 

And bear the palm from aU ! Nor yet to lack 

Those qualities of visage, and of form, 

Which to these other richer graces join'd. 

Make the consummate man ! But that 1 saw 

My father such a man, I should have deem'd 

A phantom 'twas he drew for me ; for ne'er. 

Except in him, saw I embodied wealth 

Of so rare worth— until I saw it there ! [Poiniing to Oswith* 

Guth. What's this to me P 

Ina. The being of thy child — 
Thy Ina!— thy dear Ina ! — ^who forgets 
Her father 'tis she's kneeling to, as though 
He were a stranger to her • but, now, leaps 
Into his bosom ! Oh, I'd like to see 
The harm could reach me here ! 

Giith. The Saxon dies ! 

Ina. No! no! 

Guth. He spum'd the proffer of his life. 
When forfeit to the God! 

Ina. Nay hear me! 

Guth. Spum'd 
My friendship ! Guthrum's friendship ! 

Ina. No! 

Guth. He did! 
I loved him, though my foe, because I mark'd 
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His prowess in the fight ! I could have thought 
The Grod himself had tum'd against his sons, 
And, angry, sided with their enemies ! 
He was my captive ! He had bled to Odin I 
I Toroffer'd him my friendship, would he make 
Alliance with the Dane, to snatch him from 
The altar ; and he si)um'd me ! Ay ! refused 
The hand of a victorious king, through faith 
To an uncrowned fugitive ! He did! 
I spared him at my child's beseeching ! He 
That spum'd the parent, now would win the child I 
He dies ! 

A!/. [Aside to Gutkrtjm:.] Thy Ina dies ! See, how she 
hangs. 
Half dead, a&eiady on thy shoulder ! Much 
Thou lov'st her ! If none other calls thee father. 
Beware thou art not childless ! 

Guth. Am I in the wrong ? 
Demand I more than is a father's due ? 
What is her life, but portion of my breath ? 

Alf. A portion thou'dst give all thy breath to save ! 

Ghith. Thou sayest right. 

Alf. A portion, too, which she 
Would render up, not only to save thine, 
But let thee breathe with ease ! 

Guth. Thou sayest right ; 
Yet bows she not her fancy to my will 

Alf. She cannot. 

Guth. How? 

Alf. You ask ; and you have loved ! 

Guth. How know you that ? 

Alf. Who has not felt the flame ? 
Your passion was repaid. 

Guth. How know you that ? 

Alf. How know I that ? Erom nought but mutual love 
A flower, consummate rich like that, could grow. 
Where fairest things that harmonize unite ! 
E'en such a skin should such a mould incase. 
To such a heart, be casket such a mould ; 
Such lineaments compose the beauteous lace. 
Of such a neck that makes its graceful seat ! 
And skin, and mould, and heart, and face be served 
By such a minstrel as that tuneful tongue ! 
This speaks the mingling of accordant nearts, 
ITirobbinff in fervent umty ; that one 
No thought, no wish, no hope, no joy can lodge, 
But finds its fellow at the other's core ! 

Guth. Minstrel, thou'rt right ! Deep does thy wisdom search! 
Her mother, Eva, was my only love. 
As I was hers ! Though daughter of my foe. 
She left her father, friends, land, faith, and all, 
To foUow me. She did !— She did ! 
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Alf, And that's 
Her child, in whom, the passion that bless'd thee, 
Thou'dst turn into a curse ! 

Guth. I like not that ! 
Thou makest too bold to say I'd curse my child ! 

Alf, Look at her ! 

Guth. Thou art right ! Say on ! Say on ! 
Yet Where's the profit ? Win me Odin's ear. 
And move the God to give me back mv oath ! 
Thou but perplexest me ! Since thou rt so wise. 
Show me the way not to forswear myself; 
And yet not keep my oath ! 

Alf. Two oaths the God 
Has register'd ; one only can be kept. 
Which ne accepts, the God himself decide. 
You say he rules the sword ; then to the sword 
Entrust the cause, and these the terms of strife — 
Who masters first his adversary's sword 
And yet not sheds his blood, be his the maid ! 

Os. Content ! 

Edr. Content! ^ 

Ina, Oswith, this chain's of gold, 

[Still leaning on her fathet. 
That never knew alloy— cunningly wrought — 
An amidet, that ever faithful guards 
The wearer's wishes. Hang it round thy neck, 
Thy Ina's fate goes with it ! Proves it false. 
Drop it into the grave where I shall lie. 
Ere, bv its treachery, thy rival thrives ! 

Guth. And Edric, thou receive this ring from me. 
The hand that wears it, holds its weapon true. 
If faithful to the Dane, as thou to me ! 

Alf I have a rin^, a charmed bauble too. 
Power to the hand it graces, does it give. 
O'er falsehood to prevail. 'Tis his who'll take it — 
But who would wear it, and its virtue prove. 
Must first aflSnn he owns a loyal heart — 
TYue to the king that first his homage claim'd. 
The land that gave him birth— Wut take it, thou? 

[To Edbic. 

Edr. The ring I'll trust is this I now put on. 
The guard of my good sword ! 

Alf. Wilt take it thou ? [To Oswixn. 

Os. Though to the kin^ I'm true 
That first my homage claim'd — true to the land 
That gave me birth ! vet more, than true to these. 
The thrall of love, I dare not take the ring ! 

Alf Show me thy hand — my countrvman ! — ^'Tis on ! 
'Tis a true hand — for ne'er would fit tne ring 
Disloyal finger yet. Look at it well I 
Lo ! speak I not the truth ? 

Os. iBecognisinff Alpked.] My liege ! 

p 2 
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Alf. Beware! 
In whose but a true subject's hands would place 
A king his life. Be of ^ood heart ! No doubt 
Palsy thy arm ! The wishes of thy love, 
Thy Jong, are with thee ! Heaven be with thee too ! 

Guth. Away ! I'll follow you ! and see myself 
This bloodless trial made [Oswith and Edeic go out. 

Here minstrel, take 

My child ! Support her ! Cheer her to abide 
The issue of their strife. {^Goes out 

Alf. [Supporting Ina.] Fair maiden, take 
The minstrel's word, thy lover wins the game ! 
Thy fears are wrongs, where wrong thou least wouldst do ! 
Doubt on thy champion did another cast, 
How would disdain arouse thy languid lip ; 
Colour thy frozen cheek from snow to flame ; 
And the expired lustre of thine eye 
Re-kindle till it lighten'd ! Maiden, list ! 
The hand's best smew ever is the heart ! 
Thy lover's is the sound one ! Think of that ! 
That's right ! Look up ! Take courage ! Oswith throws 
His brand away, and grapples Edric's ! Ha ! 
Keep thy hold, Edric, if thou canst ! A child's — 
An infant's— is it to thy rival' sgrasp ! 
Look on thy lover, maiden ! His chiefs eye 
Upon him, double is a vassal's strength ; 
what then the lover's, in his mistress' eye. 
That strives for victory, and she the prize r 
He sees thee ! Mark you, how his frame distends. 
As though with superhuman vigour fraught. 
At his good angel's sight ? "Wave, maiden fair. 
Wave your white arm to him ! 'Twere ten times worth 
A royal pennon in a monarch's hand. 
Cheering the champion of his challenged crown ! 
You seel You see ! Now puts he forth his might ! 
Edric gives way ! He faints ! His limbs are wax. 
Wrestling with limbs of steel ! He falls ! His sword 
Waves o'er his head, in noble Oswith's hand. 
Hold up ! Nay. gasp not ! It were wrong to die, 
Slain by thy gallant lover's victory ! 

Enter Guthritm, leading Oswith. 

Guth. There, Saxon, take my child ; but thou'rt my thrall. 
Thou must not bear her hence ! 

Alf. He should not !— Guthrum, 
Where'er I speak of thee I'll give thee out 
Indeed a royal chief ! Farewell ! 

Guth. Not yet. 
Bv Odin, thou shalt join our feast ! I say 
Tnou shalt not go ! I like thy company ! 
I'd hear thy harp again ! Come ! Follow all. [They go out. 



AL7BED THS GBEAT. 213 

Be-enter Edeic. 

Edr. Foil'd, but not yet o*ercome. The baffled foe 
That will not turn a friend, is like to prove 
A deadly one ! Oswith has won the maid. 
But not possessed her vet ! I'll mar his love ! 
That minstrel is not wnat he'd seem ! Me 
He shuns ! — communes with Oswith ! — Oswith knows him ! 
Some man of note — a prize to Guthrum — ^which 
If Oswith lets escape^ ne wronog the Dane ! 
Hence, will I work his ruin ! To the banquet ! 
rU watch their every movement ; and unmask him, 
Though I should tear the visor from his face ! \Goes out. 

END OP ACT in. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE 1,—The inside of Guthrum' s Tent. 
GuTHETTBi, Oswith, Ina, Chirfs, Ai*feed, Edwy, ^e. ^. 

Enter Edric. 

Guth. Come Edric, though not Fortune's friend, thou'rt 
mine. 
Why didst thou stay behind ? Sit by me, Edric. 
Look to the minstrel ! — See that his goblet's full! — 
Let it o'erflow — See to't ! 

Os. You feast not, love. 

Ina. No more do you. 

Os. I do not care to feast. 
When the heart banquets, viands are pass'd by ! 

Edith. [Entering.'] Your little Saxon favourite wants you, 
Ina. 
He clamours for you, nought can quiet him. 

Ina. Nay. try and soothe him. If he baffles thee, 
Why bring nim hither, then ! [Edith goes out. 

Guth. Come, strike your harp ! 
We'd hear a strain ; and prithee let it be 
A warlike one. The triumph of the Dane — 
Cast thou play that ? 

Alf. Accursed be the bard 
That sings his country's shame ! Her glory, chief, 
I'U sin^ ! My harp hath often runff with it ! 
Shall rmg again ! Or if the theme be done. 
The strings, which many a year my hands have kiss'd, 
I'll tear from their loved frame, though as they snap 
My heart-striuM break, and I partake the ruin ! 

Guth. By Ooun, but thou'rt bold ! I like thee for't. 
Play what thou wilt. Well ! what's to be the strain P 
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Alf. The downfall of Cadwallon. 
Guth. What was he ? 
AJf, The Saxons' foe, 

kLSK&nplayB while Edwt nngi. 

Cry, ciT to the eagle, her feast is prepared ; 

Cadwallon the Lion'nis falchion has bared ! 

Ten thousand spears dance to his trumpet's song, 

As his march in thunder rolls along ! 

Does she hear ? Will she come ? Is she hurrying down ? 

All's ready, and waiting for her alone ! 

But the might's with the ri^ht, 

•From the cloud breaks the light ; 
And the head, high at morning — ^may lie low ere the night ! 

But why does the Saxon, Oswald, kneel ? 
Is't for his prayers he is dressed in steel P 
And wherefore kneel his Saxon bands ? ^ 
Do they pray with their weapons in their hands P 
Or are they contented to banquet the guest 
Cadwallon the Lion has call'd to his feast P 

But the miffht's with the right, 

From the cloud breaks the fight ; 
And the head, high at morning — may ue low ere the night ! 

Not long did the Saxon kneel— He arose 

With a shout that made leap the bold hearts of his foes ; 

And on he rush'd, and down he bore 

The spears that hunted him. before : 

And the trumpet that sounded the nrst for the field — 

Cadwallon the Lion's — ^was the first that was still'd ! 

For the might's with the right, 

From the cloud breaks the ught ; 
And the head, high at morning — may lie low ere the night I 

But where is the eagle, was call'd to the feast ? 
She is come ! but Cadwallon salutes not his guest ! 
She has fall'n to her meal without beckon or word ! 
She screams with her glee, but her mirth is unheard ; 
She has perch'd on the head of the warrior's son. 
And the blood-drop that falls from her beak, is his own. 

For the might's with the right. 

From the cloud breaks the light ; 
And the head, high at morning — may lie low ere the night ! 

Guth, Well done ! A strain that for a warrior's ear I 
For me. thrice precious is the ruby cup 
Since tne enchanting strain has breathed upon it ! 
Drink, friends ! Come ! — ^Lips to brims ; There's magic in 
The cup ! The health of him that pours it in — 
" The bard," the king of song, whose praise to sound 
Becomes and not disparages the lips 
Of kings themselves I 

A\f\Asid>e'\ A regal nature his ! 
There's something; in thee, Guthrom, I could daim 
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Close kindred with ; but there's no grasping hands 
For thee and me, save in the deadly strife 
That ends the hope of one of us ! I've gain'd 
All needful knowledge. Ward of caution none 
They keep — ^in our complete discomfiture 
Secure. An easy prey they're sure to fall 
To sudden onset from a band like ours, 
Strong in their cause, and resolute of heart. 

Enter Elswith, pale, emaeiatedy and in wretched attire, 

Guth. Ha ! who art thou ? 

Els. Who play'd that strain ! 

Guth. Thou ask'st 
As if reply were not a boon, but debt ! 
Whence gottest thou that air of high command ? 

Els. Erom misery ! 

Guth. She strangelv teaches thee ; 
Making thee stately tnat makes others bow ! 
What seek'st thou here ? 

Els. I heard a strain without ; 
I'd learn who play'd that strain. 

Guth. That narper. 

EU. He! 
Hope, thou didst right to mock me ! I have found thee 
StiU, a dissembler ; yet would trust thee still ! 
But now farewell, thou thing of specious tongue. 
But hollow heart ! — smooth face, that's but a mask 
To cover what we loathe — great promiser. 
Little performer ! — coiner of false smiles. 
That turn out tears at last. I've done with thee ! 

[She sits in the centre. 

Otho. Thou sitt'st in Guthrum's presence. 

EU. What of that ? 
I have sat down with Despair — a greater chief 
Than Guthrum-;-one could make mm gnash his teeth ! 
Ay, could he, mighty as your master is ! 
I've sat down with Despair ! Now show me Death ! 
I'U take my seat by him ! I fear him not ! 

Alf. Contain thyself j my heart ! — It is my queen ! 

Guth. Her mind's distracted ! 

Alf. No ! — ^It is her heart. 

Ina. Perhaps she hungers. Give her food ! 

[They present food to her. 

Els. Too rich ! 
Pamine partakes not such ! She feeds on haws. 
Acorns, and roots, and berries ! Give me these ! 
Por these we thank the Dane ! 

Guth. You thank the Dane ! 

Ha! 

Alf. 'Tis a woman in aflliction speaks I 
Guth. And let her speak 1 Yet does she mar the cheer. 
Remove her ! 
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Eh. Touch me not ! Stand off! My name 
Is Woe! I am the child of Wrath ! Behold 
How she has smitten me, and smitten me. 
That mine own eyes don't know me ! One hot day, 
Parch'd up with thirst and hunger, of a brook 
I stoop' d to drink, and saw myself, and scream'd 
At presence of a stranger ! Time makes things 
Unnke the things they were : but Wrath's the changer ! 

Chcth. Persuade her to go nence. 

Els. I hear you! Ill 
You entertain the guests you force to greet you ! 

Guth. We force ! 

Els. Ay !— bum them out of house and home ! 
Murder their husbands, and their children ! — scatter 
Their friends, that where a thousand troop to-day 
Not one is found to-morrow ! — bid them search 
For viands in the larders of the wolf 
And vulture ! which, deriding them, perforce 
They come to you ! 

Guth. Hence with her ! force her hence ! 

Alf. [Starting up.'] Who hand of force lays on her, let him die ! 
And save thy manly name from the reproach. 
That in thy presence^ misery like this 
Was offer'd insult with impunity. 
And in the sacred person of a woman ! 

Els. The voice too ! — No ! it is not, cannot be ! 

Guth. Heard'st what she said ? 

A(f. I did. 

Guth. Was't true ? 

Alf. 'Free speech 
Accord'st thou me P 

Guth. 'Tis thine I 

Jlf. The truth she speaks. 
But one she seems 'mongst thousands, whom thy sword. 
Ravenous of conquest, hath made widows of, 
And childless mothers ! Who. this hour thou feast'st. 
Are famishing 1 — ^in their own land, without 
Abode or food— and curse the hour when first 
Thou trodd'st upon their shores ! 

Gath. In their own land ? 

[He quits his seat and approaches Alfred. 
Surely I heard thee not ! In their own land ? 
'Tis mine ! — all mine ! — ^their land ! — air ! water ! — ^they 
Themselves !--All mine ! Mine! Mine! They! Thou! Ay, 

thou! 
That mock'st me !— bravest me !— thou, I say, art mine ! 
My thrall ! — mj slave ! — a worm ! — ^thing for my foot 
To tread upon i Confess it ! 

Jlf. No ! 

Guth. Thou wilt not ! 
Bjiow'st thou the man thou tempt'st? Dost hear meP 
Think'st thou 
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I speak to thee by my page, to whom thon'rt free 

To lend but half an ear ?— mayst pass excused 

To bear no dut/jr in thine air, thine eye P 

Mayst answer bv a nod. or not at all ? Tm Guthrum I 

He whose breatn's thy life ! A look — 

An only look of whose incens6d wrath 

Might strike thee dead ! Dost thou not tremble ? 

Alf. No ! 

Chuth. Up, slave, and beg thy life ! 

Alf, Why beg for that 
I deem not worth the only asking for ; 
Moreover, that thou hast not power to take ? 

Guth. Not power to take P Was never Guthrum braved 
By mortal man before ! — Not power to take ! — 
Guthrum is but a child ! — Strong as mj wrath. 
My stronger wonder overpowers it quite. 
And from a tempest quells me to a cahn ! 
The reason P CJome, Til let thee have thy way, 
Givest thou me but the reason. Come ! — the reason P 
Be it but half-sufficient, it shall weigh 
Acquittance of thee ! Come ! the reason — come ! 

Alf. Your roval word is warrant for my safety. 
What by your leave I speak, yourself foroids you 
To turn to evil 'gainst me. 

Outh. Bight, by Odin ! 
You're always right ! and you may speak again, 
And freely as before ! [Besumes his seat. 

Ina. I prithee, Oswith, . 
Persuade thy countryman to leave the tent. 
What now is safety may anon prove danffer. 
Pierce as 'tis sudden is my father's wratn ; 
And ever in the hour of social cheer 
Most to be fear'd, and look'd for— Speak to him ! 
Conjure him to go hence. [Oswith approaches Alfbed. 

Os, Had he a steed 

Ina. A steed ? — ^An easy thing, my Oswith ! Two — 
The fleetest in the camp^shall oe at hand. 
Beady caparison'd— behind the tent — 
That way conduct him hence. 

[Whispers an Attendant, who goes out, while Oswith 
approaches Alfkbd. 

Os. My liege, your ear. 

Edr. [To Guthrum.] You mark, my lord, he whispers him. 

Guth. I do. 

Edr. Thev understand each other. 

Guth. What of that P 

Edr. I'll keep my eye upon them. 

Guth. Heed them not. 

Enter Edith with Ethelred. 

Ms. Whose child is that P not thine ! 
Edith. He is not mine. 



I 
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Els. He's not a Danish child ! 

Edith. He's not. 

EU. Is he 
A Saxon then ? 

Edith. He is a Saxon child. 

Els. A Saxon ! Pray you let me see his face ! 
He's mine ! 

Edith. He shrinks from thee. He knows thee not. 

Els. Me can he know, that do not know myself? 
He'll know my voice ! My child ! My Etheired ! 
He knows it not ! and is my voice changed too P 
Or does my face false witness bear so strong. 
He ^ves not credence to his mother's voice ! 
He IS my child ! Believe it for my tears, 
My choking utterance, mv bended knees. 
And my imploring arms that sue to you. 
And ask vou for my chHd ! 

Alf. [Aside^ Does Providence 
Vouchsafe sucn mercy ! 

Guth. If the child is thine, 
Thou'lt know where it was found. 

Els. Too well I know ! 
Both when and where. A castle did ye sack. 
Whose tenant was the mother of that child. 
At night the cry arose, " The Dane ! " " The Bane / " 
And then the bursting gate ! — the clash of arms ! 
The shout ! — the yell ! — ^the shriek !— the groan !— which rage 
And cruelty, and fear, and pain supply. 
To make the concert, fell, of savage war ! 
That mother's care too safe had lodged her child 
In the remotest chamber of the whole. 
She ask'd for it ; " The Bane ! " was the reply. 
She would have sought it ; but they held her back. 
And cried, " The Dane ! '* She shnek'd to be set free ; 
Now threaten'd ! — ^now implored ! — but all in vam I 
" The Dane ! " was all the answer she could get ! 
They forced her thence in cruel duty ! Ay ! — 
In duty forced the mother from her child; 
While lent the Dane a torch to light her path — 
Her flaming towers that blazed about her boy ! — 
And she went mad ! — yet still they bore her on ; 
Nor other heed to her distraction gave. 
Except to cry. " The Dane ! " " The Dane ! " " The Dane ! " 
[Sinh exhausted upon a seat, clasping her forehead. 
GuTHRUM and Edric whisper. 

Els. Alas ! they give not credence to my words ! 
Will no one plead lor me ? My countryman. 
Essay your art ! Hast not some melting strain — 
Such as draw tears whether they will or not P 
As moves. [Recognising Alfred.] I've found him ! 

Edr. [Coming forward!] Whom P Whom hast thou found ? 

EU, [^collecting herself .] My boy! 
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Edr. [Aside.'] I thought she meant the minstreL 

Jlf. Yes ! 
She knows me, and I am a husband still ! 
I am a father and a husband stiH ! 
Oh, happiness, thou comest out of time ! 
Thou cnoosest ill the place to greet me in ! 
Thou mockest me to hold thine arms to me ! 
I dare not rush to their embrace ! Tm poor, 
With all the wealth thou say'st is mine again ! 
I dare not touch it ! Better were it far, 
I had not now been told on't. 

Gutk. Take the boy ! 
But first true answer to our (question give. 
The castle where we found hun was the king's ! 
Clad as no vassal's offspring was the child. 
If thou his mother art, thou art the queen ! 
Art thou so ? 

Alf. Guthrum, to the test I put 
Thy nature ! If 'tis worthy of thy state. 
Thy prosperous fortune, and thy high renown. 
Approve it now ! Lo, Guthrum, do I play 
The traitor for thy honour ! In thy power 
Thou hold'st the son and consort of tny foe ! 
Of Alfred ! Use thy fortune as beseems thee ! 
Swear by thy God, they shall receive from thee 
Safeguard ot life and honour. 

Giith. Ay, by Odin. 

Els, Wouldst thou not take a ransom for us ? 

Guth. Yes! 

Ms. What ransom wilt thou take ? 

Gutk. Thy husband's crown ! 

Ms. Alas ! he will not ransom us with that ! 

Alf. He should not ! 

Guth. Why? 

A^. He wears it for his people. 
The day he put it on he vow'd nimself 
Of them the father ! To their parent land 
It wedded him ! His proper consort she ! 
'Twixt him and them, he knows not wife, or child. 
He dares allow to stand ! 

Gutk. Minstrel, thou ravest ! 
He has not nature, who 'gainst nature's law 
Could so deny his heart ! 

Alf. He may have more ! 

Guth. What ? 

Alf. The command of nature. The attribute 
Of kings who feel the import of their titles. 
Which stops their ears against her piercing cries ! 
Which shuts their eyes against her thrilling looks ! 
Which lifts them so 'bove earth, they seem as though 
They sat in some attendant brighter sphere, 
Wherefrom they look'd and ruled her! 
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Gitth. Well thou said'st 
Thy world was of the air ! Thou dost not speak 
Of thinffs of earth ! Thy sayings are not sooth ! 
I would thy king were here to prove thee but 
A dreamer ! With those jewefi in his eye. 
He would not see his crown ! Yea, though it shone 
Bright as it did before I thinn'd its studs ! 
CJouldst find thy king ? 

Alf. I could. 

Guth. Go seek him, then. 
And when thou find'st him, greet him from me thus — 
" Thy queen and son are now in GvihrunCs power ^ 
Fay thou but homage to the Dane, they're fiee.*' 

Alf. I take my leave. 

Eh. Guthrum. A boon! 

Guth. What is*t P 

Els. rd send a message to my lord ! 

Guth. Thou shalt. 
Stand all apart, that freely they confer. 

Els. And dost thou go ; and wilt thou leave us here P 

Alf. I must. Alas ! thou know'st not what thou sa/st ! 

Els. Thou'lt leave us here ! Dost thou not love our child P 

Alf. Beyond my life ! 

Els. And me? 

Alf. Beyond our child ! 

Els. And must thou leave me? Oh! I have search'dfor 
thee 
Many, and many a day ! Now fear'd thee, dead I 
Now hoped thee, living ! Searched for thee alone ! 
One fallmg now ; and now another ofT ; 
With my strong love unequal to keep pace. 
Sleeping in woods and caves ! ^ On foot, bv dawn ; 
Ne'er giving o'er till night again ! Now food. 
Now nothing I Scantily I fared to-day : 
Yet 'twas not hunger brought me here, out thou, 
In desperate hope to find thee ! Art thou found. 
But to be lost again ? 

Alf. So were I found. 
Went I not instant hence. Look in my eyes. 
And read the husband and the father there, 
In nature's undissembling language vouch'd ! 
But, hear the king ' 

Els. Well! 

Alf. Paramount of alL 
Mv public function ! Husband — father— friend — 
Ail titles, and all ties are merged in that ! 
Approve thyself the consort of a king' ! 
I leave thee to return to thee ! E>etum, 
With freedom for thy child— for thee — myself— 
For all — for all must perish, or be free ! 
And soon I come ! So cheer thy heart with hope ! 
Farewell! 
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Ms. [aloucf]. You'll bear my duty to my lord P 

Jlf, 1 will. 

Ek. Your hand that you "vnll keep your word ! 

Jlf. There, lady. 

Els. Be thy hand my missive ! Thus — 
Thus with my tears I write mjr errand on't — 
And with my lips — a faithful signet — seal it ! 
0, countryman 1 perhaps nor he nor thou 
Snalt ever see me more ! I feel as one 
Amerced of life — ^that shakes a hand with all — 
And asks a blessing from the meanest tongue ! 
Thy blessing, minstrel, ere thy mistress dies ! 

Alf. What love would ask to light on head beloved — 
What faith and virtue Heaven's own warrant have 
To ask of Heaven— light on thy honoured head ! 

Edr. ril see him eye to eye, ere he departs. 

Jlf. Farewell I 

Ear. Stay, minstreL Let me see thy face ! 

[Edeic stoos Ai^FBXD forcibly. 

Os. All's lost ! [Half drawing his swora^ 

Alf. [Turning fulk and sternly wpon Edr.J There, traitor ! 

lEdbic, utterly confounded^ staggers hack. 

Os. Ply, my liegel — ^Away ! 

[Alfbed. Edwy. and Oswith go out. 

Guth, What moves thee, EoricP What's the matter? 
Sjpeak! 
Why is thme eyeball fix'd, thy mouth agape ? 
What ails thy blood, that it forsakes thy cheek P 
Whv shakes thy frame P 

Mdr. My liege ! 

Guth. Out with it ! 

Edr. The minstrel ! 

Guth. What of the minstrel ? 

Edr. Oswith plays thee false ! 
No minstrel leaves the camp ; but Oswith thence. 
Treacherous to thee, conducts thine enemy, 
Alfred, the Saxon kmg ! 

Guth. Ha, follow them ! 
Stop his retreat I Away ! Alive or dead. 
Have them before us ! TEdric, Otho, and others go out. 

Els. Mercy! Guthmm! Mercy! [Clashing of swords. 

Guth. Remove her ! 

Els. Where's the lightning !— What ! no bolt 
To blast the impious hand that threatens death 
To his anointed head. mercy ! mercv ! 

[She is forced off, ^ditk following with the child. 

Edr. [without]. Traitor, give way. 

Os. [withouf]. Make way — for none I'll give. 

[Thefiahting continues. 

Guth. Who aids him ? Is there treason in the camp, 
That thus the contest lasts ? Give me my sword. 

Ina. [Kneeling to Guthrum.] My father ! 
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Guth. [Not heeding A^r.] Ho ! my buckler and my spear ! 
With mine own hand will i transfix him ! 

Jna. Pather! 

Enter Edric, wounded. 

Edr. At last, my lord, we've overpower'd him. 

Guth. Whom ? 

Edr. Oswith. 

Gutk And Alfred? 

Edr. Alfred has escaped ! 

Guth. Lay Oswith in chains. 

Ina. My lather! 

Guth. To the God 
I give him !— Odin, take him !— He is thine ! 
By thy victorious spear he bleeds to thee. [Edric goes out. 
Give him my child !— the traitor ! Give him my blood ! 
I'd pour it out upon the altar first ! 
I would, with mme own hand ! I'd look on her !. 
And do it ! Look on her ! Up, ^1, and hence ! 
Ha ! Do I see a statue or my child ? 
That cheek is marble by its hue ! — ^Those eyes — 
The chisel makes as good, for anjr touch 
Of sense that's in them ! What is it I've done ? 
Oh ! they have loved and pined, and loved again 
As fresh as ever ! Take her to her couch ! 
She'll sleep — will she sleep ? There, gently ! I am grown 
From fire to ice with looking on her. Ha ! 
Eor what have I done this ? — ^Why stand you here P 
What ! have I ^aid so dearly for the prize. 
And do you let it go P Pursue ! Pursue ! [They go out, 

END OP ACT IV. 



ACT V. 

SCENE l.—Ina's Tent. 
A Recess in the centre^ mth a curtain drawn htfore it. 

Enter Gutkrum, Edith, and Oscab. 

Guth. What say the priests ? 

Osc. You may not spare his life ! 
Tour oath to Odin must be kept, unless 
His country he forswears, and serves the God — 
Conditions which he spurns. Would, else, the tide 
Of your great nation's prosperous fortune ebb 
To an eternal drought ! Among the ranks 
They run, thy oath reiterating, and, with words 
Ambiguous, starting fears, you may retract. 
And curse your people ! 
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Gilt A. Let their altar reek ! 
Blood rain upon them tiU it drown them ! Leave 
The tent ! 

Osc. Shall they prepare to sacrifice ? 

Gutk. Tell them, if for command of mine they wait, 
I will not give it !— No ! not for their god I 
She speaks not ? [Oscab goes out, 

Edith. Nay, my lord, at times a word ; 
But none that leads to certain inference. 

Guth. Has she not slept ? 

Uditk. Nought but imnatural sleep — 
Rest that might pass for wakefulness — ^that scarce 
Doth shut the lid— which weariness itself 
Beholding, ere 'twould taste, would watch ; it seems 
So far from sweet ! AH listlessness without. 
While all within's astir ! 

Guth. I will not see her. 

Edith. M.^ lord? 

Guth. I (ud not speak ; or if I did. 
'Twas not to thee I I thought myself a father 1 
I thought as never father loved his child 
I loved my Lia ! 'Twas my pride to show it ; 
Yea, even when she ruled me like a child ! 
I used to think that of my fiercest mood 
She was the mistress, from my wildest flight 
Could call me down, but lit my eye upon her. 
As the loved lure the falcon !— and Tve kiU'd her ! 
I'm not a father ! — ^No, 1 never loved her 
But as a child, a toy ! Come, show her to me ! 
Undraw the curtain ! He that makes a corse 
Of what he loves, may sure be flint enough 
To look upon' t. 

[JEdith undraws the curtain^ and Is A. is discovered 
sitting in a state of fixed abstraction. Edith raises 
her, and leads her forward to a couch, Ina moving as 
if it were mechanically. 
Leave us to ourselves. ^ [Edith goes out. 

Why. 'tis enough to make the sickly heart 
Breat out in laughter, when the very work 
Our eyes could weep them tearless at, our hands 
May boast the makmg of ! 

[Approaches, and sits down beside her. 

My Ina! Ina! — 

My child ! you'U speak to me ?— What, are you ill P 

How feel you ?— lou look well ! — ^There, my own girl. 

Lie in your father's bosom ! — Speak to him ! 

What say'st thou. Sweet ? — ^Wast not about to speak ? 

Thou wast. Go on, go on ! — Speak to me — ^Ina ; 

Or I'll go mad !— Dost hear ?— On my knees, 

I pray you speak to me ! — ^Now, this is wilful 1 

Away ! — You but dissemble ! — 'Tis put on ! — ^ 

Eor shame, for shame 1 You've seen my eyes in tears ! 
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You've seen my knees npon the ground !— You know 

It is your father— your old father, and 

You'll not speak to him ! — ^Think you he can't see ? 

Why. any one could do't ! To ^n the eye 

And keep the visage motionless, and sit 

As you were riveted to vour seat ! A child 

"Were scant of wit that lack'd such obvious power — ^ 

Of simulation ! I renounce you, Ina ! — [Going, \ 

Will you not speak to me, my child ? Speak to me ! [ICetums, 

A word — a whisper — ^anything ! — a sign — 

To show me that you are not worse than dead — 

Alive, and just the same ! I can be rash ! 

I can give way to fury ! — ^I will try 

If life be in thy heart ! [I)raios his dagger, and rushes up to her. 

I'd scare a stone ! 

[Wild discordant music is heard without, Ina starts 
up and clasps her hands, 

Guth. Ha ! 

Ina. There it is! 

Guth. She speaks ! — She is alive ! 

Ina. I've listen'd for't 
So long, I fear'd 'twould never come ! : 

Guth. What, Ina P [Music again. 

Ina. A^in! j 

Guth. Do thev prepare to lead him forth; ' 

The sacrifice win presently begin ! i 

They make a pretext of their god to mock 
My power ! 

Ina. He's ready ! — ^Let me go to him ! «k 

Guth. To whom P Thy lover P 

Ina. I should like to get 
My father's blessing first ! 

Guth. Thou hast it, Ina ! 

Ina. I know I have. Who says he does not love me ? 
I'd not believe it, though he were to kill me ! 
He'd do't in madness, and he'd kill himself 
Wten he had found he had done it ! Bless his Ina P 
He always blesses me ! — ^at morning when 
He sees me first, and then, again, at nisht ! 
Yea, ofttimes through the day ! He'd bless me, though 
I broke his heart; and I'll bless him, although 
He has broken nunc ! 

Guth. She knows me not ! 

Ina. We'll wed 
As never lovers did. We'll have our nuptials 
Of a new fashion. Who'd be bid to them. 
Let him bring tears with him, he's welcome — such 
As gush with sobs ! We'll have no smiles at them ! 
The meanest churl ^ets handfols when he weds ! 
Nor songs ! such minstrelsy a beggar buys 
Tor thamcs ! No, give us shrieks ! and laughter ! but 
Such laughter as it withers joy to hear ! — 
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As breaketh from the heart of madness ! — ^as 
Resounds from lips that wish their owners dead 1 

Cruth, What mean those words, my child P 

Ina. rilwedhimas 
Ne'er wedded maid, to let him never from 
My side; but dwell in such entrancement with him. 
The day for us may go without his sun. 
And night without her cloud ! all converse cease, 
Of tongue or eye ; that not ourselves shall break 
The silence sweet of our deep ecstasy. 

Guth. Perception's all within • without is none. 
Passion hath drunk up sense ! I feel a touch 
Of her condition while I look upon her — 
Go mad ! You had a daughter yesterday — ' 
Brag of her now ! Point to her cheek, and ask 
If ever grew such smiles as blossom there ! 
And bid the eai^ that listens to her, note 
The sweetness that it feasts on! [Music^ Hark! thou'rt 

call'd! 
What ! not go through the task thou hast begun 
So bravely P Slay thy child, and finish it ! [Rushes out. 

Ina \_atone\ They^i thwart a maid in her first love, they 
would P 
They think it easy, but they'll find it hard ! 
When first I thought I should become a bride. 
Wondering how I would deck me, 1 ran through 
The ranks of fairest flowers to pick me one 
To set it in my bosom : and I remember 
It was a rose 1 pitch'a on— There's my rose ! 

[Bratos a dagger, and returns it to her bosom, 
\Mtisic!\ 
The rites begin,— Let me steal after them. 
And watch the time ! I'm coming to thee, Oswith ! 
I'll show tbee how a Danish maid can love ! [Goes out. 



SCENE 11,—SeIiaood Forest. 

Enter Oddune and Oswald, meeting. 

Od. No sign of Alfred P 

Ostff. None ! Our scouts have all 
Byetum'cL dishearten'd with their fruitless search. 

Od. Where can he linger, with so fair a welcome 
Impatient waiting him, as he would meet 
From yonder pallant bands ? The spirits now 
That bear their crests so high, from his delay 
To lead them on to action, will anon 
Begin to droop — ^perchance may quite subside I 

Osw, How many do we muster P 

Od. By the last 
Betum, six thousand men. 
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Osw. The field shows fair ! 

Od. Fair cause — ^fair field ! Who'd e'er expect so soon 
To see the armour bumish'd up again 
They cast aside for good ! A pity 'twere 
What shows such thrift should not be tum'd to use. 
But, bootless, thrown away ! They will not fight 
Unless the king commands them I 

Osiff. See, my lord, 
What movement's that P 

Od. Here's one will tell us. 

Edg. [Entering.! Be 
Prepared, my lord. The soldiers clamour for 
The king, and doubts are spreading through the ranks ; 
You humour fhem — ^he will not come to lead them. 
Their chiefs conduct them hither, from your own lips 
Assurance to receive, and fair encouragement. 

Enter Egbeet, Kenbick, Arthue, Chirf, and Soldiers. 

Eg. Now Kenrick, speak ! Say what the soldiers want. 

Od. Well, gallant friends ! Is England to be free ? 
Shall we change places with our conquerors. 
Or still endure the yoke ? 

Ken. We want the king ! 
Let him appear, we cannot meet the foe 
Too soon ! 

Od. As surely shall you see him, as 
You long to see the foe ! 

Ken. But when, my lord P 
'Tis that we'd know ! When was the king the last 
Upon the field ? Has he not ever, on 
The eve of battle, earlier than his chiefs^ 
Been out ; with looks of ardour heartenmg us P — 
Our morning sun, that never clouded rose — 
Enduing us with life and vigour new ! 
At most we muster bare six thousand men 
To meet the Danish host ! The king, among us. 
Would make our numbers treble ! Snow us the king. 
The only waving of his plume in battle 
Were worth a hundred spears in hands as bold 
As ever brandish'd weapon ! 

Od. What, and if 
Indeed he should not come ? Ought you to fed 

Your t^ant's feet upon your necks the less P , 

Your king is present in his cause ! Be that J 

Your king ! [Alpeed enters, still disguised. ' 

Whoever leads you, meet the Dane ! i 

I speak not, friends, because I'm next in place ! 
I care not for myself ! Point out my post ; 
The van, the rear : I'll be content to take 
My stand beside the man of meanest note 
Among you ! Make yon minstrel without helm 
Or sword your leader, I will follow him ! 
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So that I fight, I care not in what rank ! 
Let him who makes the absence of his king. 
Plea to desert his country and his king, 
Fall ofiF ! So Heaven sustain me in the cause. 
Although our Alfred's presence now would add 
Ten other richer lives to mine ; yet say 
He should not come, this faithful sword I draw, 
I will not sheathe till it has struck a blow 
For liberty ! 

Eg. I second you, brave Oddune. 

Osto. And so do I ! 

Od. And so will every man. 
Unless there be among the people one 
That does not love his king ! 

Ken. No, Oddune, no ! 
The people live but for their king ! ^ 

-4^. iTHscovering himself !\ The king 
Lives only for his people I Oh, my people ! 
You are the drops of blood that make your king ! 
And do I see you once again in arms ! 

[Bursts into tears. The chi^s and general soldiers 
seem affected."] 
friends ! Why draw you hands across your eyes, 
K mine should be ashamed of what they do ? 
WeVe met again, my friends ! Who is the foe 
Shall sunder us again P O England ! England I 
Too fair^too richly gifted— not to tempt 
The spoiler — ^well that thou hast sons, too true, 
To leave thee to his ravine ! Thou'lt be free 
Till thou art childless ! Think not, gallant friends. 
An hour I've squandered that was due to you. 
And to our common country ! I have seen 
The Danish camp ! 

Od. Their camp, my liege ! 

Jlf. Have stood 
In Guthrum's very presence ! That disguise 
Will tell thee how. Thev^d fall an easy prey 
To half our numbers ! Eriends ! a royal stake 
I've laid upon your heads, that you will win 
The day! 

Od. What stake, my liege ? 

Alf. Your prince and queen ! 
They're in the spoiler's power. I might, indeed^ 
Have ransom'd them, but what he ask'd, your kmg could not 
afford to pay. 

Od. Wliat was't, my liege P 

Alf. My people. Oddune ! 

J^. In the spoiler's power 
Our prince and gueen f What wait we for t 

Od. Eor nothing. 
But the king's word to move upon the foe ! 

Alf, Upon him, then ! Now think you on the things 

Q 2 
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You most do love ! Husbands and fathers on 

Their wives and children — lovers upon their mistresses — 

And all upon their countrv ! When you use 

Your weapons, think on the beseeching eyes 

To whet tnem could have lent you tears for water. 

Oh, now be men or never ! From your hearths 

Thrust the unbidden feet, that from their nooks 

Your aged fathers drove — ^your wives and babes ! 

The couches your fair-handed daughters used 

To spread, let not the vaunting stranger press. 

Weary from spoiling you ! Your roofs that hear 

The wanton not of the intruding guest 

That mocks their masters — clear them for the sake 

Of the manhood^to which all that's precious clings. 

Else perishes. The land that bore you — oh ! 

Do honour to her ! Let her glory m 

Your breeding ! — ^Rescue her — ^Revenge her, or 

Ne'er call her mother more ! Come on, my friends ! 

And where you take your stand upon the field. 

Thence, howsoever you advance, resolve 

A foot you'll ne'er recede ; while from the tongues 

Of womanhood and childhood, helplessness 

Invokes you to be strong ! Come on ! Come on ! 

I'll bring you to the foe ! And when you meet him. 

Strike hard ! Strike home ! Strike while a blow 

Is in an arm ! Strike till you're free, or fall ! [They go out. 



SCENE m.— ^ Wood. 

The statue of Odin in the centre; before it an altar prepared for 
sacrifice. Enter procession of sacrifice , in the following order : 
— Danish Chief, with a body of Danish Soldiers j a body qf 
Danish Chiefs, and Amund, Edbic, and Guthrum ; a body 
of Danish Priests ; Assistants with torches; Boys carrying 
censers ; one Boy with a cushion, on which the knife of sacri- 
fice is laid; Chief Priest of Odin; Oswith; a body qf 
Danish Soldiers. The procession marches to the follomng 
chorus : — 

Prepare the faggot— light the brand — 

The victim 's ready for the God ! 
The knife is bare in the sacred hand. 
That on the altar pours the blood ! 
Prepare !— Prepare !— Prepare !— 
Great Odin's rites 
The mortal who slights. 
His roof shall blaze in peace — ^his spear shall break in war ! 

Gi/ith. Saxon ! Thou hast of life a moment yet 
At thv command — Use it for life ! — for love 1 — 
For Hberty I But say the word, at once 



t 
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The weapon, ready for thy blood, is sheath'd, 
Unstaiii'd and harmless ! 
Oa. I'm prepared to die ! 
Priest. Saxon! 
Os. I come ! 

Priest. Come ! Bare his breast ! Odin, receive thy victim ! 
Ina. [Rushing »».] Oswith, I wed thee thus ! 

[She is OH the point of plunging the dagger into her 
heart ; OswiTH bursts from the Priest and arrests 
her arm. 
Os. Hold, Ina, hold ! 
Thou shalt not die with Oswith ! 

Chith. Oswith, live ! 
Although the God himself demanded him. 
He shall not die who saves my Ina's life ! 
Priest. The servants of the God protect his rights ! 
Danish Soldiers. [Rushina t».] The Saxon's in the camp, 

and down upon us ! 
Alf. [toithouf]. Press on— press on— the first that comes to 
blows 
Is the king's 'squire ! Press on ! 

[The Danes front the stage on which the Saxons are 
coming, who enter, headed by Alfred. Danes are 
driven off ; Alfred and Guthrum engage ; Guth- 
RTJM is disarmed. 
Alf. Guthrum, live 
The friend of Alfred ! Serve the God he serves ! 
To wear a crown, thou need'st not fight for one. 
Except to keep it ! Fair Northumbria 
Receives thee for her king — My queen and son ! 

[Oddune leads on Elswith and Ethelbed. 

Enter Egbert and Edric, guarded, 

Alf Who's he ? 

Eg. A traitor to our cause, my lord — 
Whose sword has made more havoc 'mongst our people. 
Than anv ten of your foes ! His hand, accurst. 
It was that fired the hold where slept your queen 
And son. 

Ken. and others. Despatch him ! 

Alf. Hold ! This victory 
I will perpetuate by such an act 
As shall from future kings remove the power 
To make their public functions pander to 
Their private gust ! Select twelve men, his peers. 
And swearing them upon the book of Grod, 
As they shgJl answer at the iudgment-day. 
To try their prisoner fairly, let the charge 
Be brought before them ; and as they decide. 
Be finally his innocence or guilt 
Establish'd. Hence ! Hereby shall private right. 
Which, guarded, fortifieth, more than arms. 



230 ALFRED THE GREAT. 

The conservator of the public weal. 

Be sacred even from the sceptre's touch ! 

Thus to a people faithful to their king, 

A faithful king an institution cives 

That makes the lowly cottage lofty as 

The regal dome — holds justice paramount 

Of all— before her throne the peasant and 

The king himself on equal footing brings ! — 

A gift which you'll preserve for ever wnole ! 

From which, as from your blood, pollution keep ! 

Which, if you're ask'd to render back, by all 

You owe yourselves, your country, and the throne. 

You'll answer, no ! Which, when you'd name, you'll call 

Trial by Jury! 

Guth, Great the victory 
That kings gain o'er themselves. Blest are the heads 
That bow to sway like thine ! 

Alf. My countrymen ! 
Sons of the sea— henceforth her restless plain 
Shall be your battle-field ! There shall you meet 
The threat'ning storm of war ! There shall it burst. 
Its rage unfelt at home— its din unheard ! 
You've fought like England's true-bom sons, to-day ! 
You've taught a lesson to her sons to come ! 
By your example fired, should e'er a foe 
In after-times invade her envied shores. 
Her sons, of all descriptions and degrees. 
To succour her, shall grapple soul and hand ; 
Bampart her throne with uving walls of hearts. 
And teach the fell invader that the sea 
Embraced her, never to belaray her glory ! 



END OE ALFRED THE GREAT. 
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THE HUNCHBACK. 



ACT I. 

SCENE 1—A Tavern, 

On one side Sie Thomas Clifford, at a table, mth mne 
More him; on the other. Master Wilfobj), Gaylove, 
HoLDWELL^ and Simpson, likewise taking mne,- 

WiU, Your wine, sirs ! your wine ! You do not justice to 
mine nost of the Three Tuns^ nor credit to yourselves ; I swear 
the beverage is good! It is as palatable poison as you will 
purchase within a mile round Ludgate ! Drink, gentlemen : 
make free. You know I am a man of expectations ; and hold 
my money as li^ht as the purse in which Icarry it. 

Gay. We drmk. Master Wilford. Not a man of us has 
been chased, as yet. 

Wilf. But you fill not fairly, sirs ! Look at my measure 1 
Wherefore a large glass, if not for a large draught ? Fill, 
I pray you, else, let us drink out of thimbles I This will 
never do for the mends of the nearest of kin to the wealthiest 
peer in Britain. 

Gay, We give you joy. Master Wilford, of the prospect of 
advancement which has so unexpectedly opened to you. 

Wilf, Unexpectedly indeed! But yesterday arrived the 
news that the JBarl's only son and heir had died ; and, to-day, 
has the Earl, himself, been seized with a mortal illness. — ^His 
dissolution is lojoked for hourly ; and I, his cousin in only the 
third degree, known to him but to oe unnoticed by him— a 
decayed gentleman's son — glad of the title and revenues of a 
scrivener's clerk, — am the undoubted successor to his estates 
and coronet. 

Gay, Have you been sent for ? 

wilf. No ; but I have certified to his agent. Master Walter, 
the Hunchback, my existence, and peculiar propinquity; and 
momentarily expect him, here. 

Gay. Lives there any one that may dispute your claim, — ^I 
mean vexatiously ? 

Wilf, Not a man. Master Gaylove. I am the sole remaining 
branch of the family tree. 

Gay. Doubtless you look for much happiness from this 
change of fortune ? 
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TF'ilf. A world ! Three things have I an especial passion 
for. The finest hound, the finest horse, and the finest wife 
in the kingdom, Master Gaylove ! 

Gay. The finest wife ? 

WiU. Yes, sir ; I marry. Once the earldom comes into my 
line, I shall take measures to perpetuate its remaining there. 
I marry, sir ! I do not say that 1 shall love. My heart has 
changed mistresses too often to settle down in one servitude 
now, sir. But fill, I pray you, friends. This, if I mistake 
not, is the day whence I snail date my new fortunes ; and, for 
that reason, hither have I invited you ; that, having been so 
long my boon companions, you shall be the first to congratu- 
late me. 

Enter Wadter. 

Waiter. You are wanted. Master Wilford. 

Wil^ By whom ? 

Waiter. One Master Walter. 

Wilf, His lordship's agent ! News, sirs ! Show him in ! 

[Waiter goes out. 
My heart's a prophet, sirs. — The Earl is dead. 

Enter Master Walter. 

Wd^ Master Walter. How accost you me ? 

Wal. As your impatience shows me you would have me. — 
My lord, the Earl of Rochdale ! 

Gay. Give you joy ! 

Hold. All happmess, my lord ! 

Simp. Long me and health unto your lordship ! 

Gay. Come! 
We'll drink to his lordship's health ! 'Tis two o'clock, 
We'll e'en carouse till midnight ! Health, my lord ! 

Hold. Mv lord, much joy to you ! 

Simp. All good to your lordship ! 

Wal. Give something to the dead ! 

Gay: Give what P 

Wal. Respect! 
He has made the living I First to him that's gone, ' 
Say " Peace ! " — and then with decency to revels ! 

Gay. What means the knave by revels ? 

Wal. Knave? 

Gay. Ay, knave I 

Wal. Go to ! Thou'rt flush'd with wine 1 

Gay. Thou sayest false ! 
Though didst thou need a proof thou speakest true, 
I'd give thee one. Thou seest but one lord here, 
And I see two ! 

Wal. Reflect'st thou on my shape ? 
Thou art a villam ! 

Gay. [Starting np.'] Ha ! 

Wal. A coward, too ! 
Draw ! [Dratoing his sword. 
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Gap, Only mark him ! how he struts about ! 
How laug:hs his straight sword at his noble back 

Wal, Does it P It cuffs thee for a liar then ! 

[Strikes Gaylove with his sicord. 

Gay. A blow! 

Wal. Another, lest you doubt the first 1 

Gay. His blood on his own head ! Fm for you, sir ! [Draws. 

Clif. Hold, sir ! This quarrel's mine ! 

[Coming forward and drawing. 

Wal. No man shall fight for me, sir ! 

Clif. By your leave. 
Your patience, pray ! My lord, for so I learn 
Behoves me to accost you^or your own sake, 
Draw off your friend! 

Wal. Not till we have a bout, sir ! 

Clif. My lord, your happy fortune ill you greet ! — 
lU greet it those who love you — greeting thus 
The herald of it ! 

Wal. Sir, what's that to you ? 
Let go my sleeve ! 

Clif. Mj lord, if blood be shed^ 
On the fair dawn of your prosperity. 
Look not to see the brightness of its day. 
'Twill be o'ercast throughout ! '' 

Gay. My lord, Fm struck ! 

Clif. You gave the first blow, and the hardest one ! 
Look, sir; if swords you needs must measure, Fm 
Your mate, not he I 

Wal. Fm mate for any man ! 

^if. Draw off your fnend, my lord, for your own sake ! 

Wtlf. Come, Gaylove ! let's have another room. 

Gay. With all my heart, since 'tis your lordship's vrill. 

Wilf. That's right ! Put up ! Come, friends f 

rWiLFOBJ) and Friends go out. 

Wal. Til follow him ! 
Why do you hold me P 'Tis not courteous of you ! 
Think'st thou I fear them P Tear ! I rate them but 
As dust ! dross ! offals ! Let me at them ! — Nay, 
Call you this kind P then kindness know I not ; 
Nor do I thank you for't ! Let go, I say ! 

^if. Nay, Master Walter, they're not worth your wrath ! 

Wal. How know you me for Master Walter r By 
My hunchback, eh ! — ^my stilts of legs and arms. 
The fashion more of ape's than man's P Aha ! 
So you have heard them, too— their savage gibes 
As I pass on, — " There goes my lord ! " Ana ! 
God made me. sir, as well as them and you ! 
'Sdeath ! I aemand of you, unhand me, sir ! 

Clif. There, sir, you're free to follow them ! Go forth, 
And I'll go too ; so on your wilfulness 
Shall fall whate'er of evil may ensue. 
Is't fit you waste your choler on a burr P 
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The nothings of the town ; whose sport it is 
To break their villain jests on worthy men. 
The worthier the fitter ! Fie for shame ! 
Regard what such would say P So would not I, 
No more than heed a cur. 

Wal. You're right, sir ; right. 
Por twenty crowns ! — so there's my rapier up ! 
You've done me a good turn against my wilh 
Which, like a wayward child, whose pet is offl 
That made him restive under wholesome checi, 
I now right humbly own, and thank you for. 

Clif. No thanks, good Master Walter, owe you me ! 
I'm glad to know you, sir. 

Wal. I pray you, now. 
How did you leam my name ? Guess'd I not right P 
Was't not my comely hunch that taught it you ? 

Clif. I own it. 

Wal. Right, I know it ; you tell truth, 
I like you for't. 

Clif. But when I heard it said 
That Master Walter was a worthy man. 
Whose word would pass on 'change soon as his bond ; 
A liberal man — for schemes of public ^ood 
That sets down tens, where others umts write ; 
A charitable man — the good he does. 
That's told of, not the half^I never more 
Could see the hunch on Master Walter's back ! 

Wal. You would not flatter a poor citizen? 

Clif. Indeed, I flatter not ! 

Wal. I like your face — 
A frank and honest one ! Your frame 's well knit, 
Proportion'd, shaped ! 

Clif. Good sir! 

Wal. Your name is Clifford P — 
Sir Thomas Clifford. Humph ! You're not the heir 
Direct to the fair baronetcy ? He 
That was, was drown' d, abroad. Am I not right ? 
Your cousin, was't not ? — so succeeded you 
To rank and wealth, your birth ne'er promised you. 

Clif. I see you know my history. 

Wal. I do. 
You're lucky who conjoin the benefits 
Of penury and abundance ; for I know 
Your father was a man of slender means. 
You do not blush, I see. That's right ! Why should you ? 
What merit to be drop^'d 0:1 fortune's hill ? 
The honour is to climb it. You'd have done it ; 
For you were train' d to knowledge, industry. 
Frugality, and honesty, — ^the sinews 
That surest help a man to gain the top. 
And then will keep him there. I have a clerk. 
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Once served your father; there's the riddle for you. 
Humph ! I may thank you for my life to-day. 

Clif. I pray you say not so. 

Wal. But I will say so ! 
Because I think so, know so, feel so, sir ! 
Your fortune, I have heard, 1 think, is ample ! 
And doubtless you Hve up to't ? 

Clif, 'Twas my rule. 
And IS so still, to keep my outlay, sir, 
A span within my means. 

Jral, A prudent rule ! 
The turf is a seductive pastime ? 

m. Yes. 

Wal, You keep a racing stud ? You bet ? 

Cl\f. No, neither. 
'Twas still my father's precept — " Better owe 
A yard of land to labour, than to chance 
Be debtor for a rood ! " 

Wal. 'Twas a wise precept. 
You've a fair house— you'll get a mistress for it P 

Cljf. In time! 

Wal, In time ? 'Tis time thy choice were made ! 
Is't not so yet ? Or is thy lady love 
The newest still thou seest ? 

Clif, Nay, not so. 
I'd marry. Master Walter, but old use — 
Por since the age of thirteen, I have lived 
In the world — ^has made me jealous of the thing 
That flatter'd me with hope of profit. Bargains 
Another would snap up, might lie, for me ; 
Till I had tum'd and tum'd them ! Speculations, 
That promised twenty, thirty, forty, fitty. 
Ay, cent-per-cent. returns, I would not launch in, 
W nen others were afloat, and out at sea ; 
"Whereby I made small gains, but miss'd great losses. 
As ever, then, I look'd before I leap'4 
So do I now. 

Wal. Thou'rt all the better for it ! 
[Aside^ Let's see! Hand free — ^heart whole— well-favour'd 

Bich— titled— let that pass ! — ^kind, valiant, prudent — 
Sir ThoiLas, I can help thee to a wife. 
Hast thou the luck to win her ! 

Clif. Master Walter ! 
Youjest ? 

JjTal, I do not jest !— I like you ! — ^Mark ! — 
I like you — and 1 like not every one .' 
I say a wife, sir, can I help you to. 
The pearly texture of whose dainty skin 
Alone were worth thy baronetcy ! Form 
And feature has she, wherein move and glow 
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The charms, that in the marble, cold and stilL 

Cull'd by the sculptor's jealous skill and joined there. 

Inspire us ! Sir, a maid, beneath whose feet, 

A duke — a duke might lay his coronet. 

To lift her to his state, and partner her ! 

A fresh heart too ! — a youn^ fresh heart, sir ; one 

That Cupid has not toy'd with ; and a warm one — 

Fresh, young, and warm ! — Mark that ! A mind to boot — 

Wit, sir ; sense, taste ;— a garden strictly tended — 

Where nought but what is costly flourishes ! 

A consort for a king, sir ! You shall see her ! 

Clif. I thank you. Master Walter ! As you speak, 
Metninks I see me at the altar-foot ! 
Her hand fast lock'd in mine !— the ring put on ! 
My wedding-bell rings merry in my ear ; 
And round me throng glad tongues that give me joy 
To be the bridegroom of so fair a bride ! 

WaL What ! sparks so thick P We'U have a blaze anon ! 

Servant. [Enterinff.'] The chariot 's at the door. 

Wal. It waits in time ! 
Sir Thomas, it shall bear thee to the bower 
Where dwells this fair— for she's no city belle. 
But e'en a sylvan goddess ! 

CHf. Have with you! 

WaL You'll bless the day you served the Hunchback, sir ! 

{_TAe]/ffo<mt 

SCENE n.— J Garden before a Country House, 

Enter Julia and Helen. 

Helen. I like not, Julia, this your country life. 
I'm weary on't ! 

Mia. Indeed ? So am not I ! 
I know no other ; would no other know ! 

Helen. You would no other know ! Would you not know 
Another relative ? — another friend — 
Another house — another anything. 
Because the ones you have already please you P 
That's i)oor content ! Would you not be more rich. 
More wise, more fair ? The song that last you leam'd 
You fancy well ; and therefOTC shall you learn 
No other song ? Your virginal, 'tis true. 
Hath a sweet tone ; but does it foUow thence. 
You shall not have another virginal P 
You may, love, and a sweeter one ; and so 
A sweeter life may find, than this you lead ! 

Julia. I seek it not. Helen, I'm constancy ! 

Helen. So is a cat, a dog, a silly hen. 
An owl, a bat,— where they are wont to lodge. 
That still sojourn, nor care to shift their quarters. 
Thou'rt constancy ? I am glad I know thy name ! 
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The spider comes of the same family, , 
That in his meshj fortress spends ms life. 
Unless you pull it down and scare him from it. 
And so thou'rt constancy ? Art proud of that ? 
ril warrant thee TU match thee with a snail 
Erom year to year that never leaves his house ! 
Such constancy forsooth ! — ^A constant grub 
That houses ever in the self-same nut 
Where he was bom, till hunger drives him out. 
Or plunder breaketh through his castle wall ! 
And so, in very deed, thou'rt constancy ! 

Julia. Helen, you know the adage of the tree; — 
I've ta'en the bend. This rural me of mine, 
Enjoin'd me hj an unknown father's will, 
I've led from infancy. Debarr'd from hope 
Of change, I ne'er have sigh'd for change. The towH 
To me was like the moon, for any thought 
I e'er should visit it— nor was I taught 
To think it half so fair ! 

Helen. Not half so fair ! 
The town 's the sun, and thou hast dwelt in night 
E'er since thy birth, not to have seen the town ! 
Our women there are queens, and kings our men; 
Their houses palaces ! 

Julia. And what of that ? 
Have your town-palaces a hall like this ? 
Couches so fragrant ? walls so high-adom'd ? 
Casements with such festoons, such prospects, Helen, 
As these fair vistas have ? Your kings and queens ! 
See me a May-day queen, and talk of them ! 

Helen. Extremes are ever neighbours. 'Tis a step 
Erom one to the other ! Were thy constancy 
A reasonable thing — a little less 
Of constancy — a woman's constancy — 
I shoiid not wonder wert thou ten years hence 
The maid I know thee now ; but, as it is. 
The odds are ten to one, that this day year 
Will see our May-day queen a city one ! 

Julia. Never ! I'm wedded to a country life ! 
0, did you hear what Master Walter says ! 
Nine times in ten, the town 's a hollow thing. 
Where what things are is nought to what they seem ; 
Where merit's name laughs merit's self to scorn ! 
Where friendship and esteem, that ought to be 
The tenants of men's hearts, lodge in their looks 
And tongues alone. Where little virtue, with 
A costly keeper, passes for a heap ; 
A heap, for none, that has a homely one ! ^ 
Where fashion makes the law— your umpire which 
You bow to, whether it has brains or not ! 
Where Eolly" taketh off his cap and bells. 
To clap on Wisdom, which must bear the jest 1 
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Where to pass current yon mnst seem the thinft 
The passive thing, that others think ; and not 
Your simple, honest, independent self! 

Helen. Ay : so says Master Walter. See I not 
What can you find in Master Walter, Julia, 
To be so fond of him ! 

Julia. He's fond of me 1 
I've known him since I was a child. E'en then. 
The week I thought a weary-heavy one. 
That brought not Master Walter. I had those 
About me, then, that made a fool of me. 
As children oft are fool'd ; but more I loved 
Good Master Walter's lesson, than the play 
With which they'd surfeit me. As I grew up. 
More frequent Master Walter came, and more 
I loved to see him ! I had tutors then. 
Men of great skill and learning — ^but not one 
That taught Hke Master Walter. What they'd show me. 
And I, dull as I was, but doubtful saw, — 
A word from Master Walter made as clear 
As daylight ! When my schooling days were o'er — 
That's now good three years past — ^three years— I vow 
I'm twenty, Helen !— well, as I was saying. 
When I had done with school, and all were gone. 

Still Master Walter came ! — ^And still he comes, * 

Summer or winter ! — ^frost or rain ! I've known 
The snow upon a level with the hedge. 
Yet there was Master Walter ! 

Helen. Who comes here P 
A carriage, and a gay one — Who alights P 
Pshaw ! Only Master Walter ! What see you, 
Wliich thus repairs the arch of the fair brow, 
A frown was like to spoil ? — ^A gentleman ! 
One of our town kings ! Mark 1 — How say you now P 
Wouldst be a town queen, JuHa P — ^Which of us, 
I wonder, comes he for P 

Julia. For neither of us ! 
He's Master Walter's clerk, most like. 

Helen. Most Hke! 
Mark him as he comes up the avenue ; 
So looks a clerk I A clerk has such a gait ! 
So does a clerk dress, Julia ! — Mind his hose — 
They're very like a clerk's I a diamond loop 

And button, note you, for his clerkship's hat ! i 

0, certainly a clerk ! A velvet cloak. 
Jerkin of silk, and doublet of the same ! — 
Tor all the world a clerk ! See, Julia, see. 
How master Walter bows, and yields nim place. 
That he may first go in- — A very clerk ! 
I'll learn of thee, love, now to know a clerk ! 

Julia. I wonder who he is ! 

Helen. Wouldst like to know p 
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"Wouldst for a fancy, ride to town with him P 
I prophesy he comes to take thee thither ! 

Julia, He ne'er takes me to town ! No, Helen, no ! 
To town who will, a country life for me ! 

Helen. We'U see ! 

Enter Fathom. 

Fath, You're wanted, madam, 

Julia lembarrassecT}. Which of us P 

Fath. You, madam. 

Helen. Juua ! what's the matter ? Nay, 
Mount not the rose so soon ! He must not see it 
A month hence ! 'Tis love's flower, which once she wears, 
The maid is all his own ! 

Julia. Goto! 

Helen. Be sure 
He comes to woo thee ! He will bear thee hence ! 
He'U make thee change the country for the town ! 

Julia. I'm constancy. Name he the town to me, 
rU tell him what I thmk on't ! 

Helen. Then you guess 
He comes a wooing r 

Julia. I guess nought! 

Helen. You do ! 
At your grave words, your lips, more honest, smile. 
And show them to be traitors. Hie to him ! 

Julia. Hie thee to soberness. [Goes out. 

Helen. Ay, will I, when. 
Thy bridemaid, I shall hie to church with thee. 
Well, Fathom, who is come P 

Fath. I know not. 

Helen. What! 
Didst thou not hear his name ? 

Fath. I did. 

Helen. What is't P 

Fath. I noted not. 

Helen. What hast thou ears for, then ? 

Fath. What good were it for me to mind his name P 
I do but what fmust do. To do that 
Is labour quite enough ! 

Wal. \with(mt\ What, Fathom ! 

Fath. Here. 

Wal. [Entering^ Here, sirrah ! Wherefore didst not come 
tome? 

Fath. You did not bid me come. 

Wal. I call'd thee. 

Fath. Yes, 
And I said * Here :'* and waited then to know 
Your worship's will with me. 

Wal. We go to town. 
Thy mistress, thou, and all the house. 

Fath. Well, sir? 
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Wal. Mak'st thou not ready then to go to town? 

¥ath. You did not bid me to make ready, sir. 

Wal, Hence, knave, despatcli ! [Fathom goes out. 

Helen. Go we to town ? 

Wal. We do ; 
'Tis now her father's will, she sees the town. 

Helen. Tm glad, on't ! Goes she to her father P 

Wal. No. 
At the desire of thine, she, for a term. 
Shares roof with thee. 

Helen. Tm very glad on't. 

Wal. What ! 
You like her then ? I thought you would. 'Tis time 
She sees the town. 

Helen. It has been time for that 
These six years ! 

Wal. By thy wisdom's coimt. No doubt 
You've told her what a precious place it is ? 

Helen. I have. 

Wal. I even guess'd as much. For that 
I told thee of her ; brought thee here to see her ; 
And pra/d thee to sojourn a space with her ; 
That its fair space, from thy too fair report, 
Mi^ht strike a novice less,— so less deceive her. 
I did not put thee under check. 

Helen. 'Twas right, — 
Else had I broken loose, and run the wilder ! 
So knows she not her father yet ? That's strange. 
I prithee how does mine ? 

Wal. Well — ^verywell. 
News for thee. 

Helen. What ? 

Wal. Thy cousin is in town. 

Helen. My cousin Modus P 

Wal. Much do I suspect 
That cousin's nearer to thy heart than blood. 

Helen. Pshaw ! Wed me to a mustv library ! 
Love him who nothing loves but Greet and Latin ! 
But, Master Walter, you forget the main 
Surpassing point of aJl ! Who's come with you P 

Wal. Ay, that's the question ! 

Helen. Is he soldier or 
Civilian ?— lord or gentleman ? He's rich, 
If that's his chariot ! Where is his estate ? 
What brings it in ? Six thousand pounds a year P 
Twelve thousand, may be ! Is he bachelor. 
Or husband ? — ^Bachelor I'm sure he is ! 
Comes he not hither wooing. Master Walter P 
Nay, prithee, answer me ! ( 

Wal. Who says thy sex 
Are curious ? That they're patient, I'll be sworn ; 
And reasonable— very reasonable — 
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To look for twenty answers in a breath ! 

Come, thoTi shalt be enlightened— but propound 

Thy questions one by one ! Thou'rt far too apt 

A scholar ! My ability to teach 

Will ne'er keep pace, I fear, with thine to learn. [They go out. 



SCENE T[l.—An Apartment in the House. 

Enter Jvij.a, follotffed hy Clipfobd. 

Julia. No more ! I pray you, sir, no more ! 

Clif. I love you ! 

Julia. You mock me, sir ! 

Clif. Then is there no such thing 
On earth as reverence ; honour fihal, the fear 
Of kings, the awe of supreme Heaven itself, 
Are only shows and sounds that stand for nothing. 
I love you ! 

Julia. You have known me scarce a minute ! 

Clif. Say but a moment, still I say I love you ! 
Love's not a flower that grows in the dull e£u:th ! — 
Springs by the calendar ! — ^must wait for sun — 
For rain ! — ^matures by parts ! — must take its time 
To stem, to leaf, to bud, to blow ! It owns 
A richer soil, and boasts a quicker seed ! 
You look for it, and see it not ; and lo ! 
E'en while you look^ the peerless flower is up. 
Consummate in the birth ! 

Julia. You're from the town ; 
How comes it, sir, you seek a country wife P 

Clif. In joining contrasts lieth love's delight. 
Complexion, stature, nature, mateth it. 
Not with their kinds, but with their opposites. 
Hence hands of snow in palms of russet lie ; 
The form of Hercules affects the sylph's ; 
And breasts, that case the lion's fear-proof heart, 
Eind their meet lodge in arms where tremors dwell ! 
Haply for this, on Afric's swarthy neck, 
Hath Europe's priceless pearl been seen to hang. 
That makes the orient poor ! So with degrees. 
Bank passes by the circlet-grac6d brow. 
Upon the forehead, bare, of notelessness 
To print the nuptial kiss. As with deffrees 
So is't with habits ; therefore I, indeed 
A gallant of the town, the town forsake. 
To win a country wife ! 

Julia. Who marries me ' 
Must lead a country life. 

Clif. The life I'd lead ! 
But fools would fly from it ; for ! 'tis sweet ! 
It finds the heart out, be there one to find ; 
And comers in't where store of pleasures lodge. 

Si a 
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We never dream'd were there ! It is to dwell 
'Mid smiles that are not neighbours to deceit ; 
Music^ whose melody is of the heart ; 
And gifts, that are not made for interest. 
Abundantly bestow'd by nature's cheek, 
And voice, and hand ! It is to live on ufe. 
And husband it ! It is to constant scan 
The handiwork of Heaven ! It is to con 
Its mercy, bounty, wisdom, power ! It is 
To nearer see our God ! 

Julia. How like he talks 
To Master Walter ! — ^Nay, no country life 
For thee ! Thou wouldst not live one half a year ! 
A quarter mightst thou for the novelty 
Of fields and trees ; but then it needs must be 
In summer time, when they go dress' d. 

Clif. Not it ! . 
In any time — say winter ! Fields and trees 
Have charms for me in very winter time ! 

Julia. But snow may clothe them then. 

Clif. I like them fiOl 
As well in snow ! 

Julia. You do ? 

Clif. I do. 

Julia. But night 
Will hide both snow and them, and that sets in 
Ere afternoon's well out. A heavy thing, 
A country fireside in a winter's nignt. 
To one bred in the town ; where winter's said, 
Tor sun of gaiety and sportiveness. 
To beggar sliining summer ! 

Cltf. I should Eke 
A country winter's night especially I 

Julia. You'd sleep by the fire ! 

Clif. Not I ; I'd talk to thee ! 

Julia. You'd tire of that 1 

Cl&. I'd read to thee I 

Jmia. And that ! 

Clif. I'd talk to thee again ! 

Julia. And sooner tire 
Than first you did, and fall asleep at last ! 
You'd never do to lead a country Hfe. 

Clif. You deal too harshly witn me ! Matchless maid. 
As loved instructor brightens dullest wit. 
Fear not to undertake the charge of me ! 
A willing pupil kneels to thee, and lays ' 
His title ana his fortune at your feet. 

Julia. His title and his fortune ! 

Enter Master Walter and Helen. — Julia, disconcerted, 
retires with the latter, — Clipford rises, 

Wal. So, Sir Thomas ! 
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Aha ! yon husband time ! Well, was I right P 
Is't not the jewel that I told yon 'twas ? 
Wonldst thou not give thine eyes to wear it ? Eh? 
It has an owner though. — Nay, start not, — one 
That mav be brought to part with't, and with whom 
I'll stand thy friend — ^I will— I say, I wiU ! 
A strange man, sir, and unaccountable : 
But I can humour him — ^will humour him 
!For thy sake, good Sir Thomas ; for I like thee. 
Well, is't a bargain ? Come, thy hand upon it. 
A word or two with thee. 

[Tkep retire, Julia and Helen come forward, 

Julia, Go up to town ! • 

Helen, Have I not said it ten times o'er to thee ? 
But if thou likest it not, protest against it. 

Julia. Not if 'tis Master Walters will. 

Helen, What then ? 
Thou wouldst not break thy heart for Master Walter ? 

Julia. That follows not ! 

Helen. What follows not ? 

Julia. That I 
Should break my heart, because we go to town ! 

Helen. Indeed ? — O that's another matter. Well, 
I'd e'en advise thee then to do his will ; 
And, ever after, when I prophesy. 
Believe me, Julia ! 

[Thep retire. Mastea Walteb comes forward. 

Enter Fathom. I 

Path. So please you, sir, a letter^ — a ^ost-haste letter! The 
bearer on horseback, the horse m a loam — smoking like a 
boiler at the heat — ^be §ure a post-haste letter ! 

Wal. Look to the horse and rider. [Opens the letter, and reads. 
What's this ? A testament address d to me, 
Found in his lordship's escrutoire, and thence 
Directed to be taken by no hand 
But mine !— My presence instantly required ! 

[Sib, Thomas, Julia, and Helen come forward. 
Come, my mistresses. 

You (line in town to-day. Your father's will 
It is, my Julia, that you see the world; 
And thou shalt see it in its best attire. 
Its gayest looks — ^its richest finery 
It shall i)ut on for thee, that thou mayst judge 
Betwixt it, and this rural life you've hved. 
Business of moment I'm but just advised of. 
Touching the will of my late noble master. 
The Earl of Eochdale, recently deceased. 
Commands me for a tune to leave thee there. 
Sir Thomas, hand her to the chariot. Nay, 
I tell thee true. We go indeed to town ! [They go out, 

END OP ACT I. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. — An Apartment in Master EearttoeWs ffottse. 

Enter Eathom and Thomas. 

Thos. Well, Fathom, is thy mistress up ? 

Fath. She is. Master Thomas, and breakfasted. 

Thos. She stands it well! 'Twas five, you say, when she 
came home ; and now it wants three quarters of an hour of 
ten ? Wait till her stock of country health is out. 

Fath. 'Twill come to that. Master Thomas, before she lives 
another month in town ! Tnree, four, five, six o'clock are now 
the hours she keeps. 'Twas otherwise witn her in the country. 
There, my mistress used to rise what time she now lies down. 

Thos. Why, yes ; she's changed since she came hither. 

Fath. Changed, do you say. Master Thomas? Changed, 
forsooth ! I know not the thing in which she is not changed ; 
saving that she is still a woman. I tell thee there is no 
keeping pace with her moods. In the country she had none 
of tnem. When I brought what she asked for, it was " Thank 
you. Fathom," and no more to do ; but now, nothing contents 
her. Hark ye ! Were you a gentleman, Master Thomas, — 
for then you know you would be a different kind of man, — 
how many times would you have your coat altered ? 

Thos. Why, Master Fathom, as many times as it would take 
to make it fit me. 

Fath. Good ! But, supposing it fitted thee at the first ? 

Thos. Then would I not have it altered at all. 

Fath. Good! Thou wouldst be a reasonable gentleman. 
Thou wouldst have a conscience. Now hark to a tale about 
my lady's last gown. How many times, think you, took I it 
back to the sempstress ? 

Thos. Thrice, may be. 

Fath. Thrice, may be ! Twenty times, may be ; and not a 
turn too many, for the truth on't. Twenty times, on the oath 
of the sempstress. Now mark me — can you count P 

Thos. Alter a fashion. 

Fath. You have much to be thankful for. Master Thomas. 
You London servinff-men know a world of things, which we in 
the country never dream of. Now mark — ^Four times took I 
it back for the flounce ; twice for the sleeves ; thrice for the 
tucker ;-How many times, in all, is that ? 

Thos. Eight times to a fraction. Master Fathom. 

Fath. Wliat a master of figures you are ! Eight times — 
now, recollect that ! And then found she fault with the 
trimmings ! Now tell me how many times took I back the 
gown for the trimmings P 

Thos. Eight times more, perhaps I 

Fath, Ten times to a certainty. How many times makes 
that? 
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Thos. Eighteen, Master Fathom, by the rule of addition. 

Fath. And how many times more will make twenty ? 

Tkos. Twice, by the same rule. 

FM. Thou hast worked with thj pencil and slate, Master 
Thomas ! Well, ten times, as I said, took I back the gown 
for the trimmings ; and was she content after all ? I warrant 
you no, or my ears did not pay for it. She wished, she said, 
that the slattern sempstress had not touched the gown ; for 
nought had she done, but botched it. Now what tliink you 
had the sempstress done to the gown ? 

Thos. To surmise tlmt, I must be learned in the sempstress's 
art. 

Fath. The sempstress's art ! Thou hast hit it ! Oh, the 
sweet sempstress ! The excellent sempstress I Mistress of 
her scissors and needles, which are pointless and edgeless to 
her art ! The sempstress had done nothing to the gown ; yet 
raves and storms my mistress at her, for having botched it in 
the making and altering; and orders her, straight, to make 
another one ; which home the sempstress brings on Tuesday 
last. 

Thos. And found thv fair mistress as many faults with that ? 

Fath. Not one ! She finds it a very pattern of a gown ! A 
well-sitting flounce ! The sleeves a fit— the tucker a fit — ^the 
trimmings ner fancy to a T — ha ! ha ! ha ! and she praises the 
sempstress— ha ! ha ! ha ! and she smiles at me. and I smile — 
ha ! ha ! ha ! and the sempstress smiles— ha ! ha ! ha ! Now 
why did the sempstress smile ? 

Thos. That she had succeeded so well in her art. 

Fath. Thou hast hit it again! The jade must have been 
bom a sempstress ! If ever I marry, she shall work for my 
wife. The gown was the same gown! and there was my 
mistress's twentieth mood ! 

Thos. What think you will Master Walter say when he 
comes back? I fear he'll hardly know his country maid 
again. Has she yet fixed her wedmng-day ? 

Fath. She has. Master Thomas. I coaxed it from her maid. 
She marries, Monday week. 

Thos. Comes not Master Walter back to-day ? 

Fath. Your master expects him. [J. ringing.'] Perhaps 
that's he. I prithee ^o and open the door; do. Master 
Thomasj do : for proves it my master, he'll surely question me. 

Thos. Ana what should I do ? 

Fath. Answer him. Master Thomas, and make him none the 
wiser. He'll go maa, when he learns how my lady flaunts it ! 
Go ! open the door, I prithee. Fifty things^ Master Thomas, 
know you, for one thing that I know ! You can turn and 
twist a matter into any other kind of matter ; and then twist 
and turn it back again, if needs be; so much you servants of 
the town beat us of the country. Master Thomas. Open the 
door, now ; do. Master Thomas, do ! [They go out. 
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SCENE II,—J Garden with two Arbours, 

Enter Master Heabtwell and Master Walter, meeting. 

Heart. Good Master Walter, welcome back again ! 

Wal. I'm glad to see you. Master Heartwell ! 

Heart, How, 
I pray you, sped the veightv business which 
So sudtten call'd you hence r 

Wal, Weighty, indeed ! 
What thou wouldst ne'er expect— wilt scarce believe ! 
Long-hidden wrong, wondrously come to light. 
And great right done ! But more of this, anon. 
Now of my ward discourse ! Likes she the town ? 
How does she ? Is she well ? Canst match me her. 
Amongst your city maids ? 

Heart. Nor court ones neither ! 
She far outstrips them all ! 

Wal. I knew she would ! 
What else could follow in a maid so bred P 
A pure mind. Master Heartwell ! — ^not a taint j 

Erom intercourse with the disteraper'd town; 
With which all contact was wall'd out, until. 

Matured in soundness, I could trust her to it, j 

Secure against infection ! ; 

Heart. Master Walter ! 

Wal. WeU? 

Heart. Tell me, prithee, which is likelier 
To plough a sea in safety r— he that's wont 
To sail m it,-7-or he that by the chart 
Is master oi its soundings, bearings, — ^knows 
Its headlands, havens, currents — ^wnere 'tis bold. 
And where behoves to keep a good look-out ? 
The one will swim, where drowns the other one ! 

Wal, The drift of this ? 

Heart. Do you not guess it ? 

Wal. Humph! 

Heart. If you would train a maid to live in town. 
Breed her not in the country ! 

Wal. Say you so ! 
And stands she not the test P 

Heart. As snow stands fire ! 
Your country maid has melted all away. 
And plays the city lady to the height ; — 
Her mornings gives to mercers, milliners, 
Shoemakers, jewellers, and haberdashers ; 
Her noons, to calls ; her afternoons, to dressing; 
Evenings, to plays and drums ; and nights, to routs. 
Balls, masqueraaes ! Sleep only ends the riot. 
Which waking still begins! 

Fisf/. I'm all amaze! 
How bears Sir Thomas this P 
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Heart, Why, patiently ; 
Though one can see with pain. 

WaL She loves him ? Ha! {Aside. 

That shrug is doubt ! She'd ne'er consent to wed him 
Unless she loved him !— never ! Her young fancy 
The pleasures of the town — ^new things — ^have caught; 
Anon their hold will slacken ; she'll become 
Her former self again ; to its old train 
Of sober feeKnffs wiU iter heart return ; 
And then she'll give it wholly to the man 
Her virgin wishes chose ! 

Heart. Here comes Sir Thomas; 
And with him Master Modus. 

Wal. Let them pass : 
I would not see him, till I speak with her. 

\They retire into one of the arbours. 

Enter Clippobd and Modus. 

Clif. A dreadful question is it, when we love, 
To ask if love's retum'd ! I fondly thought 
Pair Julia's heart was mine — I doubt it now ! 
But once last night she danced with me, her hand. 
To this ffallant and that, engaged, as soon 
As ask'a for ! Maid that loved would scarce do this P 
Nor visit we together as we used. 
When first she came to town. Sne loves me less 
Than once she did — or loves me not at all ! 

Mod. I'm Mttle skill'd. Sir Thomas, in the world : 
What mean you now to do ? 

Clif. Remonstrate with her • 
Come to an understanding, and, at once. 
If she repents her promise to be mine. 
Absolve ner from it — and say farewell to her ! 

Mod. Lo, then, vour opportunity — She comes — 
My cousin also : — ^her will I engage. 
Whilst you converse together. 

Clif Kay, not yet ! 
My heart turns coward at the sight of her ! 
Stay till it finds new courage ! Let them pass. 

[CuppoED fl;^/ Modus retire into the other arbour. 

Enter Julia and Helen. 

Helen. So, Monday week will say good mom to thee, 
A maid, and bid good night a sober wife ! 

Julia. That Monday week, I trust, will never come. 
That brags to make a sober wife of me ! 

Helen. How changed you are, my Julia ! 

Julia. Change breeds change ! 

Helen. Why wedd'st thou then P 

Julia. Because I promised him ! 

Helen. Thou lov'st him P 

JuHa, Do I P 
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Helen. He's a man to love ! 
A right well-favour'd man ! 

Julia. Your point's well-favour'd. 
Where did you purchase it ? In Gracechurch-street ? 

Helen. Pshaw ! never mind my point, but talk of him. 

Julia. I'd rather talk with thee about the lace. 
Where bought you it ? In Gracechurch-street, Cheapside, 
Whitechapel, Little Britain ? Can't you say 
Where 'twas you bought the lace ? 

Helen. In Cheapside. then. 
And now then to Sir Thomas ! Heisjost 
The height I like a man. 

Julia. Thy feather's just 
The height I like a feather ! Mine's too short ! 
What shall I give thee in exchange for it ? 

Helen. What shall I give thee tor a minute's talk 
About Sir Thomas ? 

Julia. Why, thy feather. 

Helen. Take it f 
And now let's talk about Sir Thomas— Much 
He loves you. 

Julia. Much indeed, he has a ri^ht ! 
Those know I who would give their eyes to be 
Sir Thomas, for my sake ! 

Helen. Such too, know I. 
But 'mong them none that can compare with him, 
Not one so graceful. 

Julia. What a graceful set 
Your feather has ! 

Helen. Nay, give it back to me. 
Unless you pay me for't. 

Julia. What wer't to get ? 

Helen. A minute's talk with thee about Sir Thomas. 

Julia. Talk of his title, and his fortune then. 

Clif. [Aside.^ Indeed ! I would not listen, yet I must ! 

Julia. An ample fortune, Helen — I shall be 
A happy wife ! What routs, what balls, what masques. 
What gala days ! 

Clif. [Aside.'] For these she marries me ! 
She'll talk of these ! 

Julia. Think not, when I am wed, 
I'll keep the house as owlet does her tower. 
Alone, — ^when every other bird's on wing. 
rU use my palfrey, Helen; and my coach; 
My barge too for excursion on the Thames : 
Wnat drives to Barnet, Hackney, Islington ! 
What rides to Epping, Hounslow^ and Blackheath ! 
What sails to Greenwich, Woolwich. Fulham, Kew ! 
I'll set a pattern to your lady wives ! 

Clif. [Aside.'] Ay, lady? Trust me, not at my expense. 

Julia. And what a wardrobe ! I'll have change of suits, 
For every day in the year ! and sets for days ! 
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My moming dress, my noon dress, dinner dress. 
And evening dress ! Then wDl I show you lace 
A foot deep, can I purchase it : if not, 
ril specially bespeak it. Diamonds too ! 
Not buckles, rings and ear-rings only,— but 
Whole necklaces and stomachers of gems ! 
rU shine ! be sure I will. 

Clif, [Aside.'] Then shine away ; 
Who covets thee my wear thee ! — I*m not he ! 

Julia. And then my title ! Soon as I put on 
The ring, I'm Lady Clifford. So I take 
Precedence of plain mistress, were she e'en 
The richest heiress in the land ! At town 
Or country ball, you'll see me take the lead. 
While wives that carry on their backs the wealth 
To dower a princess, sball give place to me ; — 
Will I not i)rofit, think you, bv my right ? 
Be sure I will ! Marriage shall prove to me 
A never-ending pageant. Every day 
Shall show how I am spoused ! I will be known 
For Lady Clifford all the city through. 
And fifty miles the country round about. 
Wife of Sir Thomas Clifford, baronet, — 
Not perishable knight — ^who, when he makes 
A lady of me, doubtless must expect 
To see me play the part of one. 

Clif. [Coming forward^ Most true; 
But not the part which you design to play. 

Julia. A bst'ner, sir ! 

Clif. By chance, and not intent ! 
Your speech was forced upon mine ear, that ne'er 
More tnankless duty to my heart discharged ! 
Would for that heart it ne'er had known the sense 
Which teUs it 'tis a bankrupt, there, where most 
It coveted to be rich, and thought it was so ! 

Julia ! is it you ? Could I have set 
A coronet upon that stately brow. 
Where partial nature hath already bound 
A brighter circlet — radiant beauty's own — 

1 had Deen proud to see thee proud of it ; 
So for the donor thou hadst ta'en the gift. 

Not for the gift ta'en him. Could I have pour'd 
The wealth of richest Croesus in thy lap, 
I had been blest to see thee scatter it ; 
So I was still thy riches i)aramount ! 

Julia. Know you me, sir ! 

Clif. I do ! — On Monday week 
We were to wed ;— and are — so jou're content. 
The day that wives, you to be widow' d. Take 
The privilege of my wife ; be Lady Clifford ! 
Outsnine thy title m the wearing on't ! 
My coffers, lands, all we at thy command ! 



252 THE HTTyCHBACK. 

Wear all ! but, for mvself, she wears not me. 

Although the coveted, of every eye. 

Who would not wear me for myself alone. ^ 

Julia. And do you carry it so proudly, sir ? 

Clif. Proudly, out still more sorrowfully, lady ! 
I'll lead thee to the church on Monday week. 
Till then, farewell ! — ^and then, farewell for ever 1 

Julia, I have ventured for tny love. 
Like the bold merchant, who, for only hope 
Of some rich gain, all former gains will risk I 
Before I ask'd a portion of thy heart, 

1 perilled all my own ; and now, all's lost ! 

[Cleppobd and Modus go out, 
Julia. Helen! 

Helen. What ails you, sweet P 
Julia. I cannot breathe — quick, loose my girdle, oh ! 

[Faints. 

Master Waltee and Master Heartwell come forward. 

Wal. Good Master Heartwell, help to take her in, 
Whilst I make after him ! and look to her ! 
Unlucky chance that took me out of town ! 

{They go out severally. 



SCENE TH.'-The Street. 

Enter CLEProRD and Stephen, meeting. 

Ste. Letters. Sir Thomas. 

Clif. Take tnem home again, 
I shall not read them now. 

Ste. Your pardon, sir. 
But here is one directed strangely. 

Clif How? 

Ste. " To Master Clifford, gentleman, now styled 
Sir Thomas Clifford, baronet. 

Clif. Indeed 1 
Whence comes that letter P 

Ste. Prom abroad. 

Clif. Which is it ? 

Ste. So please you this. Sir Thomas. 

Clif. Give it me. 

Ste. That letter brings not news to wish him joy upon. If 
he was disturbed before — ^which I guessed by his looks he was 
— ^he is not more at ease now. His hand to his head ! A most 
unwelcome letter ! If it brings him news of disaster, fortune 
does not give him his' deserts ; for never waited servant upon 
a kinder master. 

Clif. Stephen! 

Ste. Sir Thomas ! 

Cl^. From my door remove 
The plate that bears my name. 
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Ste. The plate. Sir Thomas ! 

Clif. The plate — collect my servants and instruct them 
To make out, each, their claims unto the end 
Of their respective terms, and give them in 
To my steward. Him and them apprise, good fellow, 
That I keep house no more. Ajs vou go home. 
Call at my coachmaker's and bid him stop 
The carriage I bespoke. The one I have 
Send with my horses to the mart, whereat 
Such things are sold by auction. They're for sale — 
Pack up my wardrobe — ^have my trunks conveyed 
To the inn in the next street — and when that's done, 
Go round my tradesmen and collect their bills. 
And bring them to me, at the inn. 

Ste. The inn ! 

Clif. Yes ; I go home no mare ! Whv what's the matter ? 
What has fallen out to make vour eves nil up ? 
You'U get another place. I'll certify you 
Most honest and industrious, and all 
That servant ought to be. 

Ste. I see. Sir Thomas, 
Some great misfortune has befallen you P i I 

Clif. No! I 

I have health ; I have strength ; my reason, Stephen, and i 
A heart that's clear in truth, with trust in God ! 
No great disaster can befall the man 
Who's still possess'd of these ! Good fellow, leave me. \ ; 
What you would learn, and have a right to know, ; 

I would not teU you now. — Grood Stephen, hence ! ' \ 

Mischance has fallen on me — but what of that ? 
Mischance has fallen on many a better man. 
I prithee leave me. I grow sadder while 
I see the eye, with which you view my grief. 
'Sdeath, they will out ! I would have play'd the man. 
Had you been less a kind and gentle one. 
Now, as you love me, leave me ! 

Ste. Never master 
So well deserved the love of him that served him 1 

[Stephen ^o^« oa^. 

Clif. Misfortune liketh company ! it seldom 
Visits its friends alone ! Ha> Master Walter, 
And ruffled too ! I'm in no mood for him. 

Enter Mastee Walter. 

Wal. So, Sir— Sir Thomas Clifford ! — ^You are found ! 

Clif. Well, Master Walter ? 

Wal. You're a rash young man, sir ! 
Strong-headed, and wrong-headed^and I fear, sir. 
Not over delicate in that fine sense 
Which men of honour pride themselves upon ! 
. ajf. Well, Master Walter ? 

Wal. A young woman's heart, sir. 
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Is not a stone to carve a pos^ on ! 

Which knows not 'what is writ on't — ^which jrou may buy, 

Exchange, or sell, sir,— keep or give away, sir : 

It is a ncner-7-yet a poorer thing ; 

Priceless to him that owns and prizes it j 

Worthless, when own'd^ not prized ! which makes the man 

That covets it, obtains it, and discards it, — 

A fool, if not a villain, sir ! 

[Half dr awing, then returning his sword. 

CK^. Well, sir ! 

Wal. You never loved my ward, sir ! 

Clif. The bright Heavens 
Bear witness that I did ! 

Wal. The bright Heavens, sir. 
Bear not false witness ! That you loved her not. 
Is clear, — ^for had you loved her, you'd have pluck'd 
Your heart from out your breast, ere cast her from your heart 1 
Old as I am, I know what passion is, sir ! 
We are wrong'd, sir, wrong'd ! 

Clif. Nay, listen. Master Walter, 
Touching your ward, if wrong is done. I think 
On my side Ues the grievance — ^I would not say so. 
Did I not know so ! — As for love ! — ^look, sir. 
That hand 's a widower's, to its first choice sworn 
To clasp no second one ! As for amends, sir. 
You're free to get them from a man in whom 
You've been forestall'd by fortune. Please you read 
That letter. Now, sir, judge if life is dear. 
To one, so much a loser. 

Wal. What, aU gone ! 
Thy cousin living thev reported dead ! 

Clif. Title anof land., sir, unto which add love ! 
All gone, save life — and honour !— which ere I'll lose, 
I'll let the other go. 

Wal. We're public here. 
And may be interrupted. Let us seek 
Some spot of privacy. Your letter, sir. \Gives it hack. 

Though fortune slights vou^^ I'll not slight you ! Not 
Your title or the lack 01 it I heed ! 
Whether upon the score of love or hate, 
With you and you alone I settle, sir. 
We've gone too far. 'Twere folly now to part 
Without a reckoning. 

Clif. Just as you please. 

Wal. You've done 
A noble lady wrong ! 

Clif That lady, sir. 
Has done me wrong! 

Wal. Go to, thou art a boy ! — 
Pit to be trusted with a plaything, not 
A woman's heart. Thou know'st not what it is ! 
And that I'll prove to thee, soon as we find 
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Convenient place. Come on, sir !— Yon shall get 

A lesson that shall serve you for the rest 

Of your life. Til make you own her, sir, a piece 

Of Nature's handiwork, as costly, free 

From bias, flaw, and fair, as ever yet 

Her cunning hand tum'a out. Come on, sir ! — Come I 

[They go out, 

END OP ACT n. 



ACT III. 

SCENE 1.—A Drawing Boom. 
Enter Loed Tinsel and the Easi. of Kochdale. 

Tin. Refuse a lord ! A saucy lady this. 
I scarce can credit it. 

Roch. She'll change her mind. 
My agent. Master Walter, is her guardian. 

Tin. How can you keep that Hunchback in his office ? 
He mocks you ! 

Boch. He is useful. Never heed him. 
My offer now do I present through him. 
He has the title-deeds of my estates, 
She'll listen to their wooing. I must have her. 
Not that I love her, but that all allow 
She's fairest of the fair. 

Tin. Distinguish'd well ! 
'Twere most unseemly for a lord to love ! — 
Leave that to commoners ! 'Tis vulgar — she's 
Betroth'd, you tell me, to Sir Thomas Clifford ? 

Boch. Yes. 

Tin. That a commoner should thwart a lord ! 
Yet not a commoner. A baronet 
Is fish and flesh. Nine parts plebeism, and 
Patrician in the tenth. Sir Thomas Clifford ! 
A man, they say, of brains ! I abhor brains 
As I do tools : They're things mechanical. 
So far are we above our forefathers : — 
The V to their brains did owe their titles, as 
Do lawyers, doctors. We to nothing owe them, 
Which makes us far the nobler. 

Boch. Is it so ? 

Tin. Believe me. You shall profit by my training ; 
You grow a lord apace. I saw you meet 
A bevy of your former friends, who fain 
Had snaken hands with you. You gave them fingers ! 
You're now another man. You're house is changed, — 
Your table changed— your retinue — ^your horse — 
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Wliere once you rode a hack, you now back blood ; — 
Befits it, then, you aUo change your friends ! 

Enter Williams. 

Will. A gentleman would see your lordship. 

Tin. Sirf 
What's that ? 

Will. A* gentleman would see lus lordship. 

Tin. How know you, sir, his lordship is at home P 
Is he at home because he goes not out P 
He's not at home, though there you see him, sir ; 
Unless he certify that he's at home ! 
Bring up the name of the gentleman, and then 
Your lord will know if he's at home or not. 

rWiLLiAMS goes out. 
Your man was porter to some merchant's door. 
Who never taught him better breeding 
Than to speak the vulgar truth ! Well, sir P 

Williams having re-entered. 

Will. His name. 
So please your lordship, is Markham. 

Tin. Do you know 
The thing ? 

Roch. Kight well ! I' faith a hearty fellow. 
Son to a worthy tradesman, who would do 
Great things with little means ; so enter'd him 
In the Temple. A good fellow, on my life, 
Nought smacking of his stock ! 

Tin. You've said enough ! 
His lordship's not at home. [Williams goes out^] We do 

not go 
By hearts, but orders ! Had he family— 
Blo«d— though it only were a drop— his heart 
Would pass for something ; lacking such desert. 
Were it ten times the heart it is, 'tis nought ! 

Enter Williams. 

Will. One Master Jones hath ask'd to see your lordship. 

Tin. And what was your reply to Master Jones ? 

Will. I knew not if nis lordship was at home. 

Tin. You'll do. Who's Master Jones ? 

Bach. A curate's son. 

Tin. A curate's ! Better be a yeoman's son ! 
Were it the rector's son, he might be known; 
Because the rector is a rising man. 
And may become a bishop. He goes light. 
The curate ever hath a loaded back ! 
He may be caU'd the yeoman of the church. 
That sweating does his work, and drudges on; 
While lives the hopeful rector at his ease. 
How made you his acquaintance, pray P 
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Boeh. We read 
Latin and Greek together. 

Tin, Dropping them — 
As, now that you're a lord, of conrse you've done — 
Drop him— You'll say his lordship 's not at home. 

fFill, So please your lordship, I forgot to say, 
One Eichard Cricket likewise is below. 

!Bn. Who ? — Eichard Cricket ! You must see him, Roch- 
dale! 
A noble little fellow ! A great man, sir ! 
Not knowing whom, you would be nobody ! 
I won five thousand pounds by him ! 

Eoch. Who is he ? 
I never heard of him. 

Fin. What ! never heard 
Of Eichard Cricket ! — Never heard of him ! 
Why, he's the jockey of Newmarket ! You 
May win a cup by him, or else a sweepstakes ! 
I bade him call upon you. You must see him. 
His lordship is at home to Eichard Cricket. 

Boch. Bid him wait in the ante-room. [Williams goes out. 

Tin, The ante-room ? 
The best room in your house ! You do not know 
The use of Eichard Cricket ! Show him, sir. 
Into the drawing-room. Your lordship needs 
Must keep a racmg-stud, and you'll do well 
To make a friend of Eichard Cricket. [Williams re-enters.'] 
Well, sir? 

Will. So please your lordship, a petition. 

Tin. What ! 
Hadst not a service 'mongst the Hottentots 
Ere thou camest hither, friend ? Present thy lord 
With a petition ! At mechanics' doors, 
At tradesmen's, shopkeepers', and merchants' only. 
Have such things leave to knock ! Make thy lord's gate 
A wicket to a workhouse ! Let us see it — 
Subscriptions to a book of poetry ! 
Who heads the list ? — Comehus Tense, A.M. 
Which means he construes Greek and Latin, works 
Problems in mathematics, can chop logic. 
And is a coniurer in philosophy, 
Both natural and moral. — Pshaw ! a man 
Whom nobody, that is anybody, knows ! 
Who, think you^ follows him ? Why, an M.D., 
An P.E.S., an F.A.S., and then 
A D.D., Doctor of Divinity, 
Ushering in an LL.D., which means 
Doctor of Laws— their union here, no doubt. 
The difference of their trades ! There's nothing here 
But languages, and sciences, and arts ! 
Not an iota of nobility ! 

We cannot give our names. Take back the paper, 

8 
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And tell the bearer there's no answer for him : — 
That is the lordly way of saying " No." 
But talking of subscriptions, here is one 
To which your lordship may affix your name. 

Boch, Pray, who's the object ? 

Tin, A most worthy man ! 
A man of singular deserts ! a man 
In serving whom your lordship will serve me,— 
Signor Cantata. 

Moch. He's a friend of yours ? 

Tin, 0, no, I know him not ! I've not that pleasure. 
But Lady Dangle knows him ; she's his friend. 
He will oblige us with a set of concerts. 
Six concerts to the set. — The set, three guineas. 
Tour lordship will subscribe ? 

Boch. 0, by all means ! 

Tin. How many sets of tickets P Two at least. 
You'll like to take a friend ? I'll set you down 
Six guineas to Signor Cantata's concerts. 
And now, my Lord, we'll to him ; then we'll walk. 

Boch. Nay, I would wait the lady's answer. 

Tin, Wait ! , 
Take an excursion to the country ! Let 
Her answer wait for you ! 

Boch. Indeed! 

Tin. Indeed! 
Befits a lord nought like indifference. 
Say an estate should fall to you, you'd take it. 
As it concerned more a stander by 
Than you ! As you're a lord, be sure you ever 
Make light of that, which other men make much of; 
Nor do the thing tney do, but the right contrary. 
Where the distinction else 'twixt them and you? [They go out. 



SCENE n. — An Apartment in Master HeartwelVs House. 

Master Walieb discovered looking through title-deeds and 

papers, 

Wal. So falls out everything, as I would have it, 
Exaet in place and time f This lord's advances 
Beceives she,— as, I augur, in the spleen 
Of wounded pride she will— my course is clear. 
She comes— All's well ! The tempest rages still ! 

Julia enters^ and paces the room in a state of high excitement, 

Julia. What have my eyes to do with water ? Eire 
Becomes them better ! 

Wal, True! 

Julia. Yet, must I weep 
To be so monitor'd, and bv a man ! — 
A man that was my slave ! whom I have seen 
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Kneel at my feet from mom till noon, content 
With leave to only gaze upon my face, 
And teU me what he read there, — till the page 
I knew by heart, I 'gan to doubt I knew, 
Emblazon'd by the comment of his tongue ! 
And he to lesson me ! Let him come here • 
On Monday week ; he ne'er leads me to church ! 
I would not profit by his rank, or wealth. 
Though kings might call him cousin, for their sake ! 
I'll show him I have ^ride ! 

JTal. You're very nght ! 

Julia. He would have had to-day our wedding-day ! 
I fix'd a month from this. He pra/d and pray'd ; 
I dropp'd a week. He prayed and pray'd tne more ! 
I dropp'd a second one. Still more he pray'd ! 
And I tOHok off another week, — and now 
I have his leave to wed, or not to wed ! 
He'U see that I have pride ! 

Wal. And so he ought. 

Julia. O ! for some way to bring him to my foot ! 
Eut he should lie there ! Why, 'twill go abroad 
That he has cast me off. — That there should live 
The man could say so ! — Or that I should live 
To be the leavii^s of a man ! 

Wal. Thy case 
I own a hard one ! 

Julia. Hard ? 'Twill drive me mad ! 
His wealth and title ! — I refused a lord — 
I did ! — ^that privily implored my hand. 
And never cared to tell him on't ! So much 
I hate him now, that lord should not in vain 
Implore my hand a^ain ! 

Wal. You'd give it him ? 

Julia. I would. 

Wal. You'd wed that lord P 

Julia. That lord I'd wed ; — 
Or any other lord, — only to show hinn 
That I could wed above him ! 

Wal. Give me your hand 
And word to that. 

Julia. There! Take njjr hand and word ! 

Wal. That lord hath offer'd you his hand again. 

Julia. He has? 

Wal. Your father knows it, and approves of him. 
Tliere are the title-deeds of the estates. 
Sent for my jealous scrutiny. AU sound, — 
No flaw, or speck, that e'en the lynx-eyed law 
Itself could find. A lord of many lands ! 
In Berkshire half a county; and the same 
In Wiltshire, and in Lancashire ! Across 
The Irish Sea a principality ! 
And not a rood with bond or lien on it ! 

s2 
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Wilt give that lord a wife ? Wilt make thyself 
A countess ? Here's the proffer of his hand. 
Write thou content, and wear a coronet 1 

Julia. jEagerly^ Give me the paper ! 

Wal. There ! Here's pen and ink. 
Sit down. Why do you pause ? A flourish of 
The pen, and you're a countess ! 

Julia. My poor brain 
Whirls round and round ! I would not wed him now. 
Were he more lowly at my feet to sue 
Than e'er he did ! 

Wal. Wed whom ? 

Julia. Sir Thomas Clifford ! 

Wal. You're right. 

Julia. His rank and wealth are roots to doubt ; 
And while they lasted^ still the weed would grow, 
Howe'er you pluck'd it. — No ! That's o'er — ^That's done. 
Was never lady wrong'd so foul as I ! [Weeps. 

Wal. Thou'rt to be pitied. 

Julia. [Aroused^ Pitied ! Not so bad 
As that ! 

Wal. Indeed thou art, to love the man 
That spurns thee ! 

Julia. Love him ! — ^Loye ! If hate could find 
A word more harsh than its own name, I'd tie it. 
To speak the love I bear him ! \_Weep8, 

Wal. Write thy own name. 
And prove how near akin thy hate's to hate. 

Julia. [Writes.'] 'Tis done ! 

Wal. 'Tis well ! I'll come to you anon ! [Goes out. 

Julia [aloneX I'm glad 'tis done ! I'm very glad *tis done ! 
I've done the thing I ought. From my disgrace 
This lord shall lift me 'bove the reach of scorn — 
That idly wags its tongue, where wealth and state 
Need only beckon to have crowds to laud I 
Then how the tables change ! The hand he spum'd 
His betters take ! Let me remember that ! 
I'U grace my rank ! I will ! I'll carry it 
As I was bom to it ! I warrant none 
Shall say it fits me not : — but, one and all 
Confess I wear it bravely, as I ought ! 
And he shall hear it ! Ay, and he shall see it ! 
I shall roU by him in an equipage 
Would mortgage his estate— but he shall own 
His slight of me was my advancement ! Love me ! 
He never loved me ! if he had, he ne'er 
Had given me up ! Love's not a spider's web 
But fit to mesh a fly — that you can oreak 
By only blowing on't ! He never loved me ! 
He knows not what love is 1— or, if he does. 
He has not been o'er chary of his peace ! 
And that he'll find when I'm another's wife. 
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Lost ! — lost to him for ever ! Tears again ! 

Why should I weep for him ? Who make their woes, 

Deserve them ! What have I to do with tears ? 

Enter Helen. 

Helen. News, Julia, news ! 

Julia. What ! is't about Sir Thomas ? 

Helen. Sir Thomas, say you ? He's no more Sir Thomas ! 
That cousin lives, as neir to whom, his wealth 
And title came to him. 

Julia. Was he not dead P 

Helen. No more than I am dead. 

Julia. I would 'twere not so. 

Helen. What say you, Julia ? 

Julia. Nothing. 

Helen. I could kiss 
That cousin ! couldn't you, Julia? 

Julia. Wherefore? 

Helen. Why 
Por coming back to life again, as 'twere 
Upon his cousin to revenge you. 

Julia. Helen! 

Helen. Indeed 'tis true. With what a sorry grace 
The gentleman will bear himself without 
His title ! Master Clifford ! Have you not 
Some tokcD to return him ? some love-letter ? 
Some brooch ? some pin ? some anything ? I'll be 
Your messenger, for nothing but the pleasure 
Of callinghim plain " Master Clifford." 

Julia. Helen ! 

Helen. Or has he aught of thine ? Write to him, Julia, 
Demanding it ! Do, Julia, if you love me; 
And I'll direct it in a schoolboy's hand. 
As round as I can write, " To Master CHfFord." 

Julia. Helen! 

Helen. I'll think of fifty thousand ways 
To mortify him ! I've a cousin, Julia, 
A care-for-nought, at mischief. Him I'll set 
With twenty other madcaps like himself. 
To walk the streets the traitor most frequents. 
And give him salutation as he passes — 
" How do you. Master Clifford ? " 

Julia. [Highly incensed.^ Helen I 

ir<9^». Bless me! 

Julia. I hate yon, Helen ! 

Enter Modus. 

Mod. Joy for you, fair lady ! 
Our baronet is now plain gentleman — 
And hardly that, not master of the means 
To bear himself as such. The kinsman lives ^ 
Whose only rumonr'd death gave wealth to him, 
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And title. A hard creditor he proves, 
Who keeps strict reckoning — ^will have interest. 
As well as principal. A ruin'd man 
Is now Sir Thomas Clifford ! 

Helen. I am glad on't. 

Mod. And so am I. A scurvy trick it was 
He served yon, madam. Use a lady so ! 
I merely bore with him. I never liked him. 

Helen. No more did I. No, never could I think 
He look'd his title. 

Mod. No, nor acted it. 
If rightly they report, he ne'er disbursed 
To entertain his friends, 'tis broadly said, 
A hundred pounds in the year ! He was most poor 
In the appomtments of a man of rank. 
Possessing wealth like his. His horses, hacks ! 
His gentleman a footman ! and his footman, 
A groom 1 The sports, that men of quality 
And spirit countenance, he kept aloof from ; 
From scruple of economy, not taste, — 
As racing and the hke. In brief, he lack'd 
Those shming points that, more than name, denote 
High breeding ; and, moreover, was a man 
Of very shallow learning. 

Julia. Silence, sir ! 
For shame ! 

Helen. Whv, Julia ! 

Julia. Speak not to me ! [Turning to Modus.] Poor ! 
Most poor ! I teU you, sir, he was the making 
Of fifty gentlemen — each one of whpm 
Were more than peer for thee ! His title, sir. 
Lent him no grace he did not pay it back ! 
Though it had been the highest of the high. 
He would have look'd it, felt it, acted it. 
As thou couldst ne'er have done ! When found yon out 
You liked him not P It was not ere to-day ! 
Or that base spirit I must reckon yours 
Which smiles where it would scowl^can stoop to hate 
And fear to show it ! He was your better, sir. 
And is ! — Ay, is ! though stripp d of rank and wealth. 
His nature 'hove or fortune's love or spite. 
To blazon or to blur it ! [Betires. 

* Mod. [To Helen.][ I was told 
Much to disparage him — I know not wherefore. 

Helen, And so was I, and know as much the cause. 

Enter Masteb Waltek, with parchments, 

Wal. Joy, my Julia ! Give you joy, my girl ! 
Impatient love has foresight ! Lo you here 
The marriage-deeds fill'd up, except a blank 
To write your jointure. What you will, my Julia ! 
Is this a lover r Look ! Three thousand pounds 
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Per annum for your private charges ! Ha ! 
There's pin-money ! Is this a lover ? Mark 
What acres, forests, tenements, are tax*d 
lor your revenue ; and so set apart. 
That finger cannot touch them, save thine own. 
Is this a lover ? What good fortune's thine ! 
Thou dost not speak ; but, 'tis the way with joy ! 
With richest heart, it has the poorest tongue ! 

lilod. What great good fortune's this you speak of, sir? 

Wal. A coronet. Master Modus ! You behold 
The wife elect, sir. of no less a man 
Than the new Earl of Bochdale — ^heir of him 
That's recently deceased. 

Helen. My dearest Julia^ 
Muchjoy toyou! 

Mod. All good attend you, madam ! 

Wal. This letter brings excuses from his lordship. 
Whose absence it accounts for. He repairs 
To his estate in Lancashire, and thither 
We follow. 

Julia. When, sir ? 

Wal. Now. This verv hour. 

Julia. This very hour ! crueLfatal haste ! 

Wal. " cruel, fatal haste ! " Wtat meanest thou P 
Have I done wrong to do thy bidding, then ? 
I have done no more. Thou wast an off-cast bride. 
And wouldst be an affianced one — ^Thou art so \ 
Thou'dst have the slight that mark'd thee out for scorn. 
Converted to a means of gracing thee — 
It is so ! If our wishes come too soon, 
What can make sure of welcome ? In my zeal 
To win thee thine, thou know'st, at any tune 
I'd play the steed, whose wiU to serve nis lord^ 
Witn his last breath gives his last bound for mm ! 
Since only noon have I despatch'd what well 
Had kept a brace of clerks, and more, on foot, — 
And then, perhaps, had been to do again ! — 
Not finish'd sure, complete — the compact firm, 
As fate itself had. seal'd it ! 

Julia. Give you thanks ! 

Wal. Take thy lord's letter ! Well P 

Enter Thomas, toith a letter. 

Tho8. This letter, sir. 
The gentleman that served Sir Thomas Clifford— 
Or him that was Sir Thomas — gave to me 
!For Mistress Julia. 

Julia. Give it me! [Throwing away the one she holds. 

Wal. [Snatching it^ For what P 
Wouldst read it ? He's a bankrupt ! stripp'd of title. 
House, chattels, lands, and all ! A naked bankrupt. 
With neither purse, nor trust ! Wouldst read his letter P 
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A beggar ! Yea, a very beggar !— fasts. 
Unless he dines on alms ! To send thee letter ! 
I burst with choler ! Thus I treat his letter ! 

[Tears and throws it on the ground. 
So ! I was wrong to let him ruffle me ; 
He is not worth the spending anger on ! 
I prithee. Master Modus, use despatch, 
And presently make ready for our ride. 
YoiL Helen, to my Julia look — a change 
Of dresses will suffice. She must have new ones. 
Matches for her new state ! Haste, friends. My Julia ! 
Why stand you poring there upon tne ^ound ? 
Time flies. Your rise astounds you P rJever heed — 
You'll play my lady countess like a queen I {They go out, 

XNB OP ACT m. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I— ^ Boom in the Earl ofBoehdal^s. 

Enter Helen. 

Helen. I'm weary wandering from room to room; 
A castle after all is but a house — 
Tlie dullest one when lacking company. 
Were I at home, I could be company 
Unto myself. 1 see not Master Walter. 
He's ever with his ward. I see not her. 
By Master Walter will she bide, alone. 
My father stops in town. I can't see him. 
My cousin makes his books his company. 
I'll go to bed and sleep. No — I'll stay up 
And plague my cousin into making love ! 
For, that he loves me, shrewdly I suspect. 
How dull he is, that hath not sense to see 
What lies before him, and he'd like to find ! 
I'll change my treatment of him. Cross him, where 
"Before I used, to humonr him. He comes, 
^oring upon a book. What's that you read P 

Enter Modus. 

Mod, Latin, sweet cousin. 

Helen. 'Tis a naughty tongue, 
I fear, and teaches men to lie. 

Mod. Tlo]iQ\ 

Helen. You study it. You call your cousin sweet. 
And treat her as you would a crab. As sour 
'Twould seem you think her, so you covet her ! 
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Why how the monster stares, and looks about ! 
You construe Latin, and can't construe that ! 

Mod. I never studied women. 

Helen. No ; nor men. 
Else would you better know their ways : nor read 
In presence of a lady. [Strikes the book from his hand. 

Mod. Eight you say, 
And well you served me, cousin, so to strike 
The volume from my hand. I own my fault ; 
So please you may I pick it up again r \ 
m put it in my pocket 1 

Helen. Pick it up. 
He fears me as I were his grandmother ! 
What is the book P 

Mod. 'Tis Ovid's Art of Love. 

Helen. That Ovid was a fool I 

Mod. LiwhatP 

Helen. Lithat: 
To call that thing an art, which art is none. 

Mod. And is not love an art ? 

Helen. Are you a fool. 
As weU as Oyid P Love an art ! No art 
But taketh time and pains to learn. Love comes 
With neither ! Is't to hoard such grain as that. 
You went to coUege ? Better stay at home, 
And study homely English ! 

Mod. Nay, you know not • 
The argument. 

Helen. I don't P I know it better 
Than ever Ovid did ! The face, — the form, — 
The heart, — the mind we fancy, cousin ; that's 
The argument ! Why, cousin, you know nothing ! 
Suppose a ladv were m love with thee, 
Couldst thou by Ovid, cousin, find it out P 
Couldst find it out, wert thou in love, thvself P 
Could Ovid, cousin, teach thee to make love P 
I could, that never read him ! You begin 
With melancholy ; then to sadness ; then 
To sickness ; then to dying — ^but not die ! 
She would not let thee, were she of my mind ! 
She'd ts^e compassion on thee. Then for hope ; 
Erom hope to confidence ; from confidence 
To boldness ; — ^then you'd speak ; at first entreat ; 
Then ur^ ; then flout ; then ar^e ; then enforce ; 
Make prisoner of her hand ; besiege her waist ; 
Threaten her lips with storming ; keep thy word 
And carry her ! My sampler 'gainst thy Ovid ! 
Why cousin, are you frighten' (Lthat you stand . 
As you were stricken dumb P The case is clear. 
You are no soldier ! You'U ne'er win a battle. 
You care too much for blows 1 

Mod, You wrong me there. 
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At school I was the champion of my form; 
And since I went to college 

Helen. That for college ! 

Mod. Nay, hear me I 

Helen. W ell ? What, since yon went to college ? 
You know what men are set down for, who boast 
Of their own bravery ! Go on, brave cousin : 
What, since you went to college ? Was there not 
One Ouentin Halworth there ? You know there was. 
And that he was your master ! 

Mod. He my master? 
Thrice was he worsted by me ! 

Helen. Still was he 
xour msster 

Mod. He allow'd I had the best ! 
Allow'd it, mark me ! nor to me alone. 
But twenty I could name. 

Helen. And mastered yon 
At last ! Confess it, cousin, 'tis the truth ! 
A proctor's daughter you did both affect — 
Look at me and deny it ! — Of the twain 
She more affected you ; — ^I've caught you now, 
Bold cousin ! Mark you ? opportunity 
On opportunity she gave yoU, sir, — 
Deny it if you can ! — but though to others, 
When you discoursed of her, you were a fbEune ; 
To her you were a wick that would not light. 
Though held in the very fire ! And so he won her — 
Won her, because he woo'd her like a man; 
For all your cuffings, cuffing you again 
With most usurious interest ! Now, sir. 
Protest that you are valiant ! 

Mod. Cousin Helen ! 

Helen. Well, sir? 

Mod. The tale is all a forgery ! 

Helen. A forgery! 

Mod. From nrst to last ; ne'er spoke I 
To a proctor's daughter, while I was at college. 

Helen. Well, 'twas a scrivener's then — or somebody's. 
But what concerns it whose ? Enough, yon loved her I 
Andj shame upon you, let another take ner ! 

Mod. Cousm, I tell you, if you'll only hear me, 
I loved no woman while I was at college — 
Save one, and her I fancied ere I went there. 

Helen. Indeed ! Now I'll retreat, if he's advancing. 
Comes he not on ! what a stock s the man ! 
Well, cousin ? 

Mod. Well ! What more woiddst have me say P 
I think, I've said enough. 

Helen. And so think I. 
I did but jest with you. You are not angry ? 
Shake hands ! Why, cousin, do you squeeze me so P 
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Mod. [Lettifff her go.'] I swear I squeezed yon not ! 

Helen. YoumdnotP 

Mod. No, 
May I die if I did I 

Helen. Why then yon did not, cousin. 
So lef s shake hands again— [^fe takes her hand as hqfore.'] 

O go ! and now 
Bead Ovid ! Cousin, will you tell me one thing : 
Wore lovers ruffs in master Ovid's time ? 
Behoved him teach them, then, to put them on ; — 
And that you have to learn. Hola up your head ! 
Why, cousin, how you blush ! Pla^e on the ruff ! 
I cannot give't a set. You're blushing still ! 
Why do you blush, dear cousin P So T— 'twill beat me ! 
I'll give it up. 

Mod. Nay, prithee don't— try on ! 

Helen. And if I do, I fear you'll think me bold. 

Mod. For what ? 

Helen. To trust my face so near to thine. 

Mod. I know not what you mean ! 

Helen. I'm glad you don't ! 
Cousin, I own right well-behaved you are. 
Most marvellously weU-behaved ! They've bred 
You well at college. With another man 
My lips would be in danger ! Hang the ruff ! 

Mod. Nay, give it up, nor plague thyself, dear cousin. 
' Helen. Dear fool ! \ThroiDS the ruff on the ground^ 
I swear the ruff is good for just 
As little as its master ! There ! — ^'Tis spoil'd — 
You'll have to get another ! Hie for it, 
And wear it in the fashion of a wisp. 
Ere I adjust it for thee ! Farewell, cousin ! 
You'd need to study Ovid's Art of Love ! [Helen goes out. 

Mod. \solm']. Went she in anger ! I will follow her, — 
No, I will not ! Heigho ! I love my cousin ! 
O would that she loved me ! Why aid she taunt me 
With backwardness in love ? What could she mean P 
Sees she I love her, and so laughs at me. 
Because I lack the front to woo her P Nay, 
I'll woo her then ! Her lips shall be in danger, 
When next she trusts them near me ! Look'd she at me 
To-day, as never did she look before ! 
A bold heart. Master Modus ! 'Tis a sayiog, 
A faint one never won fair lady yet ! 
I'll woo my cousin, come what will on't. Yes : 

f Begins reading again, throws down the hook. 
Love! I'll woo my cousin I [Goes out. 
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SCENE 11,—The Banqueting-room in the Earl qf 
BjocMoU^s Mansion. 

Enter Mastee Waltee and Julia. 

Wal. This is the banqueting-room. Thou see'st as far 
It leaves the last behind, as that excels 
The former ones. All is proportion here 
And harmony ! Observe ! The massy pillars 
May well look proud to bear the ^ded dome. 
You mark those full-length portraits ? They're the heads, 
. The stately heads, of his ancestral line. ■ 

►i* ' Here o'er the feast they haply still preside ! 

Mark those medallions ! Stand they forth or not 

In bold and fair relief ? Is not this brave ? i 

Julia, [Abstractedly^ It is. 
WaL It should be so. To cheer the blood 
{ That flows in noble veins is made the feast 
1 That gladdens here ! You see thi? drapery P 
\ 'Tis nchest velvet ! Fringe and tassels, gold ! 
\Is not this costly? 
\ Julia, Yes. 

\ Wal. And chaste, the while P 
Jpoth chaste and costly ? 
Julia. Yes. 

\ Wal. Come hither ! There's a mirror for you. See I 
One sheet from floor to ceiling ! Look into it. 
Salute its mistress ! Dost not know her ? 
Julia. [Siahinq deeply^ Yes ! 
9^tf /. Ana signest thou to know her P Wait until 
To-morrow, when the banquet shall be spread ' 
Li the fair nail ; the guests — ^already bid, 
Around it ; here, herlord; and there, herself; 
Presiding o'er the cheer that hails him bridegroom. 
And her the happy bride ! Dost hear me P 
Julia. [Sighing still more deeply.'] Yes. 
Wal. These are the day-rooms only, we have seen, 
For public and domestic uses kept. 
I'll show you now the lodging-rooms. 

[Goes, then turns and observes Julia standing petfectly 
abstracted. 
You're tired. 

Let it be till after dinner then. Yet one 
I'd like thee much to see — ^the bridal chamber. 

[Julia starts, crosses her hands upon her breast, and 
looks upwards. 
I see you're tired : yet it is worth the viewing. 
If only for the tapestry which shows 
The needle like the pencil glows with life ; 

[Brings down chairs, — they sit. 
The story 's of a ;page who loved the dame 
He served — a prmcess ! — ^Love 's a heedless thing ! 
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That never takes aecoimt of obstacles • 

Makes plains of mountains, rivulets oi seas. 

That part it from its wish. So proved the page. 

Who Irom a state so lowly, look'd so high ; — 

But love's a greater lackwit still than this. 

Say it aspires — ^that's gain ! Love stoops — ^that's loss ! 

You know what comes. The princess loved the page. 

Shall I go on, or here leave off? 

Julia. Gro on. 

Wal. Each side of the chamber shows a different stage 
Of this fond page, and fonder lady's love.* 
Pirst — ^no, it is not that. 

Julia, Oh. recollect ! 

Wal. Ana vet it is. 

Julia. No aoubt it is. What is't ? ■ 

Wal. He holds to her a salver, with a cup, 
Which, fraught with wine, his heart, o'erfraught with love. 
Doth mock ; as speak his looks ! She heeds him not, 
For too great heed of him : — ^but seems to hold 
Debate betwixt her passion and her pride — 
That's like to lose the day. You read it in 
Her vacant eye, knit brow, and parted lips. 
Which speak a heart too busy all within 
To note what's done without. Like you the tale P 

Julia. I list to every word. 

Wal. The next side paints 
The page upon his knee. He has told his tale : 
And found that when he lost his heart, he play d 
No losing game ; but won a richer one ! 
There may you read in him, how love would seem 
Most humble when most bold, — ^you question which 
Appears to kiss her hand— his breath or lips ! 
Li her you read how wholly lost is she 
Who loves beneath herself ! Shall I give o'er ? 

Julia. Nay, tell it to the end. Is't melancholy? 

Wal. To answer that, would mar the story. 

Julia. Eight. 

Wal. The third side now we come to. 



* In representation, the passages following this are ciirtailed- 
and the scene runs as follows : — Maater Walter continues — 

The first side shows their passion in the dawn — 
In the next side 'tis shining open day — 
In the third there's clouding — I but touch on these 
To make a long tale brief, and bring thee to 
The last side. 

Julia. What shows that ? 
Wal. Tho fate of love 
That will not be advised. — The scene's a dungeon. 
Its tenant is the page— he lies in letters. 

Julia. Hard! 
Hard as the steel, the hands that put them on ! &c. 
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Julia, WKat shows that P 

WaL The page and princess still. But stands her sire 
Between them. Stem he grasps his daughter's arm, 
Whose eyes like fountains play ; while through her tears 
Her passion sliines, as through the fountain-obrops. 
The sun 1 His minions crowd around the page f 
They drag him to a dungeon. 

Julia, Hapless youth! 

Wal, Hapless indeed, thafs twice a captive ! heart 
And body both in bonds. But fchat's the chain, 
Which balance cannot weigh, rule measure, touch 
Define ^;he texture of, or eye detect. 
That's forged by the subtle craffc of love ! 
No need to tell you that he wears it. Such 
The cunning of the hand that plied the loom. 
You've but to mark the straining of his eye. 
To feel the coil yourself! 

Julia. I feel't without ! 
You've finish'd with the third side ; now the fourth ! 

Wal. It brings us to a dungeon, then. 

Julia. The page. 
The thrall of love, more than the dungeon's thrall. 
Is there P 

Wal. He is. He lies in fetters. 

Julia. Hard! 
Hard as the steel the hands that put them on. 

Wal. Some one unrivets them f 

Julia. TheprmcessP 'Tis! 

Wal. It is another page. 

Julia. It is herself f 

Wal. Her skin is fair : and his is berry-brown. 
His locks are raven black ; and hers are gold. 

Julia. Love's cunning in disguises ! Spite of locks, 
Skin, vesture, — ^it is she, and only she ! 
What will not constant woman do for love 
That's loved with constancy ! Set her the task. 
Virtue approving, that will baffle her ! 
O'ertax her stooping, patience, courage, wit 1 
My life upon it, 'tis the princess' self, 
Transform'd into a page ! 

Wal. The dungeon door 
Stands open, and you see beyond 

Julia. Her father ! 

Wal. No ; a steed. 

Julia. [Starting up.^ 0. welcome steed. 
My heart bounds at the thought of thee ! Thou comest 
To bear the page from bonds to liberty. 
What else P 

Wal. [Rising.') The story's told. 

Julia. TOO briefly told ; 
happy princess, that had wealth and state 
To lay them down for love ! Whose constant love 
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Appearances approved, not falsified ! 
A winner in thy cost, as well as gain. 

WaL Weighs love so much ? 

Julia. What would you weigh 'gainst love 
That's true ? Tell me with what you'd turn the scale P 
Yea, make the index waver ? Wealth ? — ^A feather ! 
Rank ? — ^Tinsel against bullion in the balance ! 
The love of kindred ? — ^That to set 'gainst love ! 
Friendship comes nearest to't ; but put love in. 
And friendship kicks the beam I — ^Weigh nothing 'gainst it ! 
Weigh love j^ainst the world ! 
Yet are they happy that have nought to say to it. 

Wal. And such a one art thou. Who wisely wed. 
Wed happily. The love thou speak'st of, 
A flower is only, that its season has^ 
Which they must look to see the withering of. 
Who pleasure in its budding and its bloom ! 
But wisdom is the constant evergreen 
Which lives the whole year through ! Be that your flower ! 

Enter a Servant. 

Well? 

Serv. My lord's secretary is without. 
He brings a letter for her ladyship. 
And craves admittance to her. 

Wal. Show him in. 

Julia. No. 

Wal. Thou must see him. To show slight to him. 
Were slighting him that sent him. Show nim in ! 

[Servant goes out. 
Some errand proper for thy private ear. 
Besides the letter he may bring. What mean 
This paleness and this trembling P Mark me, Julia ! 
If, from these nuptials, which thyself invited — 
Which at thy seeking came — thou wouldst be freed ; 
Thou hast gone too far ! Receding were disgrace. 
Sooner than see thee suffer which, the hearts 
That love thee most, would wish thee dead ! Reflect ! 
Take thought !^ Collect thyself ! With dignity 
Receive thy bridegroom's messenger ! for sure 
As dawns to-morrow's sun, to-morrow night 
Sees thee a wedded bride ! [G-oes out 

Julia [alone']. A wedded bride! 
Is it a dream P Is it a phantasm P 'Tis 
Too horrible for reality f for aught else 
Too palpable ! would it were a dream ! 
How would I bless the sun that waked me from it ! 
I perish ! Like some desperate mariner 
Imp atient of a strange and hostile shore, 
Wno rashly hoists his sail and puts to sea» 
And being fast on reefs and quicksands borne. 
Essays bi vain once more to make the land. 
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Whence wind and current drive him ; I'm wreck'd 
By mine own act ! What ! no escape ? no hope ? 
!None ! I must e'en abide these hated nuptials ! 
Hated ! — ^Ah ! own it, and then curse thyseK ! 
That madest the bane thou loathest — ^for the love 
Thou bear'st to one who never can be thine ! 
Yes— love ! Deceive thyself no longer. Palse 
To say 'tis pity for his fall,— respect, 
Engender'a by a hollow world's disdain. 
Which hoots when fickle fortune cheers no more ! 
'Tis none of these : 'tis love — and if not love. 
Why then idolatry ! Ay, that's the name 
To speak the broaidest, deepest, strongest passion. 
That ever woman's heart was borne away by ! 
He comes ! Thou'dst play the lady, — ^play it now ! 

Enter a Servant, conducting Clifpord, plainly attired as the 
Eakl op Rochdale's Secretary. 

Servant. His lordship's secretary. [Servant ffoes out. 

Mia. Speaks he not ? 
Or does he wait for orders to unfold 
His business ? Stopp'd his business till I spoke, 
I'd hold my peace for ever ! 

[Clipposd kneels ; presenting a letter. 
Does he kneel P 

A ladvr am I to my heart's content ! 
Could he unmake me that which claims his knee^ 
I'd kneel to him, — I would ! I would ! — Your will? 

Clif. This letter from my lord. 

Julia. fate ! who speaks P 

Clif. The secretary of my lord. 

Julia. I breathe! 
I could have sworn 'twas he ! 

[Makes an effort to look at Kim, hut is unable. 
So like the voice — 

I dare not look, lest there the form should stand ! 
How came he by that voice P 'Tis Clifford's voice. 
If ever Clifford spoke ! My fears come back — 
Clifford the secretary of my lord ! 
Tortune hath freaks, but none so mad as that ! 
It cannot be ! — ^It should not be !— A look. 
And all were set at rest. [Tries to look at him again, but cannot. 
So strong my fears. 

Dread to confirm them takes away the power 
To try and end them ! Come the worst, I'U look ! 

[She tries again ; and again is unequal to the task. 
I'd sink before him if I met his eye ! 

Cl\f. WiU't please your ladyshij) to take the letter P 

Julia. There Clifford speaks again ! Not Clifford's heart 
Could more make Clifford's voice ! Not Clifford's tongue 
And lips more frame it into Clifford's speech ! 
A question, and 'tis over ! Know I you ? 
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Clif. Reverse of fortune, hAy, changes friends ; 
It turns them into strangers. What I am 
I have not always been ! 

Julia. Could I not name you P 

Clif. K your disdain for one, perhaps too bold 
When hollow fortune call'd him favourite, — 
Now by her fickleness perforce reduced 
To play an humbler part, would suffer you — 

Julia. I might P 

Clif. You might! 

Julia. Oh, CBfford ! is it you P 

Clif. Your answer to my lord. [Gives the letter, 

Julia. Your lord! \_Mechamcally taking it. 

(7/t/;. Wilt write it? 
Or. will it please you send a verbal one P 
ril bear it faithfully. 

Julia. You'll bear it P 

Clif. Madam, 
Your pardon, but my haste is somewhat urgent. 
My lord's impatient, and to use despatch 
W ere his repeated orders. 

Julia. Orders? Well, 
rU read the letter, sir. 'Tis right you mind 
His brdship's orders. They are paramount ! 
Nothing should supersede them '.—stand beside them ! 
They merit all your care, and have it ! Pit, 
Most fit they should ! Give me the letter, sir. 

Clif. You have it, madam. 

Julia. So ! How poor a thin» 
I look ! so lost, while he is all himself ! 
Have I no pride ? [She rings, the Servant enters. 

Paper, and pen, and ink ! 
If he can freeze, 'tis time that I grow cold ! 
rU read the letter. 

[Opens it, and holds it as about to read it. 
Mind his orders ! So ! ' 

Quickly he fits his habits to his fortunes ! 
He serves my lord with all his will ! His heart 's 
In his vocation. So ! Is this the letter ? 
'Tis upside down — and here I'm poring on't ! 
Most fit I let him see me play the fool ! 
Shame. Let me be myself! 

[A Servant enters toith materials for writing, 
A table, sir. 
And chair. 

[The Servant brings a table and chair, and goes out. 

She sits awhile, vacantly gazing on the letter then 

looks at Clippoiid. 
How plainly shows his humble suit ! 
It fits not him that wears it ! I have wrong'd him \ 
He can't be happy — does not look it ! — ^is not. 
That eye which reads the ground is argument 



274 THE HUNCHBACK. 

Enongli ! He loves me. There I let Lim stand. 
And I am sitting ! 

iRises, takes a chair, and approaches Cliffoed. 
Pray yon take a chair. 

[He botes, as acknowledging and declining the honour. 
She looks at him awhile. 
Clifford, why don't you speak to me ? [She weeps. 

Clif. I trust 



You're happy 

' f. Happy ! very, very nappv \ 
You see I weep. I am so happy ! Tears 



Julia. Happy ! Very, very happy ! 



Are signs, you inow, of nought but happiness ! 
When first I saw you, little did I look 
To be so happy !— Clifford I 

Clif. MatoaP 

Julia. Madam! 
I call thee Clifford, and thou call'st me madam 1 

Clif. Such the address my duty stints me to. 
Thou art the wife elect of a proud earl. 
Whose humble secretary, now, am I. 

Julia. Most right ! I had forgot ! I thank you, sir, 
Tor so reminding me ; and give you joy. 
That what, I see, had bee^ a burthen to you. 
Is fairly off your hands. 

Clif. A burthen to me ! 
Mean you yourself ? Are you that burthen, Julia P 
Say that the sun 's a burthen to the earth ! 
Say that the blood 's a burthen to the heart ! 
•Say health 's a burthen, peace, contentment, joy, 
Pame, riches, honours ! everything that man 
Desires, and gives the name of blessing to ! — 
E'en such a burthen, Julia were to me. 
Had fortune let me wear her. 

Julia. [Aside."] On the brink 
Of what a precipice I'm standing ! Back, 
Back ! while the faculty remains to do't ! 
A minute longer, not the whirlpool's self 
More sure to suck me down ! One effort ! There ! 

[She returns to her seat, recovers her self-possession, 
takes up the letter, and reads. 
To wed to-morrow night ! Wed whom ? A man 
Whom I can never love ! I should before 
Have thought of that ! To-morrow night ! This hour 
To-morrow ! How I tremble ! Happy bands 
To which my heart such freezing welcome gives. 
As sends an a^e through me ! At what means 
Will not the desperate snatch ! What's honour's price P 
Nor friends, nor lovers, — no, nor life itself! 
Clifford ! This moment leave me ! 

[CiiFFOBD retires up the stage out of Julia's sight. 
Is he gone ! 
docile lover ! Do his mistress' wish 
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That went against his own ! Do it so soon ! — 

Ere well 'twas ntter'd ! No good-bye to her ! 

No word ! No look ! 'Twere best that he so went ! 

AJas, the strait of her, who owns that best. 

Which last she'd wish were done ? What's left me now ? 

To weep ! — To weep ! 

[Leans her head ttpon her arm^ which rests npon the 
desky — her other arm hanging listlessly at her side. 
Clipford comes down the stage, looks a moment at 
her, approaches her, and kneeling, takes her hand, 

Clif, MyJuiia!. 

Julia. Here agam ! 
Up ! up ! By all thy hopes of Heaven go hence ! 
To stay 's perdition to me ! Look you, Clifford ! 
Were there a grave where thou art kneeling now, 
rd walk into't, and be inearth'd alive, 
Ere taint should touch my name! Should some one come 
And see thee kneeling thus ! Let go my hand ! 
Bemember. Clifford, I'm a promised briae — 
And take tny arm away ! It has no right 
To clasp my waist ! Judge you so poorly of me. 
As think I'll suffer this ? My honour, sir ! 

{She breaks from him, quitting her seat. 
I'm glad you've forced me to respect myself— 
You'll find that I can do so ! 

Clif. I was bold — 
Forgetful of your station and my own ; 
There was a time I held your hand unchid ! 
There was a time I might have clasp'd your waist — 
I had forgot that time was past and!^gone ! 
I pray you, pardon me ! 

Julia {softened^. I do so, Clifford. 

Clif. i shall no more offend. 

Julia. Make sure of that. 
No longer is it fit thou keep'st thy post 
In 's lordship's household. Give it up! A day — 
An hour remain not in it ! 

Clif. Wherefore ? 

Julia. Live 
In the same house with me, and I another's ? 
Put miles, put leagues between us ! The same land 
Should not contain us. Oceans should divide us — 
With barriers of constant tempests— such 
As mariners durst not tempt ! Clifford ! 
Rash was the act so light that gave me up. 
That stung a woman's pride, and drove her mad — 
Till in her frenzy she destroy'd her peace ! 
Oh, it was rashly done ! Had you reproved — 
Expostulated,— iad you reason d with me — 
Tried to find out what was indeed my heart, — 
I would have shown it— you'd have seen it. All 
Then would have been as nought can be again ! 

T 2 
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Clif. Lovest thou me, Julia ? 

Julia. Dost thou ask me, Clifford ? 

Clif. These nuptials may be shmm'd ! — 

Julia, With honour ? 

CW. Yes ! 

Jvka. Then take me ! — Stop— hear me, and take me then ! 
Let not thy passion be my counsellor ! 
Deal with me, Clifford, as my brother. Be 
The jealous guardian of my spotless name ! 
Scan thou my cause as 'twere thy sister's. Let 
Thy scrutiny o'erlook no point oi it,— 
Nor turn it over once, but many a time : — 
That flaw, speck, — ^yea— the shade of one, — a soil 
So slight, not one out of a thousand eyes 
Could find it out, may not escape thee \ then 
Say if these nuptials can be shunn'd with honour ! 

Clif. They can. 

Julia. Then take me, Clifford ! {They embrace. 

Wal. [Entenna.'l Ha ! What's this P 
Ha! treason! Wnat! my baronet that was. 
My secretary now P Your servant, sir ! 
Wnat's here ? — a letter. Fifty crowns to one 
A forgery ! I'm wrong. It is his hand. 
This proves thee double traitor ! 

Clif Traitor! 

Julia. Nay, 
Control thy wrath, good Master Walter ! Do, — 
And 1*11 persuade him to go hence — [Master Walter reiires 

up the staged I see 
For me thou bearest this, and thank thee,- Clifford ! 
As thou hast truly shown thy heart to me, 
So truly I to thee have open'd mine ! 
Time flies ! To-morrow f If thy love can find 
A way, such as thou said'st, for my enlargement. 
By any means thou canst, apprise me of it ; 
And, soon as shown, I'll take it. 

Jral. Is he gone P 

Julia. He is this moment. If thou covet'st me. 
Win me, and wear me ! May I trust thee P Oh ! 
If that's thy soul, that's lookmg through thine eyes, 
Thou lovest me, and I may ! — ^1 sicken, lest 
I never see thee more ! 

Cljf. As life is mine. 
The ring that on thy wedding finger goes 
No hand but mine shall place there ! 

Wal. Lingers he P 

Julia. For my sake, now away ! And yet a word. 
By all thy hopes most dear, be true to me ! 
Go n9w ! — yet stay !— Clifford, while you are here, 
I'm like a bark distress'd and compassless. 
That by a beacon steers ; when you're away. 
That bark alone, and tossing miles at sea 1 
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Now go ! farewell ! My compass— beacon— land ! 
When shall my eyes be bless'd with thee again ! 

Clif. FareweU ! [Goes out. 

Julia. Art gone ! All's chance— All's care— All's darkness ! 

[Is led off by Masteb, Walter. 



END 01* ACT IT. 



ACT V. 

SCENE l.—An Apartment in the Earl of Rochdale's. 

Enter Helen and Fathom. 

Fath. The long and the short of it is this— if she marries 
this lord, she'll break her heart ! I wish you oonld see her, 
madam. Poor lady ! 

Helen. How looks she, prithee ? 

Fath. Marry, for aU the world like a dripping-wet cambric 
handkerchief! She has no colour nor strength in her; and 
does nothing but weep — ^Poor lady ! 

Helen, Tell me agam what said she to thee ? 

Fath. She offered me all she was mistress of, to take the 
letter to Master Clifford. She drew her purse from her 
pocket— ^the ring from her finger — she took her very ear-rings 
out of her ears — ^but I was forbidden, and refused^ And now 
I'm sorry for it ! Poor lady ! 

Helen. Thou shoMst be sorry. Thou hast a hard heart. 
Fathom. 

Fath. I, madam ! My heart is as soft as a woman's. You 
should have seen me when I came out of her chamber — ^Poor 
lady! 
. Helen. Did you cry ? 

Fath. No ; but I was as near it as possible. I a hard heart! 
I would do anything to serve her ! Poor sweet ladjr ! 

Helen. Will you take her letter, asks she you again ? 

Fath. No — ^I am forbid. 

Helen, Will you help Master Clifford to an interview with 
her? 

Fath. No — ^Master Walter would find it out. 

Helen. Will vou contrive to get me into her chamber ? 

Fath. No — ^lou would be sure to bring me into mischief. 

Helen. Go to ! You would do nothing to serve her. You a 
soft heart ! You have no heart at all ! Tou feel not for her ! 

Fath. But I tell jou I do — and good right I have to feel for 
her. I have been m love myself. 

Helen. With your dinner f 

Fath. I woultt it had been ! My pain would soon have been 
over, and at little cost. A fortune 1 squandered upon her ! — 
trinkets — trimmings — treatings — what swallowed up the 
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revenne of a whole year ! Wasn't I in love ? Six months I 
courted her, and a dozen crowns all but one did I disburse for 
her in that time ! Wasn't I in love ? An hostler — a tapster 
—and a constable, courted her at the same time: and I 
pfPered to cudgel the whole three of them for her ! Wasn't I 
in love ? 

Helen. You are a valiant man. Fathom. 

Fath. Am not I? Walks not the earth the man I am 
afraid of. 

Helen. Fear you not Master Walter P 

Fath. No. 

Helen. You do ! 

Fath. I don't ! ^ 

Helen. VW. prove it to you. You see him breaking your 
young mistress's heart, and have not the manhood to stand 
by her. 

Fath. What could I do for her? 

Helen. Let her out of prison. It were the act of a man. 

Fath. That man am I ! 

Helen. Well said, brave Fathom ! 

Fath. But my place ! — 

Helen. I'll provide thee with a better one ! 

Fath. 'Tis a capital place ! So little to do, and so much to 
get for't. Six pounds m the year : two suits of livery ; shoes 
and stockings, and a famous larder 1 He'd be a bold man that 
would put such a place in jeopardy. My place. Madam, my 
place! 

Helen. I tell thee I'll provide thee with a better place. 
Thou shalt have less to do, and more to get. Now, Fathom, 
hast thou courage to stand by thy mistress ? 

Fath. I have ! 

Helen. That's right. 

Fath, rU let my lady out. 

Enter Masteb Walteb, unperceived, 

Helen. That's right. When, Fathom P 

Fath. To-ni^ht. 

Helen. She is to be married to-night. 

Fath. This evening then. Master Walter is now in the 
library, the key is on the outside, and I'll lock him in. 

Helen. Excellent ! You'll do it ? 

Fath. Rely upon it. How he'll stare when he finds himself 
a prisoner, and my young lady at liberty ! 

Helen. Most excellent ! lou'Jl be sure to do it ? 

Fath. Depend upon me ! When Fathom undertakes a thing, 
he defies fire and water — 

JTal. [Coming forward ^ Fathom! 

Fath. Sir ! 

JFal. Assemble straight the servants. 

Fath. Yes, sir ! 

Wal. Mind, 
And have them in the hall when I come down. 
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Fath. Yes, sir ! 

Wal. And see you do not stir a step 
But where I order yon. 

Fath. Not an incn, sir ! 

Wal. See that you don't— away ! So, my fair mistress, 

L^ATHOM goes out. 
What's this you have been plotting P An escape 
Por mistress Julia ? 

Helen. I avow it. 

Wal. Do you? 

Helen. Yes ; and moreover to your face I tell you. 
Most hardly do you use her ! 

Wal. VerHy! 

Helen. I wonder where's her spirit ! Had she mine. 
She would not take't so easily. Do you meau 
To force this marriage on her ? 

Wal. With your leave. 

Helen. Youlau^h. 

Wal. Without it then. I don't laugh now. 

Helen. If I were she, I'd find a way to escape. 

Wal. What would you do ? 

Helen. I'd leap out of the window ! 

Wal. Your window should be barr'd. 

Helen. I'd cheat you stiQ ! 
I'd hang myself ere I'd be forced to marry ! 

Wal. Well said ! You shall be married, then, to-night." 

Helen. Married to-night ! 

Wal. As sure as I have said it. 

Helen. Two words to that. Pray who's to be my bride- 
groom ? 

Wal. A daughter's husband is her father's choice. 

Helen. My father's daughter ne'er shall wed such husband ! 

Wal. Indeed ! 

Helen. I'll pick a husbaud for myself. 

Wal. Indeed! 

Helen. Indeed, sir ; and indeed again ! 

Wal. Go dress you for the marriag;e ceremony. 

Helen. But, Master Walter, what is it you mean ? 

Enter Modus. 

Wal. Here comes your cousin ; — ^he shall be your brides 
man! 
The thought's a sudden one, — ^that will excuse 
Defect in your appointments. A plain dress, — 
So 'tis of white, — will do. 

Helen. I'll dress ia black, 
rilquit the castle. 

Wal. That you shall not do. 
Its doors are guarded by my lord's domestics. 
Its avenues — its grounds. What you must do, 
Do with a good grace ! In an hour, or less, 
Your father win oe here. Make up your mmd 



\ 



2S0 THE HT7KCHBACK. 



To take with thankfulness the man he gives yoti. 

Now, [Aside] if they find not out how beat their hearts, 

I have no skill, not 1, in feeling pulses. [Goes out 

Helen. Why, cousin Modus ! What ! will you stand by 
And see me forced to marry ? Cousin Modus ! 
Have you not got a tongue ? Have you not eyes ? 
Do you not see I'm verv — very ill. 
Ana not a chair in all the corridor P 

Mod. 1*11 find one in the study. 

Helen. Hang the study ! 

Mod. My room's at hand. I'll fetch one thence. 

Helen. You shan't ! 
I'd faint ere you came back ! 

Mod. What shall I do P 

Helen. Why don't you 9ffer to support me P Well ? 
Give me your arm — ^be quick ! [Modus offers his arm. 

Is that the way 

To help a lady when she's like to faint ? 
I'll drop unless you catch me ! [Modus sitjoports her. 

That will do. 
I'm better now — [Modus offers to leave her'] don't leave me ! 

Is one well 
Because one's better P Hold my hand. Keep so. 
rU soon recover, so you move not. Loves he — [Aside. 

Which I'll be sworn ne does, he'll own it now. 
Well, cousin Modus P 

Mod. Well, sweet cousin ! 

Helen. Well? 
You heard what Master Walter said P 

Mod. I did. 

Helen. And would you have me marry P Can't you speak P 
Say yes or no. 

Mod. No, cousin ! 

Helen. Bravely said! 
And why, my gallant cousin P 

Mod. Why f 

Helen. Ay, why P — 
Women, you know, are fond of reasons — ^Why 
Would you not have me marry p How you blush ! 
Is it because you do not know the reason P 
You mind me of a story of a cousin 
Who once her cousin such a question ask'd — 
He had not been to college though — ^for books. 
Had pass'd his time in reading ladies' eyes. 
Which he could construe marvellously well. 
Though writ in language all symbolical. 
Thus stood they once together, on a day — 
As we stand now — discoursed as we discourse, — 
But with this difference,— fifty gentle words 
He spoke to her, for one she spoke to him I — 
What a dear cousin ! Well, as I was saying. 
As now I question'd thee, she question'd him. 
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And what was Ms reply P To thmk of it 
Sets my heart beatings— 'Twas so kind a one ! 
So like a cousin's answer — a dear cousin ! 
A gentle, honest, gallant, loving cousin ! 
What did he say ? — ^A man might find it out. 
Though never read he Ovid's Art of Love — 
What did he say ? He*d marry her himself ! 
How stupid are you, cousin ! Let me go ! 

Mod. 1 ou are not well yet P 

Helen, Yes. 

Mod. I'm sure you're not ! 

Helen. I'm sure I am. 

Mod. Nay, let me hold you, cousin ! 
I like it. 

Helen. Do you? I would wager you 
You could not tell me why you like it. Well ? 
You see how true I know you ! How you stare ! 
What see you in my face to wonder at ? 

Mod. A pair of eyes ! 

Helen. At last he'll find his tongue — [Aside. 

And saw you ne'er a pair of eyes before ? 

Mod. Not such a pair. 

Helen. And why? 

Mod. They are so bright ! 
You have a Grecian nose. 

Helen. Indeed. 

Mod. Indeed! 

Helen. What kind of mouth have I P 

Mod. A handsome one. ^ 
I never saw so sweet a pair of lips ! 
I ne'er saw lips at all till noiw, dear cousin ! 

Helen. Cousin, I'm well, — ^xou need not hold me now. 
Do you not hear ? I tell you I am well ! 
I need your arm no longer— take't away ! 
So tight it locks me, 'tis with pain I breathe ! 
Let me go, cousin ! Wherefore do you hold 
Your face so close to mine ? What do you mean ? 

Mod. You've question'd me, and now I'll question you. 

Helen. What would you learn ? 

Mod, The use of lips. 

Helen. To speak. 

Mod. Nought else ? 

Helen. How bold my modest cousin grows ! 
Why, other use know you P 

Mod. I do ! 

Helen, Indeed! 
You're wondrous wise P And pray what is it ? 

Mod. This ! [Attempts to kiss her, 

Helen, Soft ! my hand thanks you, cousm — ^for my lips 
I keep them for a nusband ! — Nay, stand off ! 
I'll not be held in manacles again ! 
Why do you follow me P 
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Mod. I love you, cousin ! 
'Tis out at last. ^ {Aside. 

Helen, You love me ! Love me, cousin ! 
cou in, mean you so ! That's passing strange ! 
Falls out most crossly — is a dire mishap — 
A thin^ to sigh for, weep for, laaguish for, 
And die for ! 

Mod. Die for ! 

Helen. Yes, with laughter, cousin. 
For, cousin, I love you ! 

Mod. And you'll oe mine P 

Helen. I will. 

Mod. Your hand upon it. 

Helen. Hand and heart. 
Hie to thy dressing-room, and I'll to mine — 
Attire thee for the altar — so will I. 
Whoe'er may claim me, thou'rt the man shall have me. 
Away ! Despatch ! But hark you, ere you go, 
Ne'er brag of reading Ovid's Art of Love ! 

Mod, And cousin ! stop — One little word with you ! 

\She returns, he snatches a kiss. — Thep go out several 



SCENE TL.—Julia's Chamber. 

Enter Julia. 

Julia. No word from him, and evening now set in ! 
He cannot play me false ! His messenger 
Is dogg'd — or letter intercepted. I'm 
Beset with spies ! — No rescue ! — No escape ! — 
The hour at hand that brings my bridesroom here ! 
No relative to aid me ! friend to counsel me. 

[J. knock at the door, 
* Come in. 

Enter two Female Attendants. 

Your will P 

First Attendant. Your toilet waits, my lady ; 
'Tis time you dress. 

/w//flj. 'Tis time I die ! \_A peal of bells ^ What's that? 

First Attendant. Your wedding bells, my lady. 

Julia. Merrily 
Thev ring my knell ! [Second Attendant |?rwc»^* an open case. 
And pray you what are these ? 

Second Attendant. Your wedding jewels. 

Julia. Set them by. 

Second Attendant. Indeed 
Was ne'er a braver set ! A necklace, brooch, 

* In the actine, what follows is omitted, until the line — " He 
that should guard me," &c. 
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And ear-rings all of brilliants, with a hoop 
To guard your wedding ring. 

Julia. 'Twould need a guard 
That lacks a heart to keep it ! 

Second Attendant. Here's a heart 
Suspended from the necklace — one huge diamond 
Imbedded in a host of smaller ones ! 
Oh ! how it sparkles ! 

Julia. Show it me ! Bright heart. 
Thy lustre, should I wear thee, will be false, — 
Por thou the emblem art of love and truth, — 
From her that wears thee unto him that gives thee. 
Back to thy case ! Better thou ne'er shouldst leave it — 
Better thy ^ems a thousand fathoms deep 
In their native mine again, than grace my neck. 
And lend thy fair face to palm off a lie ! 

First Attendant. Wilt please you dress ? 

Julia. Ah ! m infected clothes 
New from a pest-house ! Leave me ! If I dress, 
I dress alone ! for a friend ! Time gallops ! 

[Attendants go out. 
He that should guard me is mine enemy ! 
Constrains me to abide the fatal die. 
My rashness, not my reason cast ! He comes. 
That will exact the forfeit ! — Must I pay it ? — 
E'en at the cost of utter bankruptcy ! 
What's to be done ? Pronounce the vow that parts 
My body from my soul ! To what it loathes 
Links that, while this is link'd to what it loves ! 
Condemn'd to such perdition ! What's to be done ? 
Stand at the altar in an hour from this ! 
An hour thence seated at his board — a wife 
Thence ! — frenzy's in the thought ! What's to be done ? 

Enter Master Waiter. 

Wal. What ! run the waves so high ? Not ready yet ! 
Your lord will soon be here ! The guests collect. 

Julia. Show me some way to 'scape these nupti^s ! Do it ! 
Some openirtg for avoidance or escape, — 
Or to thy charge I'll lay a broken heart ! 
It may be, broken vows, and blasted honour ! 
Or else a mind distraught ! 

Wal. What's this ? 

Julia. The strait 
I'm fallen iuto my patience cannot bear ! 
It frights my reason — ^warps my sense of virtue ! 
Beligion !— changes me into a thing, 
I look at with abhorring ! 

Wal. Listen to me. 

Julia. Listen to me, and heed me ! If this contract 
Thou hold'st me to— abide thou the result ! 
Answer to heaven for what I suffer ! — act 1 
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Prepare thyself for such calamity 

To rail on me, and those whose evil stars 

Have link'd them with me, as no past mishap. 

However rare, and marvellously sad. 

Can i)arallel ! lay tliy account to live 

A smileless life, die an unpitied death — 

Abhorr'd, abandoned of thy kind, — ^as one 

■Who had the guarding of a voung maid's peace, — 

Look*d on and saw her rashly peril it ; 

And when she saw her danger, and confessed 

Her fault, compell'd her to complete her ruin ! 

WaL Hast done P 

Julia, Another moment, and I have. 
Be wam'd ! Beware how you abandon me 
To myself! I*m young^ rash, inexperienced ! tempted 
By most insufferable misery ! 
Bold, desperate, and reckless ! Thou hast age. 
Experience, wisdom, and collectedness, — 
Power, freedom, — everything that I have not. 
Yet want, as none e'er wanted ! Thou canst save me. 
Thou oughl'st ! thou must ! I tell thee at his feet 
m fall a corse-^re mount his bridal bed ! 
So choose betwixt my rescue and my grave ; — 
And quickly too ! The hour of sacrifice 
Is near ! Anon the immolating priest 
Will summon me ! Devise some speedy means 
To cheat the altar of its victim. Do it ! 
Nor leave the task to me ! 

JTal. Hast done ? 

Julia. I have. 

Wal. Then list to me — ^and silently, if not 
With patience. — [Brinas chairs for himself and her. 

How I watch'd thee from thy childhood, 
ril not recall to thee. Thy father's wisdom — 
Whose humble instrument I was — directed 
Your nonage should be pass'd in privacy. 
Prom youi apt mind that far outstripp'd your years, 
Pearing the itaint of an infected world ; — 
Por, in the rich ground, weeds once taking root, • 
Grow strong as flowers — ^He might be right or wrong ! 
I thought hira right ; and therefore did his bidding. 
Most certainly he loved you— so did I ; 
Ay ! well as 1 had been myself your father ! 

[His hand is resting upon his knee, Julia attempts to 
take it — he idthdraws it — looks at her — she hangs 
her head. 
Well ; you may take my hand ! I need not say 
How fast you grew in knowledge, and in goodness, — 
That hope could scarce enjoy its golden dreams 
So soon fulfilment realized tnem all ! 
Enough. You came to womanhood. Your heart. 
Pure as the leaf of the consummate bud, 
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That's new unfolded by the smiling s un. 

And ne'er knew blight nor canker! When a good woman 

Is fitly mated, she grows doubly good, 

How good soe'er before ! I found the man 

I thought a match for thee ; and, soon as found. 

Proposed him to thee — 'Twas your father's will. 

Occasion offering, you should be married 

Soon as you reach'd to womanhood. — ^You liked 

My choice— accepted him. — ^We came to town ; 

Where, by important matter summon'd thence, 

I left you an affianced bride ! 

Julia. You did! 
You did ! 

Wal. Nay, check thy tears ! Let judgment now. 
Not passion, be awake. On my return, 
I found thee— what ? — ^I'll not describe the thing 
I found thee then ! I'll not describe my pangs 
To see thee such a thing ! The engineer 
Who lavs the last stone of his sea-built tower. 
It cost him years and years of toil to raise, — 
And, smiling at it, tells the winds and waves 
To roar and whistle now— but, in a night. 
Beholds the tempest sporting in its place — 
May look aghast, as I did ! 

Julia. [Falling on her knees.'] Pardon me ! 
Porgive me ! pity me ! 

JFal. Resume thy seat. [Raises her, 

I pity thee ; perhaps not thee alone 
It fits to sue Tor pardon. 

Julia. Me alone ! 
None other ! None !— 0, none ! But, Master Walter ! 
These nuptials ! — must they needs go on ? 

Servant. [Entering^ More guests 
Arrive. 

Wal. Attend to them. [Servant ^o^« o»^. 

Julia. Dear Master Walter ! 
Is there no way to escape these nuptials P 

Wal. Know'st not 
What with these nuptials comes ? Hast thou forgot ? 

Julia. What? 

Wal. Nothing !— I did teU thee of a thing 

Julia. What was it ? 

Wal. To forget it was a fault ! 
Look back andthink. 

Julia. 1 can't remember it. 

Wal. Fathers, make straws your children! Nature's 
nothing ! 
Blood nothing ! Once in other veins it runs. 
It no more yeameth for the parent flood. 
Than doth the stream that from the source disparts. 
Talk not of love instinctive — ^What you call so 
Is but the brat of custom ! Your own flesh 
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By habit cleaves to you— without, 

Hath no adhesion ! [Aside.! So ; you have forgot 

You have a father, and are here to meet him ! 

Julia, ril not denv it. 

JFal. You should olush for't. 

Julia. No! 
Nay, hear me, Master Walter ! Nay, turn not from me ! 
For thou to me, except a father's name. 
Hast all the father been : the care — ^the love — 
The guidance — the protection of a father. 
Canst wonder, then, if like thy child I feel, — 
And feeling so, that father's claim forget 
Whom ne'er I knew, save by the name of one ? 
Oh, turn to me, and do not chide me ! or 
If thou wilt chide, chide on ! but turn to me ! 

Wdl. [Struggling with emotion^ My Julia ! [Embraces her, 

Julia. rJow, dear Master Walter, hear me ! 
Is there no way to 'scape these nuptials P 

Wal. Julia, 
A promise made admits not of release, 
Save by consent or forfeiture of those 
Who hold it— «o it should be ponder'd well 
Eefore we let it go. Ere man should say 
I broke the word I had the power to keep, 
I'd lose the life I had the power to part with ! 
Remember, Julia, thou and I, to-day. 
Must, to thy fathe r, of thy training render 
A stnct account. While honour's left to us. 
We have something — ^notldng, having all, but that. 
Now for thy last act of obedience, Julia ! 
Present thyself before thy bridegroom ! [She assents^ Good ! 
My Julia's now herself ! Show him thy heart, 
And to his honour leave't to set thee free 
Or hold thee bound. Thy father will be by ! 
He comes ! — ^Be firm ! — Thy father will be by ! 

Enter Lokd Rochdale with Lord Tinsel and friends — 

afterwards Clifpobd. 

Boch. Is she not fair P 

Tin. I scarce have seen her yet. 
She'll do. Your servant, lady 1 Master Walter, 
We're glad to see you. Sirs, you're welcome all. 
What wait they for ? Are we to wed or not P 
We're ready — ^Why don't they present the bride P 
I hope thev know she is to wedf an earL 

Boch. Snould I speak first P 

Tin. Not for your coronet ! 
L as your friend, may make the first advance. 
We've come here to Tbe married. Where's the bride P 

Wal. There stands she, lord. If 'tis her wiU to wed. 
His lordship 's free to take her. 

Tin. Not a step ! 
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L as your friend, may lead her to your lordship. 
Fair lady, by your leave. 

Julia. No ! not to you. 

Tin. I ask your hand to give it to his lordship. 

Julia. Nor to his lordship — save he will accept 
My hand without my heart ! 

Tin. What means the girl ! 

Julia, What is't behoves a wife to bring her lord ? 

Wal. A whole heart, and a true one. 

Julia. I have none ! 
Not half a heart— the fraction of a heart ! 
Am I a woman it befits to wed ? 

Wal. Why, where's thy heart ? 

Julia. Gone ! — Out of my keeping ! — 
Lost, past recovery ! Bight and title to it — 
And all given up ! and he that's owner on't. 
So fit to wear it, were it fifty hearts, 
rd give it to him all ! 

Wal. Thou dost not mean 
His lordship's secretary ? 

Julia, Yes. Away 
Disguises ! In that secretary know 
The master of the heart, of which, the poor. 
Unvalued, empty casket, at your feet, — 
Its jewel ^one, — I now despairing throw ! [Kneels to Walteb. 

Wal. Rise ! Rise, my Julia ! — Think !— -You have a father 

Tin. Lady, we came not here to treat of hearts, — 
But marriage ; which, so please you, is with us 
A simple joming, by the priest, of hands. 
A ring 's put on ; a prayer or two is said ; 
You're man and wife, — and nothing more ! Por hearts. 
We oft'ner do without, than with them, lady ! 

Clif. So does not wed this lady I 

Tin. Who are you ? 

Clif. The secretary to the Earl of Rochdale. 

Tin. My lord ! 

Boch. I know him not — 

Tin. I know him now — 
Your lordship's rival ! once Sir Thomas Clifford. 

Cl\f. Yes, and the bridegroom of that lady then. 
Then loved her— loves her still ! 

Julia. Was loved by her — 
Though then she knew it not ! — ^is loved by her. 
As now she knows, and all the world may know ! 

Tin. We can't be laugh'd at. We are here to wed. 
And shall folfil our contract. 

Julia. Clifford! 

Clif.^ JuHa ! ^ 
You will not give your hand ? 

[Apause—ZjjjJLk seems utterly lost. 

Wal. You have forgot 
Again. You have a i&ther ! 
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Julia. Brinff him now, — 
To see thy Julia lustify thy training. 
And lay her life aown to redeem her word ! 

Wat. And so redeems her all ! — ^Is it your will. 
My lord, these nnptials should go on? 

Koch. It is. 

Wat. Then is it mine they stop ! 

Tin. I told your lordship 
You should not keep a Hunchback for your aeent. 

Wal. Thought like my father, my good lora, who said 
He would not have a Hunchback for his son, — 
So do I pardon you the sayage slight ! 
My lord, that I am not as straight as you. 
Was blemish neither of my thought nor will, 
My head nor heart. It was no act of mine, — 
Yet did it curdle nature's kindly milk 
E'en where 'tis richest— in a parent's breast — 
To cast me out to heartless fosterage. 
And give my portion to another ! So ! 
But all's recover'd. 

Look, mv lord, a testament 
To make a pension of his lordship's rent-roll ! 
It is my fatner's, and waa left by him, 
Li case his heir should die without a son. 
Then to be onen'd. Heaven did send a son 
To bless the neir. Heaven took its gift awav. 
He died— His father died. And Master Walter — 
The unsightly agent of his lordship there — 
The Hunchback whom your lordship would have stripp'd 
Of his agency, — is now the Earl of Kochdale ! 

Julia. The Earl of Rochdale ! 

JTal. Ay ! The Earl of Rochdale. 
But what of that ? Thou know'st not half my greatness ! 
A prouder title, Julia, have I yet. ^ 
Sooner than part with which I'd give that up. 
And be again plain Master Walter. What ! 
Dost thou not apprehend me P Yes, thou dost 1 
Command thyself— Don't gasp ! My pupil — daughter ! 
Come to thy father's heart ! [Julia, rushes into his arms. 

Enter Eathom. 

Fath. Thievery! Elopement — escape — arrest! 

Wal. What's the matter? 

Fath. Mistress Helen is running away with Master Modus 
— ^Master Modus is running awav with Mistress Helen— but 
we have caught them, secured them,, and here they come, to 
receive the reward of their merits. 

Enter Helen and Modtis, followed bp Servants. 

Helen. I'll ne'er wed man, if not my cousin Modus. 
Mod. Nor woman I, save cousin Helen's she. 
Wal. A daughter and a nephew has my friend. 
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Without their match in duty ! You shall marry. 

For you, sir, who to-day have lost an earldom, 

Yet would have shared that earldom with my child— 

My only one— content yourself with prospect 

Of the succession — ^it must fall to you. 

And fit yourself to grace it. Ape not those 

Who rank by pride. The man of simplest bearing 

Is yet a lord, when he's a lord indeed ! 

Sir Thomas Clifford, take my daughter's hand ! — 

If now you know the master of her heart ! 

Give it, my Julia ! You suspect, I see. 

And rightly, there has been some masking here. 

Content thee, daughter, thou shalt know anon. 

How jealousy of mv mis-shapen back 

Made me mistrustful of a child's affections — 

Who doubted e'en a wife's — ^so that I dropp'd 

The title of thy father, lest thy duty 

Should pay the debt tny love alone could solve. 

AU this and more, that to thy friends and thee 

Pertains, at fitting time thou shalt be told. 

But now thy nuptials wait — ^the happy close 

Of thy hard trial — ^wholesome, though severe! 

The world won't cheat thee now — ^thy heart is proved ; — 

Thou know'st thy peace by finding out its bane. 

And ne'er wilt act from heedless impulse more I 
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PEOLOGUE, 

SPOKEN BY UB. VA3DE. 



Untowabd fate no luckless wight inyades 

More sorely than the Man who drives two trades; 

Like Esop's bat, between two natures placed. 

Scowl'd at by mice, among the birds disgracea. 

Our author tnus, of twofold fame exactor. 

Is doubly scouted, — both as Bard and Actor ! 

Wanting in haste a Prologue, he applied 

To three poetic friends : was thrice denied. 

Each glared on him witn supercilious glance, 

As on a Poor Relation met by chance; 

And one was heard, with more repulsive air. 

To mutter " Vagabond," " Rogue " " StroUing Player ! " 

A poet once, he fouad — and look'd aghast — 

By turning actor, he had lost his caste. 

Tne verse patched up at length — with like ill fortune 

His friends behind tne scenes he did importune 

To speak his lines. He found them all fight shy. 

Nodding their heads in cool civility. 

" Their service in the Drama was enough. 
The poet might recite the poet's stuff ! " 
The rogues— they like him hugely— but it stung 'em, 
Somehow — to thmk a Bard had got among 'em. 
Their mind made up— no earthly pleading shook it. 
In pure compassion till I undertook it. 
Disown'd by Poets and by Actors too. 
Dear Patrons of both arts, he turns to you ! 
If in your hearts some tender feelings dwell 
From sweet Virginia, or heroic Tell : 
If in the scenes which follow you can trace 
What once has pleased you — an unbidden grace — 
A touch of nature's wort — an awkward stait 
Or ebullition of an Irish heart — 
Cry, clap, commend it ! If you like them not. 
Your former favours cannot be forgot. 
Condemn them — damn them — ^hiss them if you will — 
Their author is your grateful servant stiU ! 
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A TAT.B OP HANTITA. 



ACT I. 

SCENE L—A Street in Mantua. 
Enter Leonardo Gonzaga and Losjinzo. 

Leon. So in my native city, thanks to Heaven, 
Ten years and more elapsed^ I stand again ! 
A boy it sent me forth, takes back a man. 
Hail to it ! * 'Tis mine old acquamtance still, 
In nothing strange — ^unalter'd ! To a stone 
The same I left it ! Glad am I to see it — 
None better loves its venerable face ! 

Lor. I'm glad to see you smile. 

Leon. I do so, signor. 
I am a boy again ! The days come back 
When smallest things made wealth of happiness 
And ever were at hand ! when I did watch 
With panting heart the striking of the dock. 
Which hardly sounded ere the book was shut. 
Then for the race — ^the leap — ^the game — 0, signor, 
The vigour and endurance of such joy ! 
Is't e'er to come again ? — and care so light, 
That, looking back, I smile that thought it care. 
And call it part of pleasure ! I'm again 
In Mantua f 

Lor. Then here we say farewell. 

Leon. Not so ! Acquaintance, bom and nurtured in 
Adversity^ is worth the cherishing ! 
'Tis proved steel which one may trust one's life to. 
You are a stranger here in Mantua. 
Which I am native to. What brings you hither ? 
If 'tis a cause no scruple of just weight 
Porbids thee to unfold, unbosom thee ; 
And, in return for what thou part'st with, take 
The zeal and honour of a hearty friend. 
And service too, to boot ! — ^You pause from doubt 
Either of my ability or faith. 
If this, I'm sorry for't — ^If that, take heed ! 
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You know not by the eye the practised limb 
Where the inform'd and active sinew lies, 
That's equal to the feat. What, silent still P 
'Sdeath, man ! a dwarf is not to oe despised, 
For he may have a giant for his friend, 
And so be master of a giant's strength ! 
Come, come, have confidence ! — 'Tis the free rein 
Which takes the willing courser o'er the leap 
He'd miss, suppose you check'd him ! 

Lor. There are men 
Whose habits in abeyance hold their natures. 
Which still remain tnemselves. — Your temperament 
Is of the sanguine kind, and so is mine : 
Eut lo, the difference ! Thy frankness brooks 
No pause — ^thy wish is scarce conceived, ere told — 
As if men's hearts were open as their looks. 
And trust were due to aU ! The law hath been 
My study^ signor ; and, these three years past. 
My practice too ; and it hath taught me this : — 
To doubt, with openness to be convinced. 
Is to remain on this side danger, yet 
No fraction lack of generosity. 
Which it becomes a noble mmd to cherish, 

Leon. And doubt you me ? 

Lor. No, signor ; but drew back. 
When you, with instant promptness, made advance, 
Where I, with all the heart to take the step, 
Had still, I fear, been standing ! You shall know 
My errand hither. I am nephew — 

Leon. Stop 
Till these pass on ! 

JEnter Babtolo, Caslo, Beknakdo, and others. 

Carlo. Will not the duke postpone the cause ? 

Bar. I tell thee no. 

Carlo. And wherefore ? 

Bar. What's that to thee ?— Is not he the duke P Shall 
such a piece of fiesh and bone as thou art, question the duke P 

Carlo. Why not P 

Bar. Why not P Would any one believe he bad been bom 
in Mantua P Now mark how I shall answer him ! Dost thou 
drink Burgundy P 

Carlo. No, but water. 

Bar. Then art thou, compared to the great duke, what 
water is to Bursundy. 

Carlo. He is out flesh and blood. 

Bar. But what kind of flesh and blood P Answer me that ! 
Wouldst thou, that dinest upon garlic and coarse bread, and 
washest them down with water, compare thyseK to one who 
sits down, every day of the week, to a table of three courses P 
Thou art no more tnan a head of garlic to the duke ! 
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Ber. Say on, Bartolo ! "Well ! The duke refuses to post- 
pone the cause ; and what then ? 

Bar. Why then the case must come on. 

Ber. And what will be the end on't P 

Bar. That knows the duke. 

Carlo. But what ought it to be ? 

Bar. What the great duke wills. 

Carlo. Why so ? 

Bar. Because that must be. 

Ber. She was a bold girl, when they forced her to the 
church, to refuse to give ner hand there, and claim the pro- 
tection of the curate. 

Bar. He was a bolder man to have anything to say to so 
mettlesome a piece of stuff. 

Carlo. And to refuse a count ! 

Bar. Her cause will not thrive the better for that ; unless, 
indeed, the duke be wroth with the count, for honourably 
affecting a commissary's ward. 

Leon. \_Aside.'\ You seem intent on their discourse ? 

Lor. \Aside.'] I am so. 

Ber. You saw her, Bartolo, did you not P 

Bar. Yes, I was passing oy, when they were forcing her 
into the church, and followed tnem in. 

Cirr/o. Is she as handsome as they say P 

Bar. Humph ! — handsome P — Handsome is this, and hand- 
some is that. I*could sooner teU the absence of oeauty than 
the presence of it. Now thou art not beautiful ; but dress 
thee like a duke, and it might change thee. Thou that art an 
ugly craftsman, might become a beautiful duke. Notwith- 
standing I think I dare pronounce her handsome — ^very hand- 
some ! nay, I will go further, and confess that, were she a 
countess, or duchess, I would call her the most beautiful 
woman in Mantua. 

Ber. But why wishes the curate to have the cause post- 
poned ? 

Bar. To wait for a learned doctor of the law, for whom he 
has sent to Bx)me, but who has not yet arrived, though hourly 
looked for. 

Carlo. What ! must one send for law to Rome P 

Bar. Yes, if one cannot find it in Mantua. 

Carlo. Cannot one find law in Mantua P 

Bar. Not if it be all bought up. There's not a legal man of 
note whom the count has not retained; so was the curate 
forced to send for his nephew to Eome — a man, it is reported, 
of great learning, and of profound skill in his profession, 
though hardly yet out of his nonage. 

Leon. [Aside.'] You colour, simor ! 'Tis of you he speaks ? 

Carlo. Tears he to come to Mantua, or what P 

Bar. 'Tis thought the brigands have detained him— aplague 
upon the rascals ! A word in your ears, signors. You all 
know that Bartolo is a loyal man P 

All. We do, Bartolo. 
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Bar, Said I ever a word against the duke ? 

All. No. 

Bar. You are right, signors ; nor would I, though the duke 
were to hang every honest man in Mantua ; for is he not the 
duke ?— andis not Bartolo a lo^^al man ! Now if I speak of 
the duke's cousin, whom the bngands, they say, have killed, 
speak I against the duke P 

All. No ! 

Bar. Is't treason to say *' a pity that he was killed ? " 

All No ! 

Bar. Ah, signors, had he succeeded his father, he would 
have made a proper duke. Is this saying anything against his 
cousin that is the duke P 

All No ! 

Bar. I warrant me, no! Catch Bartolo talking treason ! 
Who says a word against the duke P he dies, as ^rtolo is 
a loyal man ! But fare you well, signors. The trial comes on 
at noon — and noon will soon be here. 

Ber. We go your way. 

Bar. Gome on, then. Remember I said not a word against 
the duke. [Babtolo and others go out. 

Leon. Of you he spoke — ^was it not so P 

Lor, It was. 

Leon. You come to Mautua to plead the cause 
Of this fair damsel. You were here before. 
But that the brigands intercepted you, — 
Your hurt, but my advantage, whose escape. 
Long time their captive, you contrived. And now. 
To prove my friendship more than wordy vaunting — 
I have the power to serve you. Take me with you. 
Your clerk, jou said, opposing vain resistance. 
The hot-bram*d robber slew. Suppose me him. 
I have a smattering of his vocation, 
A notion of the mystery of yours ; 
And I would hear, by their own lips recited. 
This worthy priest and beauteous damsel's cause, 
For reasons which — ^you smile P 

Lor. A thought just cross'd me. 

Leon. I know thy thought — ^'Tis wrong !— 'Tis not the heat 
Of youthful blood which prompts — ^You smile again ? 

Lor. Your pardon. — If 1 dicf, you have to thank 
The quickness of your apprehension. 

Leon. Mark me 1 — 
I have loved my last— and that love was my first ! 
Apassion like a seedling that did spring. 
Whose germ the winds had set ; of stem so fine. 
And leaf so small, to inexperienced sight 
It pass'd for nought, — ^until, with swelling trunk. 
And spreading branches, bowing all around. 
It stood a goodlv tree ! Are you content ? 
This was my sadness, signer, which the sight 
Of my dear native city briefly banish'd ! 
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Which thy misgiving hath brought back again ; 
And which will be the clothing of my heart. 
While my heart calls this breast of mine its house. 

Lor, I "pray you, pardon me ! 

Leon, I pray you, peace ! 
Time presses.— Once again, have confidence. 
And take me with vou to your uncle's home. 
More than you creoit me, I may bestead you. 
Wilt take my hand P 

Lor. I will! 

Leon, Have with you, then ! \They go out. 



SCENE TL— Antonio's House, 

Enter Antonio and Peeteo. 

Jnt. What lacks it now of noon ? 

Piet. An hour or more. 

Ant. No chance of his arrival ! — This delay 
Perplexes me ! Is it neglect ?— I thought 
His answer would have been his presence here, 
Prompt as my summons ; yet he neither comes 
Nor sends excuse. 'Tis very strange ! She holds 
The same sedate, collected carriage still P 

Fiet. She does, and native seems it to the maid 
As her fair brow, wherefrom it calmly looks. 
As from its customed and assured seat— 
A gentleness that smiles without a smile— 
Eor 'tis the sweetness, not of cheek, or lip 
Alone ; but every feature — every act- 
Delights the heart that's near her. Silence is 
Her favourite mood, yet ne'er repels she converse. 
While every theme nath one unvaried close — 
A blessing on your reverence. 

Ant. Poor girl ! 
She owes me nought. Why do I serve my Master, 
If not to do his bidding P Is it but 
To hold the crook P Nay, but to use the crook ! 
To be, indeed, the shepherd of the flock — 
Wakeful and watchfuF— pitiful and faithful — 
My charitable life, and not my title, 
The badge and warrant of my sacred calling ! 
She was afflicted, persecuted, and 
I succour'd her ! — I, standing at the altar ! 
Beneath my Master's roof ! His livery, 
Blazon'd, as ne'er was earthly king's, upon me ! 
What could I less P 

Fiet. Eails he to come, for whom 
Your reverence looks, to plead the damsel's cause ; 
Must it perforce go on P 

Ant. it must ; and I 
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Myself will be her advocate, before 
The haughtjr duke ! Por problems of deep law, 
Will ffive him axioms of plain truth ; and paint 
Her thrilling grievance — to the life ; with tears. 
Which, Pity seeing, shall to every heart 
That owns its influence, her cause commend. 
And gather tears to aid them ! 

Enter Stephano. 

Ste. May it please you. 
Two strangers, craving audience, wait below. 

Ant. Aamit them ! 'Tis my nephew ! Worthy Pietro, 
Have all in readiness, that we appear 
Before the duke when cited. [Pietbo goes out. 

Enter Leonardo Gonzaga and Lobenzo. 

So, Lorenzo ! 

Lor. Save you, my reverend uncle ! 

Ant. Now a week 
Pve look'd for you— but waive we explanations. 
Thou'rt come ! — and to the business that has brought thee : — 
I have possess'd thee of the damsel's cause 
Li all its bearings — ^Art prepared to plead it ? 

Lor. I am, so please your reverence ; — but, with us. 
That evidence is oest which is direct. 
That the Count Mono seeks the damsel's hand, — 
That wills her guardian she bestow it on him, — 
That she resists her uncle and the count, — 
I know ; but not the cause of her dissent. 
Children to guardians should obedience pay ; 
A match, so lofty, walhrants some enforcement. 
Which, not on slight grounds, should the maid resist. 

Ant. Ground know I none, save strong aversion. 

Lor. Pray you 
Vouchsafe us conference with the maid herself. 
Her deposition shall this gentleman 
That's come with me — ^my trusty clerk — set down. 

Ant. I'll bring her to you;— but, I charge you, boy. 
You keej) in mind you are her advocate ; 
Por she, indeed, of those rare things of earth. 
Which of the debt that's due to it, rob Heaven, 
That men set earth before it, is the rarest ! 
Then guard thee, nephew !— rather with thine ears 
And tongue discourse with her, than with thine eyes. 
Lest thou forget it was her cause, not she, 
Tliat summon d thee to Mantua ! 

Lor. Pear me not ! [Antonio goes out. 

Leon. A service of some danger, it should seem. 
Your reverend uncle has engaged you in ; 
And, by his pardon, for your safety, uses 
Means which your peril more enhance than lessen. 
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The soldier that is taught to fear his foe. 
Is half o'ercome before he takes the fiela. 

Lor. Is't from your own misgivings you doubt me ! 

Leon. No !— As I said before, my neart is safe — 
Love-proof, with love ! — which, if it be not, signor, 
A passion that can only once be felt — 
Hath but one object— lives and dies with us — 
And, while it lives, remains itself, while all 
Attachments else keep changing — ^it is nothing ! 
I used to laugh at love, and deem it fancy. 
My heart would choose its mistress by mine eyes ; 
Whom scarce they found before I sought a new one. 
I wooed not then the beauty of the soul — 
The passing loveliness which lodgeth there — 
A world beyond the charm of face or form ! 
I found it ! When or where — ^for weal or woe — 
It matters not ! I found it ! — wedded it ! 
Never to be divorced from that true love 
Which taught me love, indeed ! 

Lor. You wedded it? — 
Then was your passion blest ? 

Leon. No, Signor, no ! 
Question no further, prithee ! Here's your nnde ! 

Enter Antonio and Maktana. 

Ant. Lo, nephew ! here's the maid, 
To answer for lierself ! 

Lor. [To Leonardo/| She's fair, indeed 1 
Description ne'er coula give her out the thing. 
One only glance avows her'! — ^Prithee, look ! 

Leon. Snow her to him who has not seen the fairest ! 
Remember, signor. Time's no gazer, but 
A traveller, whose eye is on his road. 
And feet in motion, ever ! Noon 's at hand ! 

Lor. I thank you. Note mv questions — ^her replies. 
Your guardian — Is he your relation too ? 

Mari. No. — ^Would ne were ! That stay had needs be strong. 
Which failing, we've none other left, to cling to. 

Leon. Oh, music ! — 

Lor. What's the matter P 

Leon. 'Twas a bird ! — 
Whose throat, for sweetness^ beggars all the grove ! 
Yea, of its rich and fam6d minstrel makes 
A poor and common chorister ! 

Lor. Hear her ! 
You'll have no ear for any other bird : 
Look at her, and you'll have no ear for her. 
Your tranced vision every other sense 
Absorbing ! — Gave you promise to the count ? 

Mari. None! 

Lor, Nor encouragement P 
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Mart. Such as aversion 
Gives to the thing it loathes ! 

Lor. Have you a vow 
Or promise to another ? — That were a plea 
To justify rejection. You are silent. 
And yet you speak — ^if blushes speak — and all 
Confess they do. Come, come, I know you love ! 
Tell me, I pray, the story of your love ! 
That, thereon, 1 may found my proper plea 
To show your opposition not a thing 
Of fantasy, caprice, or frowardness ; 
But such as all men should commend you for. 
Prove it the joint result of heart and reason. 
Each other's act approving. Was't in Mantua 
You met P 

Mali, No, signer, in my native land ! 

Lor. And that is 

Mari. Switzerland! 

Lor. His country too P 

Mari. No, si^or, he belonged to Mantua. 

Lor. That's right ! — ^You are collected and direct 
In your replies. I dare be sworn your passion 
Was such a thing, as bj its neighbourhood 
Made even piety and virtue richer 
Than e'er they were before. How grew it P Come, 
Thou know'st thy heart ! Look caunly into it, 
And see how innocent a thing it is 
Thou fear'st so much to show. — I wait your answer. 
How grew your passion P 

Mari. As my stature grew. 
Which rose without my noting it, until 
They said I was a woman. I kept watch 
Beside what seem'd his death-bed. From beneath 
An avalanche my father rescued him. 
The sole survivor of a company 
Who wander'd through our mountains. A long time 
His life was doubtful, signor, and he caU'd 
Por help, whence help atone could come, which I, 
Morning and night, invoked along with nim. — 
Thus 'gan our souls to mingle ! 

Lor. I perceive. 
You mmgled souls until you mingled hearts ? 
You loved at last. — ^Was't not the sequel, maid P 

Mari. I loved indeed ! If I but nursed a flower 
Which, to the ground, the rain and wind had beaten, 
That flower of all our garden was my pride ! 
What then was he to me, for whom I thought 
To make a shroud; when, tending on him, still. 
With hope, that, baffled still, still lost not heart, 
I saw at last the ruddy dawn of health 
Begin to mantle o'er his paUid form. 
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And glow— and glow — ^till forth at last it burst 
Into confirmed, oroad, and glorious day ! 

Lor, You loved, and were beloved ? 

Mwri. To say I was, 
Were to affirm what oft his eyes avonch'd. 
What many an action testified— and yet — 
What wanted confirmation of his tongue. 
But if he loved— it brought him not content ! 
'Twas now abstraction — now a start— anon 
A pacing to and fro — anon, a stillness. 
As nought remain'd of life, save life itself. 
And feeling, thought, and motion, were extinct ! 
Then all again was action ! — disiaclined 
To converse, save he held it with himself; 
Which oft he did, in gloomy mood discoursing. 
And ever and anon invoking Honour—; 
As some high contest there were pending, 'twixt 
Himself and him, wherein her aia he needed. 

Lor. This spoke impediment ! Or he was bound. 
By promise, to another ; or had fjriends 
Whom it behoved him to consult, and doubted ; 
Or *twixt you lay disparity, too wide 
Por love itself to leap. 

Man. I saw a struggle. 
But knew not what it was ! — ^I wonder'd, still, 
That what to me was all content, to him 
Was all disturbance ; but my turn arrived. 
At length he talk'd of leaving us ! At length. 
He fix*d the parting day ! — ^but kept it not — 
How my heart bounded ! — ^then I knew how low 
It had been sinking. Deeper still it sank 
When next he fix'd the day to go ; and, then. 
It sank, to bound no more ! He went, indeed ! 

Lor. To follow him, you came to Mantua P 

Mari. What could I do but follow him, with whom 
My heart had gone ; and, with it, everything — 
Cot, garden, vmeyard, rivulet, and wood. 
Lake, sky, and mountain — e'en my father, signor, — 
Coula I remain behind ? That father found 
His child was not at home ; he loved me. signor, 
And ask'd me, one day, whither we should go P 
I said, " To Mantua." I followed him 
To Mantua ! — ^to breathe the air he breathed. 
To walk upon the ground he walk'd upon. 
To look upon the things he look'd upon. 
To look, perchance, on him ! perchance to hear him. 
To touch mm ! — ^never to be known to him, 
Till he was told, perhaps, I died, his love. 

Lw. I pray you, signor, how do you get on? 
I see you play the woman well as I! 
And, sooth to say, the eye were stone itself. 
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From which her story coiild not call a tear ! 
How get you on ? indite you word for word 
As she delivers it P How's this ! — ^The pa^e 
As blank as first you found it ! — ^All our pains 
Have gone to lose our time ! 

Leon. I have a gift 
Of memory, signor, which belongs to few. 
What once I hear, stands as a written page 
Before me : which, if questioned, I could read 
Letter for letter. — ^You shall have anon 
The proof of this. I have a friend or two 
I fain would snatch a word with — ^That despatch'd, 
I'U meet you at the duke's, and bring with me 
The damsel's story, word for word set down. 
And win your full content ; or give you leave 
To brand me an impostor, or aught else 
A man should blush to pass for ! Will you trust me ? 

Lor, I will. 

Leon. You may, for you shall ne'er repent you. 
I'll bring you aid you uttle count upon. [_Aside^ [Goes out 

Ant. Nay, nephew, urge your friend to stay. A space 
You have for bnef refreshment ; and^ in sooth. 
You want it, who, from travel just alighte4 
Must needs to business go. 

Lor. Detain not him ! 
Some needful avocations call him hence. 
I wait your pleasure, uncle. 

Ant, Daughter, come. 
Some effort has it cost to tell your story. 
But profit comes of it. Your cause is strong. 
Your vows, which virtually are another's. 
Heaven doth itself forbid you give the count ! 
Is't not so, nephew P 

Lor. There I'll found the plea. 
Which to the conscience of the duke I'll put. 
Knows he, whom, at his death — ^which I'm advised 
Took place in Mantua— your father named 
Your guardian— knows the commissary this. 
Which thou hast now related ? 

Mari. Not from me. 
My father's death was sudden. — ^Long time since ! 
He and the commissary were mere acquaintance. 
What pass'd between them, save the testament 
Which left me ward unto the commissary, 
I am a stranger to. 

Lor. Since you came hither 
Him have you seen, for sake of whom you came P 

Mari. No! ' 

Lor. Nor hast clue direct, or indirect, 
To find him out P 

Mari. No, signer. 
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Lor. And how lon^ 
Have jrou sojoum'd in Mantua ? 

Man, Two years. 

Lor, And is your love the same ? 

Mari. Am I the same ? 

Lor. Such constancy should win a blessing. 

Ant. Yes ! 
And strange as 'tis, what seems to us affliction 
Is oft the hand that helps us to our wish. 
So may it fall with thee — ^if Heaven approves ! [They go out, 

END Of ACT I. 



ACT II. 

SCENE l.—Eall qf Justice in the Duke's Palace. 

On one side Bartolo, Bernardo, Carlo, and others ; on the 
other, Lords and Ladies, Sfc. ^c. 

Bar. Silence, signors! Keep order! The parties in the 
cause are coming — Here they are ! 

Bnter Mariana, leaning on Antonio, attended hy Lorenzo ; 
after them the Count Plorio, and various Doctors of the Law. 

Bar. That is the maiden; and that the curate, upon whom 
she leans. 

Bern. And where's the count ? 

Bar. Yonder, surrounded by the Doctors of the Law. 

Bern. The maid is very fair ! 

Bar. Yes, for a burgher's daughter. Hush! The duke 
approaches. 
The cause will straight come on. 

Enter the Duke Ferbardo Gonzaga, and Attendants. 

[The whole assembly rise. 

Fer. Your seats ! your seats ! [The assembly sit. 

Bring on this cause 1 Who answers for our fiiend. 
The count ? 

Adoo. My lord, so please you, I. 

Fer. Proceed. 

Advo. The question lies between the count, and this, 
The guardian of the maid — ^whose froward act 
Your highness is possessed of— on the one side ; 
The maid herself, and that^ the reverend man. 
Who countenances her resistance, on 
The other. Hereupon the count defends 
His right unto the maiden's hsmd— the will 
Her father left — ^the promise of the man 
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Therein, declared her ffuardian, iinto whom 

Behoves her choice to dow — ^for choice herself 

The maid, of right, hath none. — ^This were the case. 

Proposed her guardian to affiance her 

To one in rank as far beneath the maid 

As is the maid beneath the count. But lo 

The difTerence ! By this alliance ^ains 

The maid a consort of a rank so high 

And wealth so broad, he were pretender fit 

To the hand of any maid in Italy ! 

Such is our cause. In the first place, the right 

To give away the maid : and in the next 

That right, exerted for her highest good. 

Bar, He is a fair spokesman— The duke deliberates. 

Lor. My friend is lost, abnost as soon as found. 
He has deceived me. No ! he comes at last. 
And keeps indeed his promise, if he brings 
Such friends as t^ese to back us ! 

Enter Leonakdo Gonzaga as Clerk to L9BENZ0 ; followed hy 

several persons of distinction. 

Bar. Observe you, signers ! Are not those who iust now 
entered, relatives and fiiends of him that were the duke, had 
not mishap stepped in 'twixt him and his father's seat ? 

Ber. They are. 

Bar. Do they abet the maid? You see they take their 
station round her. — ^They are not wont, of late, to frequent the 
palace. 

Ber. Peace ! The duke is going to speak. 

Fer. Count, on what plea claim you the maiden's hand P 

Florio. Her guardian nath affianced her to me. 

Fer. Speak you, her guardian, — states the count the fact P 

Hugo. He does, so please your highness ! 

Fer. Whaf s her age P 

Huffo. She lacks a year of her majority. 

Fer. Her rank P 

Hugo. Her father was a burgher. 

Fer. Wealth 
Has she been left P 

Hugo. What, charily enjoyed. 
Prom manual labour might, perhaps, exempt her. 

Fer. And stoops the count so low to be despised — 
Uejected— spum'd ! Por shame ! The maid oe given 
Back to her guardian's custody ; and if 
Obedience be refused, let him enforce it ! 
The cause is iudged. 

Lor. Your nighness' pardon, but 
The other side 's to hear. 

Fer. Who's he that speaks P 

Lor. The counsel for the maid. 

Fer, Let him be wise. 
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And not gainsay our pleasure. — It is told ! 
The cause is over — finally adjudged. 

Lor, How far your hig-rmess' power extends I know ! 
Yet though it reach unto my life, that life 
I hold to be my good, and husband not 
A minute longer than it ministers 
Unto mine honour's profitable use. 
The duty which I should discharge in vain, — 
Not through its own demerit, but defect 
In him, whose will availeth more than right, — 
I leave undone : — ^but 'gainst the power protest 
Which makes me — servant unto justice — slave 
Unto oppression. Por the pangs that wring 
That maiden's heart, be answerable thou. 
Not I ! 

Ant, Your highness — 

Fer. Peace ! I will not hear thee, father ! 

Ant. But Heaven will hear me ! Lo ! I do call upon it 
Tor judgment on the man who wrongs this maid ! 
And surely as I call 'twill answer* me, — 
And speak to thee — ^be thou that wicked man — 
When power thou hast no longer to cry "Peace !" 

Fer, That wicked man ! 

Ant. 0, poverty of earth — 
That men do deeds which win them evil names, 
And spurn the names, but not the deeds which win them ! 
What Heaven commands me speak, I dare to speak ! 
Snffer'd the maid, from any, violence. 
Should he not die ? What callest thou the deed 
Which would condemn her to a loathed bed ? 
Think'st thou there's virtue in constrained vows, 
Half-utter'd — soulless — falter'd forth in fear. 
To purge the nauseousness of such a deed, 
That Heaven won't smell the damning odour on't ? 
And if there is, then truth and grace are nought ! 
Then sanctity is nought 1 yea. Heaven itself ! 
And in its empyreal essence lies 
No savour of its sweetness ! 

Fer. Peace, I say ! 

Ant. Thou canst not bid the thunder hold its peace — 
Why criest thou peace to me ? — Nay, bid me speak — 
That thou mayst Dear to hear the thunder spesi — 
The herald, earth-accredited of Heaven — 
Which when men hear, they think upon Heaven's King, 
And run the items o'er of the account 
To which he's sure to call them. 

Fer. Dread my power ! 

Ant, Dread thou— the power from which thou hold'st that 
power ! 
Proud man, I brave thee where thou sitt'st, and in 
The ear of earth and heaven denounce the sentence 
Which gives that spotless maid to violation ! 

X 
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Fer, ril hear no more ! — ^The cause is judged— the maid 
Her rightful guardian take ! 

Man. {Advancing to centre^ And if he does, 
He takes a corse ! Lo ! death is at my lips ^ 

\Taking a small pkwl from her bosom. 
The hand or foot that offers to apnroach. 
Commits a murder ! In this phial bides 
The bane of fifty lives ! Pass but a drop. 
Were now the sexton told to dig my grave. 
Were now his foot upon the shovel set. 
Ere he began, I should be ready for it f 
Who stirs ? Lo, here I sink upon my knee ! 
Or let the count iiis hateful suit forego. 
Or let my guardian his consent revoke. 
Or let the duke recall his foul decree. 
Or hence, by mine own hmbs, I never rise ! 

Fer. Why to the count this strong repugnance, girl ? 

Mari. Giv'st thou thy oath that none shall stir. Til tell 
thee. , 

Fer. I give it thee. 

Mari. I am a maid betrothed ! 
All but the rites, a wife ! A wedded heart 
Although unwedded hand ! Reflect on that ! 
Making me give my hand unto the count. 
You make me give what is another's right ; — 
Constraining me to an unrighteous act. 
Contenting him where it is base to wish, 
And doing violence to Heaven itself, 
Which curses lips that move 'gainst consciences ! 

Fer. Lives he of whom vou speak in Mantua ? 

Mari. Li Mantua^ he told me he did live. 

Fer. What ! know vou not the place of his smoum ? 

Mari. Yes ! where he still sojourns where'er he is ! 

Fer. And where is that P 

Mari. My heart ! Though travels he 
By land or sea — though I'm in Mantua, 
And he as distant as the pole awajr — 
I look but into that, and there he is. 
Its kin^ enthroned, with every thought, wish, will. 
In waitmg at his feet ! 

Fer. Tms is the mood — 
The fantasy — of girlhood ! Do we hold 
Our power on sufferance of a baby-maid. 
Who mocks us with a threat she durst not keep ! 
Secure her ! 

Mari. Lo, the phial's at my lips ! 
Let him who would commit a murder, do it ! 
Had he a thousand hands to wait upon thee. 
The slightest movement of this little one 
Would make them useless all ! 

Leon. My Mariana ! 

Fer. She has dropp'd the phial ! 
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Leon. [Coming forward^ Stir not, on your lives ! 
My Mariana ! 

Man. 'Tis he ! 

Leon. It is, my love ! 
"Ks he who won thy heart, not seekinff it ! 
'Tis he whose heart thou wonn'st, not knowing it ! 
Who saw thee rich in all but fortune's gifts, 
And — servant unto men, though lord of them — 
Balanced their poor esteem against thy wealth. 
Which kingdoms could not match ! Accountaole 
To others, never I reveal'd the love, 
I did not see the way for thee to bless ; 
As only thou wouldst bless it ! Now that way 
Is clear !— Is open I — ^lies before me straight. 
Without impecmnent, or anything 
Which, with the will, I cannot overleap ! 
And now, my love before ! my love till now ! 
And still my love !— now, now, I call thee wife. 
And wed thee here— here — ^here — in Mantua ! 

Fer. Remove that slave who knows not where he is ! 

Leon. Descend, great duke, who knoVst not where thou 
sitt'st ! 

Fer. Where do I sit? 

Leon. Why in thy cousin's seat ! 

Fer. He's dead ! 

Leon. He's not ! He lives, and claims his seat, 
Back'd by his kinsmen, friends, and every one 
That owns a loyal heart in Mantua ! [Throws off his gown. 

Do you not biow me, cousia ? 

Fer. Leonardo! 

Leon. Six years have we been strangers, but I see 
You know my father's face, if not your cousin's. 

Fer. I do, and yield to you that father's seat. 

Leon. Cousin, the promptness of your abdication 
Invests it with a grace to which we bow. 
We'll spare your sight the pain of our accession, 
And pray that with the parties in this cause — 
I mean the count and guardian of the maid— 
You now withdraw, and at your former mansion. 
Wait intimation of our further pleasure. 
I would not have you speak, so please you, now ; 
When we confer, it must be privilv. 
Yet out of honour to our common blood. 
Well as in pledge of no unkind intent. 
Your hand before we go ! [Thep shake hancU. 

Fer. Nay, let me speak 
At least my welcome, and my thanks, your highness — 
Before I take my leave. JTerbabdo, rLOBio, and HuGO,^o oui. 

Ant. Rise, signers, rise ! 
Live, Leonardo, duke of Mantua ! 

Leon. We thank you, friends ! This welcome is of the heart. 
For you we take tms seat. Thou reverend man, 

X 2 



1 
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Be confessor unto the duke of Mantna ; 
Thou man of law and honour, be his friend, 
And advocate of state ; and both of you 
Lead hither that abstracted maid 1 But no I 
That office shoiUd be mine. [Descends.'] In Italy 
Shines there a brow on which my coronet 
Could find so proud a seat ? My Mariana, 
Wilt be my bnde ? Nay, do not tax thy tongue 
With that, thy looks have scarce the power to speak ! 
Come !— Share my throne with me ! Come, Mariana ! 
The consort of the duke of Mantua ! 

[She faints in his arms as the scene closes. 



SCENE n.— ^ Boom in the Palace. 

Enter Cosmo and Courier. 

Cos. The duke P which duke ? I know now not which ; we 
have had two within the last ten minutes ; I know not which 
duke it is thou wantest. 

Cour. I tell thee, the duke of Mantua. 

Cos. Is thy business public or private ? 

Cour. Dost thou not see I come firam Rome ? There are 
great matters on foot, which it behoves the duke to know; 
and herein, if I mistjd^e not, he is apprised of them, 

Cos. Nay, then, thv business is public, and of course con- 
cerns the reigning duke. 

Cour. Of course it does.^ 

Cos. rU bring thee to him. 

Cour. Lead on! 

Enter Bahtolo, Beenardo, and Masco, meeting them. 

Bar. Signer Cosmo ! 

Cos. Don't stop me, Signor Bartolo. I'm in haste. 

Bar. Nay, a word— only a word. Who is that ? 

Cos. A courier from Rome. 

Bar. I was right, Bernardo. Save you, signor. You come, 
I hear, from Rome. How are they all at Rome ? 

Cour. Well, signor — all that I am acq[uainted with. 

Bar. They have a great deal of news in Rome. 

Cour. Sufficient, sip lor. 

Bar. One likes to hear the news. 

Cour. I trouble myself little about it. 

Bar. That is because 'tis your vocation to hear it. Nobody 
is in love with his vocation. Now 'tis the reverse with me. 
I mind the news as much as I mind my meals. Pray you, 
signor. have mercy upon a hungry man, and tell me the news 
from Rome. 

Cour. Great news, signoi^— there is going to be a war. 
^ Bar. A war ! A war, Bernardo — Cosmo — and pray you, 
signor, with what power are they going to war ? 



A TALE OF MANTUA. 309 

Cour. "V^itli the French. 

Bar, The devil ! 

Cour, You will have a fine opportnnity for showing your 
valour, signor. 

Bar. I thank you, signor. I was never an ostentatious man, 
I am content to oe a man of valour — I don't care to show it ; 
but I thank you for the news. Come along, Bernardo — Carlo. 
A. war, signors, a war! What a glorious thing is a war! 
Here's news \ [They go out severally. 



SCENE JR.—The Festibule before the Ducal Palace. 

Enter St. Piekeb. 

St. P, Here be my seat upon the paJace-steps, 
Although they hang me from the portico ! 
Have a heart. Poverty, thou hast nought to lose, — 
Nor land, nor mansion, nor habiliments. 
That thou shouldst play the craven ! That thou call'st 
Thy life — what is it r — ^Hunger ! — ^Nakedness ! 
A lodging 'neath the eaves ! ten scornful looks 
Por one of pity ; and that one a proof 
That thou'rb an anguish to the sight of men ! 
Then what carest thou foi; cuffs ? Nay, cuff again, 
That they may fall the heavier ! — satisfied 
That he who brains thee, does thee. Poverty, 
A thousand times the good, he does thee ill ! — 
Come — keep the portal of the mightv duke. 
Who made thee what thou art ; nor let him pass 
TiU from his fear thou wring'st an alms, or else 
A quick release obtainest from his wratn ! 

Fer.Jmthout^. Be sure thou keep'st the hour. 

St. F. Talk of the fiend. 
They say, and here he comes ! Here comes the duke. 

Fer. [Entering^ Hoa! — Clear the vestibule ! 

St. P. Great duke, descend ! 
No retinue impedes your gracious way ! 
Here is no throng, — for Poverty sits nere 
Craving a foot of your fair nalace-steps, 
Por lack of better resting-place. 

Fer. Who are you ? 
What do you here ! 

St. P. Ws^it, mighty duke, an alms ! 
I could not ask the humble craftsman one, 
I used to cuff him ;— nor the tradesman one, 
I used to make him doff his cap to me ; — 
Nor yet the merchant one, he gave me way. 
Or I gave him my shoulder ; — ^nor the courtier. 
My hilt I handled soon as he touch'd his ; — 
In brief, I pass'd by all degrees of men. 
To beg an alms of the most gracious duke ! 
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Fer. Here ! 

St. P. Wliat ! a florin? give it to the street, 
Por the abased eye of vagrantryi 
I make no livelihood of raggedness ! 

Fer, Scom'st thou mv gift P 

St. P. Thy gift and thee, .great duke ! 
Nay, frown not ! Choler will disturb digestion. 
And mar thy pleasant afternoon's repast ; 
Leave wrath to me, who have not tasted food 
Since We^esday last, — nor look for meal to-day. 

Fer. Why, that would buy thee ^s^ \ 

St. P. What were five meals— 
To starve anew ! I should not light on thee 
A second time to beg another alms ! 
Thou wouldst take care to shun me ! Better starve 
Outright, — for, saving thee, most gracious duke. 
There s not a man in Maatua Td stoop 
To ask a ducat of. 

Fer. Well, there's a ducat. 

St. P. It will not do ! 

Fer. What hoa there ! 

St. P. Softlv, duke ! 
Hush ! better far that we confer alone, 
Por thy sake ! mark ! — for th^ sake, gracious duke ! 

Fer. What means the villam ? 

St. P. Right, duke, that's my name ! 
What do I mean ? I'll teU thee what I mean. 
My wardrobe wants replenishing ; if puflfe 
The wind, mv hat is like to lose its crown; 
My robe is all the covering I have ; 
My shoes are minus nearly aU the soles ! 
And, then, I fain would change my lodgings, duke — 
Which, sooth to say, is e'en the open street — 
Less sjpacious would content me ; last of all 
I would be master of a larder, duke, 
Would serve me, at the shortest, good a month, 
That I might live so long at ease, and see 
If aught tum'd up woula make it worth my while 
To shake a hand with the fair world a^ain. 
And live on terms with it. — Most gracious duke. 
Give me a hundred ducats ! 

Fer. Dost thou think 
To rob me at the palace-gates ! 

St. P. Who robs, 
Provides him weapons. I have none, great duke, 
Nor pistol, rapier, poniard, — ^not a knife : 
I parted with them, one by one, for food ! 
For weeks have they been provender to me ! 
Think upon that, ^eat duke, that at a meal 
Spend'st twentv times their produce ; and, so please you. 
Gave me a hundred ducats I 

Fer, Thou art mad! 
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St. P. No, by St. Jago !— Try me ! I have the use 
Of my wits. I'll neither leap into a flood. 
Nor run into a fire ! I can tell 



The day of the week, the month of the year, the year ; 
ril name you which are fast-days, which are not — 




I'll give you all the fractions to a jot. 
That lie in a hundred ducats ! 

Servants enter from the Palace. 

Fer. Seize him! 

St, P. Stop [Menacing the servants, who pause. 

Till you have leam'd my name ! Imports you much 
To know it ! 'Tis affix d, most gracious duke. 
To certain documents which only wait 
Your leave to see the light. 

Fer. What documents ? 

St. P. Shall these o'erhear, or i)rivate be our speech ? 

Fer. \To Servants!] You may withdraw a pace or two. 

St. P. You see. 
Great duke, 1 am not mad ! 

Fer. What documents P 

St. P. One memorandum for a hundred crowns, 
For whipping one that dared otfend your grace. 
I paid me with the pleasure of the task. 
Nor ask'd the hire, but kept. the document. 
Another, for enticing to a haunt 
Of interdicted play^ a wealthy he!r. 
I scom'd the hire for that,— though shame to say it, 
I did not scorn to earn it — ^but I kept 
The document. — ^A third 

Fer. Enough— St. Pierre ! 

St. P. Aha ! you know me now? 

Fer. How changed thou art, — 
I ne'er had known thee ! 

St. P. It were strange if want 
Look'd like abundance — which was never yet 
Akin to it. 

Fer. Here take my purse ! 

St. P. 'Tis rich- 
Holds it a hundred ducats P 

Fer. Twice the sum — 
I want thee— that suffice ! 

St. P. That does suffice. 

Fer. Get thee habiliments more rich than these, — 
Appointments, too, fit to consort with them ; 
And come thou to mine ancient mansion straight. 

St. P. I must dine first. 

Fer, Eat sparingly. 
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St. P. Indeedl 
I see thou want'st me then — I'll go and dine. 

Fer. Thy tears are not a pledge for continence. 

St. P. rll dine upon a crust ! Nay, fear me not — 
What time am I to take in all ? — ^Two hours ? 

Fer. The half might serve thee. 

St. P. Well ; we'll say the half,— 
The quarter shall suffice me, if thou wilt ! 

Fer. Make it as brief as may be. 

St. P. Work that's sweet 
Is quickly done ! — I'll come in half an hour. \_Goes out. 

Fer. Tnat which had been my bane, an hour ago. 
Is now my medicine ! This fellow owns 
A quick and subtle wit ; a reckless daring ; 
And hath a winning tongue, withal, and /haviour. 
Easy of conscience, too — ^yet, still, contrived 
To keep some credit with the court. I know 
The use of liim. He has been mine, and mine 
He needs must be again. So ! — Suddenly 
He quitted Mantua, and left with none 
A clue to find the cause, — nor lack'd he then 
Wardrobe or ducat ! Misery has changed him ; — 
Her work abundance quickly shall undo ! 
I know the use of him, and I will use him. 

Enter CoxrsT Floeio. 

Now, count, what brings you hither P 

Florio. News, my lord, 
That's sure of welcome ! A brief honeymoon 
Hath fate decreed your cousin ! Scarce he takes 
The seat were fitter yours, and weds his bride, 
Ere comes advice the states must take the field 
Against the power of Erance. 

Fer. Goodf news indeed ! 

Florio. Forthwith he hies to Rome — 

Fer. Most welcome news ! 

Florio. And by entreaty of his council, you — 
As next in rank and lineage — are appointed 
Our regent in his absence. 

Fer. That's the best news. 

Florio. His heart — ^that was against you — softened 
Or by prosperity, or your ready yielding. 
Or givmg way on sudden exigence ; 
He offers reconcilement, by your friends. 
And, straight, you are invited to his presence. 

Fer, I come ! — Great news !— I thank you !— Glorious news ! 

[They go out, 

END OP ACT II. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE l.^An Apartment in the Palace. 
Enter Eeebabdo and Floeio. 

Fer. Another victory ! 

Florio. So the rumour runs. 

Fer. Why Eortune plays the mimon to him ! — does 
His wish not only, but anticipates it ! 
Chief after chief she thrusts aside, that he 
May head the war ; and, when he takes the lead. 
Her moody favour, wavering before — 
Alternate sun and doud — shines fully forth 
With strong and steady beam. HavB many fallen ? 

Florio. A host, 'tis said, on either side. 

Fer^ No wound. 
No hurt for him ? 

Florio. 'Tis so reported. 

Fer. So— 

Florio. Thongh twice he changed his charger — one disabled. 
The second wounded, mortally ! 

Fer. And he 
As safe, as sitting in his ducal chair ! 
Why dangers, that are thorns to other men, 
For him convert to flowers ! 

Florio. The duchess still 
Persists in her seclusion ? 

Fer. There, again, 
I'm baffled ! Would she mingle with the conrt. 
His home of peace might compass for me what 
I vainly hope for from the field of war, — 
The downfall of his rule ! I know my consin ; 
For thoughtless boyhood often shows the man 
Which warv manhood hides. A sense he has. 
That's sickly tender to the touch of shame. 
I have seen him, at a slight imputed fault 
Colour to flame — anon grow ashy pale — 
The dew in drops upon his forehead starting, — 
His tongue without its use — his mouth agape — 
His universal frame, vacuity 
Of action and of power, — and, anon. 
The glare and din, and tossing of the tempest ! 
To wound his honour to the quick, would be 
To sting his core of life ! 

Florio. Thou couldst not hope 
To wound it through his wife ; whose love for him. 
Gives, in his absence, all things to neglect ! 
Her bounding palfrey cannot woo her forth ! 
The palace vibrates with the dance, and still 
She keeps her chamber, like a lone recluse. 
Music, howe'er you try, can't tempt her from it. 
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She shuns its harmony as though 'twonld jar ! 

She visits no one — no one she receiver * 

What chance of practising upon a wife, 

Who for an only absent lord, observes 

A sterner widowhood, than many hold 

In honour of a dead one ! — ^Why do you smile P 

Fer. To think, to what account a uttle art 
Might turn a little swerving^ in a case 
Of self-denial, carried thus uke hers 
To the admired extreme ! I would St. Pierre 
Had kept his restless spirit more in check. 
Paid to my will submission, as he used. 
And not enlisted in my cousin's train. 
But stopp'd in Mantua ! My plans were laid. 
Were sure, and long ere this had been matured. 
But for his wilfulness. 

Mono. Of what avail 
Had been his presence here ? 

Fer. I should have found 
A use for him ! Ne'er knew I yet the ear 
He could not keep a hold of, once he caught it. 
That fellow, with nis tongue, has won more hearts 
Than any twenty men in Mantua, 
With tongues, and forms, and faces ! I had contrived 
To throw him in her way ! 

Florio. There were no chance — 

Fer. I know, — ^but I could make appearances 
Supply the place of facts — especially 
In ner husband's absence^so that confidence. 
Itself, would construe guilt where no guilt was ! 
So would I show her to the eyes of all. 
That, though she were like snow itseli, new fallen. 
Men would believe her spotted ! 

Florio. If 'twere true 
That he it was who hither brought the news 
Of this new victory 

Fer. Saint Pierre? 

Florio. Saint Pierre. 

Fer. 'Tis so reported? 

Florio. 'Tis. 

Fer. Then, prove it true. 
Before he is an hour in Mantua 
He must be stripp'd of every ducat ! Mind, 
Of that must thou take care 1 [Shouts, 

What mean those shouts ? 

Florio. They herald, doubtless, the approach of him 
That's bearer of the news. 

Fer. Be it Saint Pierre, 
The moment he alights away with him 
To a house of play !— You are his master — Haste ! 
Your beckon he will answer readilv, 
As the game-bird his welcome challenger ! 
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Florio. I'll do my best. \Goes out, 

Fer. So do. — ^The confessor ? [Looking out 

The cards come round to me ! A score to one, 

I hold the winning hand. — ^His reverence, 

I have contrived to make at last my friend. 

Your churchman dearly loves a convertite. 

And he believes me his. A kindly man. 

But, once confirm'd in error, positive ; 

And, from his calling, credulous to weakness. 

Touching the proneness of the flesh to sin. 

I have well examined him. 

JEnter Antonio. 

Your blessing, father. 

Ant. Thou hast it, son. 

Fer. Whence come you now ? ^ No doubt 
Prom the performance of some pious deed — 
The shriving of some sin-oppressed soul — 
The soothing of some sorrow-stricken heart — 
Or sweet refieving of some needy child 
Of merciless adversity. 

Ant. No, my son, — 
But from a trespasser that's, yet, unshriven ; 
A daughter who has swerved, and on whose soul 
I had thought as soon to find the soil of sin 
As tarnish upon new-refined gold ! 
A wife, who m the absence oi her lord. 
Lived like thy cousin's wife ; with means to bless 
Desires incontinent, a miracle 
Of self-secluded, lonely chastity. 

Fer. He comes in the very veinl You spoke just now 
Of my cousin's wife. There's news of my dear cousin. 
And, with submission, I would recommend 
Her grace to show herself, to-day. Methinks, 
If only for her health, she keeps herself 
Too much alone. 

Ant. So have I told her grace. 

Fer. Indeed ! I marvel that she perseveres 
In the face of your admonishment ! More strict 
Would she be thought, than you, a holy man. 
Would counsel her to be ? Forgive me, father. 
If 'tis uncharitable in me, but 
I never loved extremes ! Your constant weather 
Is still the moderate, father. Storms and calms 
Are brief. 

Ant. You are right, my son. 

Fer. I had been pleased 
Less had she shown her fondness for her lord. 
Love, of its own fidelity assured. 
Ne'er studies the display on't 1 

Ant. Nay; she loves 
Her lord. 
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Fer, And yet *tis the predicament 
Of love to wane upon possession. Where 
I note an over-acted guardedness, 
I still infer a consciousness of weakness j 
And look to find-;-and seldom look in vam — 
Some sudden giving way ! Besides, in passion, 
Excess is sign of its decaying, rather 
Than lasting. Thus the frantic widow, who 
To-day would make her husband's grave her bed, 
A few months hence, enjoys another bed 
Beside another husband ! Maids, new-wed, 
Who gloried in their choices, and with reason. 
Leave them for new ones, for no reason, but 
Because they are new ! By love of novelty 
Is human happiness too oft ensnared. 
Mere novelty ! — the common tempting bait, 
Wliich gives, too oft, a worth to worthless things ; 
Luring us to forsake the good we have 
For something else, which, mostly, proves our bane ! 
I would not doubt my cousin's wife, but wish 
She moved, like other honourable dames. 
Secure in her own truth. The life she leads 
Something too much, methinks, solicits note. 
Not by design, but in appearance only. 
Yet had she more confided in herself. 
Lived like herself— appear'd among the court — 
Courteous to all — particular to none. 
Save those to whom, next to her lord, she owes 
Her highest duty — my reliance on her 
Were stronger ! Is't uncharitable, father. 
To say so ? — speak, and frankly — Wherefore else 
Put I my heart into your saintly hands ? 

Ant. Nay, son — I think you speak in charity, 
As one who blames through love. We'll see the duchess. 
And jointly recommend to her a life 
Of less severe restraint. 

Fer. I thank your reverence ! 
You know I owe her grace some smaU. amends. 
And trust me, father, gladly would I make them ! \Exeuni, 



SCENE JI,—Jnte'Room to the Chamber of the Duchess- 
A Window overlooking the Street, 

Enter Elobibel. 

Flo. A merry life for twenty-one to lead. 
And in a woman too ! from mom till night 
Mew'd in a lonely tower ! Heigho ! It is 
My lady's will. I would she haa been bom 
In Mantua, where wives their husbands love 
In reason ! Well ! — ^We'll live in hope she'll learn 
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In time. I used to lead a dozen kinds 

Of Kfe, in a day ! — Now, in a dozen days, 

I lead but one 1 Ere breakfast, was a nun ; 

Then play'd the housewife ; after that, to horse ; 

Then, dinner o'er, a Naiad on the lake, 

rioating to music ! Evening changed the scene 

A^ain ; and night brought on the closing scene, 

with open casement, list'ning, by the moon, 

The melting cadence of the serenade ! 

Now morning, evening, noon, and night are nought — 

But morning, evening, noon, and night. No change 

Save in their turns and names ! "Vyhat I get up, 

I last throughout the day, and so lie down ; 

The solitary lady of the duchess ! 

And how I bear it ! Wonderfully ! Past 

Belief! I'll do't no longer ! If I do. 

Then never was I bom in Mantua. [Shouts, 

What's that ?— [Looks out.']— The city aU astir !— A crowd 

Before the palace — I wiU ope the casement : — 

I feel as I could leap into the street ! [Opens easement. 

Enter Mariana. 

Man. What do you at the casement, Ploribel ? 

Flo. Look from it, madam. 

Man. That I see. At what ? 

Flo. At crowds of happv people, madam,— 
Some standing, others walkuig, others running ; 
All doing what they list — like merry birds 
At liberty. 

Man. Come from the casement ! — Shut it. 

Flo. Nav, rather you approach it, madam ! Do ! 
And look from't too— There's news, and from your lord ! 
Look — ^There's the courier ! 

Man. [Approaching the windoio.'] Where ? 

Flo. That cavalier. 
Who tries to pass along, but cannot, so 
The people press upon him. 

Enter Eerbard9 and Antonio. 

Fer. [Aside to Antonio.] At the casement ! 

Mari. Who is that cavaher ? 

Flo. The courier, madam. 

Mari. I know — but who is he ? 
His family — His name ? I cannot take 
My eyes from his face ! who is he ? Can't you tell ? 
I have a strange desire to know his name ! 

Fer. [Aside^to Antonio.] Father ! 

Flo. I'll fly and learn it. 

Mari. Do, good girl ! 
And soon as you have leam'd, fly back again ! 

[Elouibel goes out. 
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JFVr. [Aside to Aiitonio.] I pray you mark, but speak not — 
[Approaches the window on tiptoe, returns, and speaks 
to himself. 
It is Saint Pierre ! 

Incredible ! [To AirroNio.] It is the courier, father, 
Of whom they were discoursing. 

Mari. I have lost him ! 
He has enter'd the palace— I should like again 
To see him — I should like to speak to him ! 

Fer, [Aside to AiiTONio.] My life on't, she will hold a court 
to-day — 
Accost her, father. 

Ant, Benedicite 
Fan* dau^ter. 

Mari. JFather !— What, his grace !— I think. 
Or I mistake, there's news from my dear lord P 

Ant. Madam, there is, and happy news. — ^Your lord 
Has won another victory ! 

Fer. All Mantua 
Would have a heart of overflowing joy. 
Would but your highness notify your will 
To let it speak its happiness, ana pay 
Congratulations to you. — May I hope 
You do not pause from doubt ? Your confessor 
Approves your highness somewhat should relax 
Your life of close seclusion. 

Mari. [After a paused] Be it so. 

Fer. [Aside to Antonio.] I told you, father— 

[Flobxeel re-enters, 

Flo. Madam, he is call'd — 

Fer. St. Pierre — ^You mean the courier 
That brought these happy tidings P 

Man. rloribel, 
I want your aid. My lord, and reverend father. 
Soon as my toilet 's made, I shall descend. 

[Mariana and Ploeibel go out. 

Ant. What kind of man is this P 

Fer. A kind of devil, 
That grasps you with his eye — ^as fascioate 
Serpents, tis said, their prey.-— A tongue to match. 
In glosing speech, the master-fiend himself ! 
I'm troubled, father. Was the dame you spoke of 
Indeed a pattern, like my cousin's wife. 
Of saintly self-denial P 

Ant. leSj my son. 

Fer. I ^Tit^Q we urged her highness with her presence 
To grace the court to-day. I tremble for her. 
Come ! Shall I tell thee something— ^No, I will not 1 
When you can lead the sea, you'll sound the depth 
Of woman's art.— Would you believe it — ^No — 
While there's a doubt, suspicion should be dumb. 
Think'st thou I would have back'd her guardian's suit 
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But that I knew he had his reasons ? — ^*Sdeath ! 

What am I doing ?— Come, your reverence. 

The man of proper charity condemns not, 

Except upon emorcement. All is right ! [They go out. 



SCENE JR.— A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Elobio and Cosmo. 

Florio. Where is the regent P 

Cos. With the confessor 
In the chamber of the duchess. Nay, my lord. 
He has quitted it, and is here. 

Florio. You may withdraw. 
[Cosmo goes out on one side. Enter Eebkabdo on the other. 

Fer, Well? where's St. Pierre? — ^I thought you were to- 
gether ! 

Florio. We were, but parted for a moment. Fortune, 
In the task you set me, kindly has forestalled me. 
Halting to bait within some miles of this. 
He met a friend^ whose hand he scarce had shaken 
Ere the ready dice were out. In brief, your grace. 
He has entefd Mantua ducatless !— Of my own counsel 
I broke to him your need of his assistance. 
Touching your cousin's wife — and promised him — 
A pled^, I knew your highness will redeem — 
Replemsn'd coffers, woula he undertake 
To pleasure you. 

Fer. Will he do it P 

Florio. Sullenly, 
But fully he consented— -He is here. 

Fer. Retire a little. [Count retires. 

Enter St. Piekke. 

Welcome, St. Pierre !— welcome my friend !— -Pm glad 
To see you. 

St. P. Would you take me for a knave P 

Fer. What mean you P 

St. P. Would you take me for a knave P 

Fer. No. 

St. P. No P Why then Pm fit to do yoiu: pleasure. 
Come ! — To my work ! — ^When am I to begin ? 

Fer. The matter p 

St. P. I have lived an honest life 
These six months — Knavery is new to me ! 
I set about it feverishly. 

Fer. What! 
Is*t knavery to net a pretty woman P 
They catch birds so. 

St. P. Pshaw ! — ^I am past the time. 

Fer. Mind is the brightness of the body — flights it, 
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When years, its proper but less subtle fire 

Begins to dim. Man, I could tell thee how 

She connM thy visage from her casement : sent 

Her confidante to learn thy name : seemed lost 

At losing thee ! Win thou discourse with her, 

And hold it when thou winn'st it. — 'Twill content me 

Thou make her but the object of remark. 

Away ! Go lean on yonder pedestal. 

And watch thy opportunity to draw 

Her notice towarcfs thee— Thy obeisance does it ; 

Or anything most shght ; her lord's success 

Is plea that you accost her. She is new 

To the court, — a stranger to its law of distance. 

Which 'tis expedient thou infringe ! Couldst master 

Aught that's about her person — say a ring, 

A brooch, a chaia, in curiosity 

Besouffht of her for near inspection, then 

Mislaid or dropp'd — not to be found again, — 

It were a thousand ducats in thy hand ! 

'Sdeath, man, hold up thy head- and look at Fortune, 

That smiles on thee, and asks tnee to embrace her ! 

What dost thou gaze at ? 

St, P. Who is that P 

Fer. The duchess. 

St. P. Indeed, a ladv of surpassing beauty ! 

Fer. An irksome task, methinks, I've set you— Come ! 
About it !— To thj post ! 

St. P. Surpassmg fair ! [Goes oaf. 

Fer. [Looking after him^ He has caught her eye already,Tr 
excellent ! 
He bows to her ! Does she curtsey P — ^yes, i* faith ! 
And to the very ground ! You're welcome, sir ! 
He speaks to her ! How takes she his advances ? 
She entertains them ! They pass on in converse ! 
Hold it but on, she's lost ! [Florio comes down. 

Do you see P 

Florio. So soon ! 
I wish him fortune ! As I loved her once, 
I even loathe her now ! 

Fer. Could you believe it P 
He crosses her. and straight her eye is caught ! • 

He speaks, ana straight is master of her ear ! 
Solace for baffled hopes ! From infancy 
I loathed my cousin for his elder right. 
And leap'd mto his seat with lighter spring. 
Than he, I thought, had miss'd it ! He returns. 
And I, with humbled brow, in sight of all 
Descend, that he may mount ! I'll pay him shame 
For shame ; — ^but he shall have't with mterest ! 
Where is the confessor P I must to him. 
Mix with the company, and point to them * 
The eye of questioning remark. With looks 
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Speak sentences !— More snrely does not raise 

One wave another wave, than marvel grows 

On marvel. — Interjections have a world 

Of argument ! " Incredible ! "— " Odd ! "— " Strange I " 

Will make a thousand hearers prick their ears, 

And conjure wonders out of commonest things I 

Then with commiseration you may do 

A murder easily ! "Alack!" "Alas!" 

Use daggers that seem tears. — ^Away ! Away ! 

For now or never is the golden hour ! \They go out. 



i 



SCENE JY.— Another Boom in the Palace, 

Enter Mablana and St. Pieebe. 

Mari. I thank you for the story of your travels : 
You make me wish to see the world, of which 
Such wonders you relate. I think you said, 
You were but newly come to Mantua ? 
You must have been in Mantua before, then, 
So many seem to know you ? 

St. P. I have been 
Before in Mantua. 

Mari. 'Tis very strange. 
But when I saw thee first, I felt as if 
We were of old acquaintance ! have we met 
Before ? 

St, P. No, lady. 

Mari, It is very strange. 
You never were in Switzerland P 

St. P. Oh yes 1 
It is my birtn-place. \ 

Man. Ay ! so is it mine. 
'Tis a dear country ! never met we there ? 

St. P. No. 

Mari. No ? 'Tis odd ! How many years is*t, since 
You were in Switzerland ? 

St. P. Grood fifteen years. 

Mari. So long ! I was an infant then— No— No I 

We'have not met before— 'Tis odd !— At least 

You are my countryman ! [Holding out her hands to him. 

[Visitors have been occasionally crossing the stage during 

this scene f observing Mab-iana and St. Pierre. 

^ Enter in the background, Antonio and Perrardo. 

Fer. Had I been told it, 
I would not have believed it. 

Mari. Switzerland 
Is a dear country I Switzerland ! 

St. P. It is 
The land of beamty, and of grandeur, lady, 
Where looks the cottage out on a domain 

Y 
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The palace cannot boast of. Seas of lakes. 

And nills of forests ! crystal waves that rise 

'Midst mountains all of snow, and mock the sun, 

!Retaming him his flaming beams more thick 

And radiant than he sent them. — Torrents, there. 

Are bounding floods ! and there the tempest roams 

At large, in m the terrors of its glory ! 

And then our valleys ! Ah, they are the homes 

Tor hearts ! Our cottages, our vineyards, orchards I — 

Our pastures studded with the herd and fold ! 

Our native strains that melt us as we sing them 1 

A free — a gentle — simple — honest people ! 

Mart. I see them, signor, — ^I'm in Switzerland ! 
I do not stand in Mantua ! — ^Dear country 1 
Except in one thing, I'm not richer, signor. 
Than when I was a child in Switzerland, 
And mistress only of this little cross. 

[Premnff the cross to her breast. 

St. P. [anxiously]. Your paraon, lady ! Pray you let me see 
That cross again ! 

Mart. Eight willingly. 

Ant. [Coming fortoard^ Hence, signor 1 

Jfon. Father! 

Ani. I way your grace retire— but first 
Gommana that libertine from the apartment! 

^i^. P. [Sternly surveying alternately Antonio and Fee- 
BABDO.J I go, your reverence, of mine own accord. 

[Goes out. followed ^ Febbabdo. 

Mart, Father, what meant you by tnat word which tum'd 
My veryblood to ice ? 

Ant. Behoves your highness 
To keep your eye upon your husband's honour. 
If not upon your own ! 

Mari. How! 

Ant. Heaven alone 
Can judge the heart.— Men must decide by actions^ 
And yours, to-night, to all have given offence. 

Mari. Offence! 

Ant. A woman hath in every state 
Most need of circumspection ; — most of all . 
When she becomes a wife ! — She is a spring 
Must not be doubted ; if she is, no oath 
That earth can utter will so purge the stream 
That men will think it pure ! 

Mari. Is this to me r 

Ant, Women who play the wanton— 

Mari. Father! 

Ant. Daughter! 
That look and tone of high command become 
Thy state mdeed 

Mart, No, father, not my state — 
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They become me ! — State greater — ^higher far, 

One who deserved that name I blush'd to hear — 

And thou, a reverend man, shouldst blush to use — 

Might fill 1 but though it were an empress's, 

I would defy her in her breast to seat 

The heart that's throned in mine I If 'tis a crime 

To boast — Heaven pardon you— you have made me sin ! 

Ant. Behoves us need appearances ? 

Mart. No. father, 
Behoves us need desires and thoughts, and let 
Appearances be what they may be ! — ^You 
Shall never shape them so, that evil men 
Will not their own construction put upon them. 
Father, it was the precept of my father. 

Ant. He little knew the world. 

Man. He knew what's better. 
Heaven, and the smile of his own consoience ! 
What have I done ? 

Ant. Given cause of scandal, daughter. 

Mori. How? 

Ant. By a preference, so mark'd, it drew 
The eyes of all upon you. 

Mari. Evil eyes. 
To see defect in frank and open deeds ! 
The gentleman appear'd mine old acquaintance — 
That drew me towards him : — I discover'd now 
He was my countryman— that makes allies 
Of even foes that meet in foreign lands, 
Then well may couple strangers ! — He discoursed 
Of my dear native country, till its peaks 
Began, methought, to cleave the sky, as there 
They stood before me ! — I was happy — pleased 
With him that made me so— With what a straw 
You raise a conflagration ! 

Ant. You forget 
You are not now the commissary's ward. 
But consort to the duke of Mantua. — 
You're a changed woman. 

Mari. No, i' faith, the same ! 
My skin is not of other texture — ^This, 
My hand, is just the hand I knew before ! 
If my glass tells the truth, the face and form 
I have to-day, I had to-day last year ! 
My mind is not an inch the taller ^own 
Than mellowing time hath made it in his course ! 
And, for my heart — ^it beats not in my breast. 
If in the ducal chair of Mantua, 
'Tis not the same I had, when I did sit 
On some wild turret of my native hills, 
And bum with love and gratitude to Heaven 
That made a land so fair, and me its daughter I 

y2 
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Ant. Hear me ! — ^You have wrong'd your lord ! 

Mari. I have wrong'd my lord ! 
How have I wrong'd my lord ? 

Ant. By entertaining 
With mark'd and special preference, a man 
Until to-day a perfect stranger to you. 

Mari. Go on ! 

Ant. He is a libertine ! 

Mart. Go on ! 

Ant. A woman who has such a friend, has nought 
To do with honest men ! 

Mari. Goon! 

Ant. A wife 
Has done with friends ! — ^Her heart, had it the room 
Of twenty hearts, her husband ought to fill, — 
A friend that leaves not space for other friends. 
Save such as nature's earliest warrant have 
To house there ! 

Mari. You are right in that ! Go on. 

Ant. A court 's a place where men have need to watch 
Their acts and words not only, but their looks ; 
IFor prying eyes beset them round about. 
That wait on aught but thoughts of charity. 
"What were thy words I know not ; but thy acts 
Have been the comment of the court to-day ; 
Of eyes that gaped with marvel — groups that stood 
Gazing upon thee — leaning ears to lips. 
Whose whispers, were their import known to thee. 
Had stunn'd thee worse than thunder ! 

Mari. So ! Go on. 

Ant. What if they reach thy consort ? 

Mari. What! 

Ant. Ay, What ? 

Mari. He'll spurn them as he ought ; as I do spurn them. 
Por shame ! for shame ! Me thou shouldst not arraign. 
But rather those who basely question me ! 
rather, the heart of innocence is bold ! 
Tell me how comes your court to harbour one 
Whom I should blush to speak to ? If its pnde 
Be not the bearing that looks down on vice. 
What right has it to hold its head so high ? 
Endure, at court, what, from our cottage door. 
My father would have spurn' d ! — ^If that's your court, 
ril be nor slave nor mistress of your court ! 
Father, no more ! E'en from thy reverend lips 
I will not hear what I've no right to hst to ! 
What ! — taint my lord with question of my truth ! 
Could he who proved my love on grounds, so broad. 
As I have given my lord ; on grounds so mean 
Descend to harbour question of my love — 
Though broke my heart in the disseveiment, 
He were no longer lord or aught of mine 1 
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Father, no more ! I will not hear thee ! !Prown — 
Heaven does not frown ! — To Heaven I turn from thee. 

\_Goes out. 
Ant. This confidence offends me.—Swervin? virtue 
Endureth not rebuke ! while that, that's steadfast. 
With smiling patience suns the doubt away. 
Wherewith mistrust would cloud it ! 'Tis not right— 
An eye so firm-resentful — speech so lofty — 

Mariana enters unperceived, and kneels to him. 

An air of such defiance — 

Mari. Father! 

Ant. Daughter! 

Mari. I am thy daughter ! O my father^ bless me ! 
Were I the best, I were not 'bove thy chanty. 
Were I the worst, I should not be beneath it I 

Ant. Thou hast my blessing. 

Mari. Ere I break my fast 
To-morrow, father, I'll confess to thee. 
And thou shalt know how little or how much 
I merit what thou givest me ! so, good night ! 

Ant, Good night, fair daughter. Benedicite I 

[They go out severally. 

END OP ACT ni. 



ACT IV. 
SCENE 1.—A Street. 

Enter Bartolo, Bernardo, Carlo, and others. 

Bar. Hush, signors! speak softly! 'Tis treason, and we 
may be hanged for it.— So the matter stands ! The young 
duchess, I fear me, is an old sinner— and what a saint she 
looked ! Let no man marrv a wife who looks like a saint. 
Please Providence, mine shall be as ill-favoured as Satan ! 

Ber. 'Tis the way to make sure of a wife. 

Bar. It is, signor. Such is the value of beauty. Let any 
man take his own case. Now myself, for instance— H9W 
many a scrape should I have avoided, had I been born as ill- 
favoured as some people! He is the happiest man, be 
assured, whom no one nas reason to envy. — Now, thou art a 
happy man, Bernardo. 

Ber. I thank you, Signor Bartolo. 

Car. But when happened this ? 

Bar. I told you it mappened about half an hour ago. 

Ber. Prithee, signor, tell it us again ? 
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Bar. Well then, draw near ; but remember you are sworn 
to secrecy. 

All, We are, we are ! 

Bar. You know I am fond of the news— though I have as 
little curiosity as any man. Well, where can one get news if 
not at the palace P So. to the palace I went this morning, as 
I do every morning.— Few persons have constant admittance at 
the palace, as I have, for they are people of discretion at the 
palace, and suffer not rogues that come peeping and prying 
— spies and blabbers — scoundrels of no trust or honesty — 
but I have admittance to the palace, for they know me. 

Ber. WeU! 

Bar. When I entered it, all was confusion ! One running 
this way, another that way. One whispering this person, 
and every one with wonder in his looks 1 I warrant you I 
did not look the figure of wonder too ! 

Car. Go on, good Bartolo. 

Bar. Well : 1 happen to have a friend or two at the palace 
— ^Lucky for me that I have so— There is no doing anything 
there without a friend. — " Would that such a one was here, 
said I to myself • and scarce had I said it, when in runs the 
very man I was tninking of. 

Ser. Excellent! 

Bar. Just in the nick of time, or I verily believe I should 
have died of wonder. At the same time, every one knows I 
am the least curious man in aU Mantua. Well, in runs my 
friend, just in the nick of time. — "The matter?" cried I. 
" Treason," whispered he, " but I dare not breathe it for my 
life."—" What is it ?" said I ; " I'll be as mute as the marble 
under my feet." — "You shall hear it," cried he. "for you are 
a lad of aiscretion, and have a guard upon your tongue. You 
see, signors, that I have a character at the palace ! 

Ber. Go on, Bartolo. 

Bar. Well ! as I told you before, the substance was this — 
and nothing more nor less. Julian St. Pierre, who has lately 
returned to the court, and for his wild practices would have 
been dismissed from it many a year a^, but for the favour of 
the duke Ferrardo, — ^this Julian St. Pierre, I say, was half an 
hour ago discovered stealing from the ante-room that leads to 
the duchess's chamber, and secured upon the spot. 

Ber. and Carlo. Go on ! 

Bar. I have no more to tell you— You know as much as I 
do. — But be discreet ! A silent tongue betokens a wise head ! 
I cannot stay with you longer. I nave some friends in the 
next street to see ; others in the street beyond !— more again, 
in the street beyond that ! I know not how many I have to 
see ! I have tne whole city to see. Now be discreet ! — 
remember I got it as 1 give it, on promise of secrecy— Be 
discreet I— discovered halfan hour ago, stealing from the ante- 
room that leads to the duchess's chamber ! — Be discreet, I say 
— ^A silent tongue, a wiae head !— Be disftreet— Be discreet ! 

[They go out severally. 
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SCENE n. — AnU'Eoom, leading to the Duchess^i Apartment, 

Bnter Mariana. 

Man. Or 1 have had sweet dreams, whose fleeting forms 
Have bnt the charm of their fair visit left ; 
Or by my couch hath some good angel watch'd, 
And on my lapsed unconscious spint breathed 
The balmy fragrance of his heavenly presence ; 
So light my heart, as it were clad with wings 
And floated in the sun ! My lord — ^My lord ! — 
How is this P *Tis strange ! At thought of my dear lord, 
M}r soaring heart hath c&opp'd at once to earth. 
It is the incidents of yesternight 
The thought of him recalls ! — I feel as thongh 
I fear'd my lord !— Or is't the world I fear P 
The world which yesternight I dared defy; 
But now begin to think upon its snares, 
And feel, as they beset me round, so thick, 
I cannot step, but in their fatal mesh, 
I'm straight entangled ! Wherefore feel I thus P 
My heart as heavy as, just now, 'twas light ! 

Enter Antonio. 

My confessor ! Here's comfort ! Welcome, father. — 
For mercy's sake w;hat's this ? I welcome thee. 
And thou, to me, giv'st aught, but an all hail ! 
Why what's the matter P — Can I be awake P 
rather, I need kind looks and words to-day, — 
My heart is sick !— earth, how sick ! I look'd 
For thee to bring me peace — ^Alack — ^Alack ! 
Wby do your eyes of mercy turn to swords P 
Onlv they pierce where feeling is more quick ! 
Eatner, be pitiful ! *Tis not the proud 
And forward wife that braved thee, yesternight ; 
But thy repentant child that kneels to thee ! 

Ant, Repentance is a ^race— ;but it is one 
That grows upon deformity— fair child 
To an unsightly mother ! — Not, indeed. 
Always a grace ! — ^'Tis oftentimes — ^too oft — 
The bootless terror of the stranded soul. 
When ebbing passion leaves it all alone. 
Upon the bleak and dreary shoal of sin ! — 
So is't of different kinds— Which kind is thine P 

Mari. Father ! 

Ant. Thy lord !— Thy lord ! 

Mari. What of my lord P 

Ant. Nay, rather answer thou, what of thy lord P 
I know thai he is duke of Mantua. 
Noble and, fair, and good l^hath hi^h allies !— 
Heads the proud war, in wisdom, as in arms, 
The foremost plume of the van 1 — and, crown of all. 



^ 
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I know he thinks himself, of every wish 

Which heaves that bre^t of thine, the paramount. 

The happv lord ! 

Man. He thinks himself — 

Ant. And presses 
The 'larum-curtain'd couch of restless war. 
In hopes to change it for that downy one 
Whereon he left, as he imagined, safcj 
His dearest honour, by thy side reposmg^ — 
And little dreams that stain has reach'd it there ! 

Mart. That stain has reach'd it there ! 

Ant. You slept alone 
Last night ? 

Mart. I slept alone P — Yes, Father ! Slept alone ! 
What idle words are these ? — I slept alone r 
I know I slept alone last night ! — tae night 
Before ! — ^the night preceding that ! — alone P 
How could I otherwise than sleep alone, 
When my dear lord's away? 

Ant. Thoulookest 

Mari. HowP 



Ant. And speakest 

Mari. How ?— How do I look and speak ? 

Ant. Like innocence. 

Mari. Doubt'st thou my innocence ? 

Ant. They say. 
Thou didst not sleep alone ! 

Mari. Who say so P 

Ant. All 
The palace. 

Mari. They ! ^I cannot speak the word, 

Which indicates the acting of a part, 
TJnparallerd in shame 1 

Ant. Another part. 
The which involves a tenfold deeper shame. 
Men freely name, and lay to thy account ! 

Mari. Art thou my friend ? 

Ant. Hast thou not proved me so ? 

Mari. I have ! Forgive me that I questioned thee ! 
But when I know my heart's supreme content 
In its own clearness — not as to act alone. 
But wish ; nor wish, alone, but thought of sin ; 
When I know this, and tmnk of yesternight ; 
And, worse than yesternight, turns out to-day, 
I 'gin to think the world is made of nate. 
And doubt if thou — e'en thou ! — art not my foe ! 
Oh, do not be my foe ! indeed — indeed 
The helpless maid that hun^ upon thy robe 
To beg protection, and received it there ; 
Unchanged in all — save that she's now a wife, 
And, as a wife, more bound than e'er to Heaven — 
In strait more piteous than she knelt in then. 



A TALE OP MANTUA. 329 

Clings, kneeling to it now ! What* s said of me ? 
And on what ground ? — for not the robe I hold 
Less conscious is of ground for foul report, 
Than I am ! 

Ant. Left thy chamber any one 
This morning, whom thy honour should forbid 
To cross its threshold ? 

Mari, No! 

Ant. Art thou sure ? 'Tis said 
There did — The man was seen! 

Mari. The man? 

Ant. The man ! ^ 
Departing from this ante-chamber !— this, 
Which none except thy lord, myself, and those 
Who wait upon thy person, may frequent. 

Mari. Who was the man ? 

Ant. Seen in the very act 
Of slinking from your door ! 

Mari. Who was the man ? 

Ant. The same that, last night, held thee in discourse ! 

Mari. I am lost! 

Ant. You're lost ? 

Enter Fekbardo, Lokenzo, Cosmo, and others. 

Fer. Your highness, with your leave. 
We'll pass into your chamber. 

[Fekbardo and Lorenzo pass in, the others remain. 

Ant. You are lost ! 

Mari. I'm lost — but I am innocent ! 

Fer. [Eeturninff with JjORENZO.^ My lords. 
You know who owns this scarf ? 

Cos. It is St. Pierre's ! 

Fer. 'Twas found beneath the couch^our advocate 
Of state it was that saw it there. Are ye satisfied ? 

Cos. We are, your grace ; but would 'twere otherwise. 

Ant. Find earth where grows no weed, and you may find 
A heart wherein no error grows. I thought 
Thy heart without one— thought it was a garden 
So thickly set with flowers, no weed had room 
To shoot there ! Who would sin, who knew how shame 
Confounds the trespasser ! I cannot stay, — 
My tears be vouchers for me that I loved ner. 
And fain would doubt the lapse I must allow. {_Goes out. 

Fer. My worthy friends, follow the confessor. 
I wish to speak in private with her highness. 

[LoEENzo, Cosmo, and Lords, go out. 
I am your Mend ! — ^You are accused of treason, — 
The grounds against vou are conclusive ones ; 
Your judges will be those who will not spare ! 
And soon and summary will be your trial ; 
The penalty of your offence is death ! 
You are now a prisoner — ^I pity you — 
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WoiJd save you !— Will ! — As soon as dusk sets in. 
In a convenient spot without the town. 
To which in secret you shall be convey'd, 
I shall have horses waiting — 

[Mabiana shrieks and starts up from her knee, on 
which she had remained in a state qf mental stupe- 
faction. 
Hush! 

Man. For flight P 

Fer, For flight !— By dawn you shall be far away 
From Mantua. 

Mari. At dusk P 

Fer. At dusk. As soon 
As dusk begins to fall, expect me here, 
And thou shalt have sunply of gold enough 
To pay the charges of thy journey— yea, 
Maintain thee in abundance where thou wilt. 

Mari. I may depend upon thee P 

Fer. Fear me not. 
Bemember now — ^At dusk. 

Mari. I will !— At dusk. [They go out severally. 



SCENE UL— Another Chamber in the Palace. 

Enter Febbabdo. 

Fer. His heart is in my power as 'twere a thing. 
Which in my hand I held and I could crush 
With a grasp ! Nor can it 'scape my power ! her name — 
That flower of woman's pride, which ta'en away. 
From a bright paragon she turns a thmg 
For basest eyes to look askant upon — 
Is blasted past the power of friend or lover 
To bring it to its pristine hue again. 
Now for St. Pierre — ^He also must, to-night. 
Take leave of Mantua. [Unlocks door.^ Come forth, my friend ! 

Enter St. Piebbe. 

Dost thou not know me ? What an air is this P 
A king could not a loftier assume 
At hi^ offence ! 'Twas thus with thee last night. 
Nothing but moody looks, until the count 
With much persuasion woo'd you to our feast. 
I wonder'd at thee ! 

St. F. Are we alone P 

Fer. How's this ? 

St. F. Are we alone P — Where are the craven minions 
That overpower'd me in the corridor. 
And at thy bidding dragg'd me hither P 
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Tet, Pshaw ! 
Art thou no wiser than to heed them ? know'st not 
'Twas done on my instruction — ^mine — ^thy friend's ? 

St. P, Are we alone P 

Fer, We are alone. 

St, P. Art snre 
That door is unattended P that no minions 
Watch it without P 

Fer, I am. 

St. F. Wilt lock it P 

Fer. [Lockinff it and returning^ There ! 

St, F. [Springing vpon him.'] Villain ! 

Fer. What means this violence P 

St. F, You struck me ! 
When I contended with the recreants — 
Who smite this moment what the one before 
They fawn'd upon ! — ^across their arms you struck. 
And fell'd me with the blow !— Now take it back ! 

Fer, Stop! you'll repent it if you strike ! 

St. P. I tell thee 
I ne'er received a blow from mortal man 
But 'twas retum'd with interest ! — One by one 
I have parted— thanks to thee ! — with all those virtues 
Which wise and holy men inculcate ! Not 
One grace I now am master of, save one 
That ever was my own ! That single grace 
Remains — ^the growth of nature — ^the true shoot 
Abuse could not eradicate, and leave 
The trunk and root alive ! — ^that virtue — ^manhood ! 
Still lives, within my heart, disdain of threat. 
Defiance of aggression, and revenge 
For contumely. — Come ! — ^You struck me ! — Come ! 
I must have blow for blow I 

Fer. [Dramng his dagger.] Let fall thy hand 
Upon my person— Iq, my dagger 's free. 
And I shall sheathe it in thy heart ! 

St. P. I care not. 
So I die quits with thee ! 

Fer. I would not kill thee. 
So don't advance thy hand ! Nay, listen first. 
And then, if thou wilt, strike me ! — Strike ! — abuse 
Thy friend, who, when he struck thee, was thy friend 
As much as he is now, or ever was ; 
Who struck thee, but that he might seem thy foe. 
To hide how much, indeed, he was thy friend ! 
Nay^ if the lack of quittance for a blow 
Which but in show was one — ^for the intent 
Establishes the act — ^must make us foes. 
My dagger's up !-Now give a blow, indeed, 
For one that seem'd but one. 

St, P. I take't, in thought. 
And let thy person unprofan6d go ! 
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Fer, No animal, so wild, it will not tame. 
Save man ! Come, calm tnyself ! — Sit down ! — hs yet 
Thou knoVst not whether to caress thy friend 
Or tear him ! Shouldst thou tear him ? Come, sit down. 
There's not a man in Italy save thee 
Would fret, and he the master, all at once, 
Of ffood ten thousand ducats ! Still a brow ! 
Odd 's man, be merry !— Rub thy hands and laugh ! 
Thou art rich !— look there ! [Shomng a casket » 

St. F. How came I yesternight 
To sleep in the chamber of the duke ? And why 
This morning when I left the ante-room 
Was I assaulted by thy minions ? 

Fer. Pshaw! 
Enough, thou slepst where thou didst sleep, next chamber 
To the duke's wife, and thereby madest thy fortune. 
For every ducat of the sum I named 
Is thine — ^but render me one service more ! 

St. F. Name it. 

Fer, Just write for me in boasting vein. 
Confession thou didst pillow vestemight 
There, where the honour of the duke forbids 
That head save his should lie. 
Why do you gaze ? 'Tis easily done I 

St. P. It is. 

Fer. It takes but pen and ink. and here thev are ; 
Make use of time ! The hour that is not used 
Is lost, and might have been the luckiest. 
Converted to account. Wliat ponder'st thou ? 

St. F. The manner best to execute thy wish. 
I'm hardly in the vein ! 'Twould put me into't 
Wouldst thou relate the means whereby I came 
To lie in the duke's chamber ? 

Fer, 'Twould retard thee ! 

St. F. No ! It will rather help me. When I write, 
Ofttimes I miss the thought, too much intent 
On finding it, — ^looking at something else, 
Lo, there it stands before me of itself! 
How came I in the chamber of the duke P 

Fer, You supp'd, you may remember, with the count 
And me? 

St. F, I do. 

Fer. 'Twas plann'd between us. 

St. F, Well P 

Fer, And for our end we kept the revel up — 
I mean the count and I— for, as I said 
Before, thou wast not in the joyous vein, — 
Till all the palace had retired to rest. 

St. F, My lord, may't please you stop — My thous^ht has 
come. {Writes. 

A fair commencement ! excellent ! most fair ! 
You see how much you help me ! — There !— Go on ! 
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Yon revefl'd till the palace was at rest — 
What then P 

Fer. Why, then, finding thee jealons still 
Of the kindly grape, we orugg'a your cup • and, when 
The potion work'd, convey'd you in your sleep, — 
To sound or stir, profound as that oi death, — 
Into the chamber of the duke — of the key 
Of which I keep a duplicate — and there 
We laid you in nis bed. 

St. F. Break oflf again \ Writes. 

While I go on ! — You see, my lord, how great 
A help you are to me ! it comes as fast 
As though I were inditing what your grace 
Rehearses to me.— So !— Most excellent ! 
And now proceed again ! 

Fer. Where left I off? 

^i^. F. How can I tell, intent on what's on hand, 
I list to j[ou ; but 'tis abstractedly, 
A man will sing and work • but more he heeds 
His work than song ! — ^And jet I think, your grace, 
When you left off, was puttmg me — somewhere — 
To bed 

Fer. You're right ! — ^in the duke's bed ! Thou slepst there. 
With a partition, only, 'twixt his wife 
And thee — and that made frailer by a door, — 
The lock of which I from its use absolved ; 
And casting, 'neath her highness' couch, thy scarf. 
As proof of closer neighbourhood to her. 
Withdrew to feast on foretaste of revenge. 

St. F. Enough ! 

Fer. Enough? 

St. F. Tut, tut ! I only meant 
Your highness to break off, while I resume. 
My thoughts flow on, again — Better and better ! 
Your grace, — a hundred ducats, I have done 
Almost as soon as you — ^Writes mid stops, again^ — ^Go on — 

What end 
Proposed your highness to yourself by this ? 
. Fer. To blast her name, and in the death of that 
Involve my cousin's life ! Accordingly, 
By my direction wert thou watch'd and seized. 
And hither brought, as partner in a crime. 
Whose penalty is death 1 — which thou shalt 'scape ! — 
'Scape with enrich6d life — so ne'er again 
Thou show'st thy face in Mantua, and keep'st 
Thy counsel. 

St. F. [Writing!] Have you done ? 

Fer. I have. 

St. F. And so 
Have I. [Peruses the writing!] A fair commencement ! better 

lar 
Continuation ! and the winding up 
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The fairest of the whole ! Howe'er, of that 

Your highness most be jud|e. [Hands the toritinq, but wddetdy 

checks himself^ 'Sdeath I here's a word 
I did not mean to write, for one I wanted I 
I needs must take it out^ — ^I pray your highness 
Lend me a knife. 

Fer, I have not one. 

St. P. Well then 
Your dasrger— if the edge of it is sharp. 

Fer. There 'tis. 

St, P. And there is the confession, duke ; 
Sign it. 

Fer. Why this is my confession ! 

St.F.Ayl 
Indeed lyour highness. 

Fer. Word for word. 

St. P. You'll own 
I'm something of a clerk — I hardly hoped 
It would have pleased your highness ! My lord duke« 
Sign the confession ! 

Fer. Why? 

St. F. It pleases me. 
If that contents thee not, I'm in thv power. 
And I'd have thee in mine ! Your mghness sees 
I'm frank with you. 

Fer. Can it be you, St. Pierre ? 

St. P. No— It is you !— and not the peasant lad. 
Whom fifteen years ago, in evil hour, 
You chanced to cross upon his native hills,-^- 
In whose quick eye you saw the subtle spirit 
Which suited you. and tempted it ; who took 
Your hint, and follow'd you to Mantua 
Without his father's knowledge— his old father ! 
Who, thinking that he had a prop in him 
Man could not rob him of, and Heaven would spare ; 
Biess'd him one night, ere he laid down to sleep. 
And waking in the morning found him gone ! 

[Eeebasdo attempts to rise. 
Move not, or I shall move ! — ^You know me ! 

Fer. Nay, 
I'll keep my seat. St. Pierre, I train'd thee like 
A cavaUer ! 

St. P. You did— You gave me masters. 
And their instructions quickly I took up 
As they could lay them down ! I got the start 
Of my contemporaries ! — not a youth 
Of wnom could read, write, speak, command a weapon, 
Or rule a horse, with me ! — ^lou gave me all — 
All the equipments of a man of honour, — 
But soon you found a use for me. and made 
A slave, a profligate, and pander of me ! [Febsabdo about to rise, 
I charge you keep your seat ! 
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Ter, Yon see I do ! 
St. Pierre, be reasonable !— you for^. 
There are ten thousand ducats. 

St. P. Give me. duke. 
The eyes that loo&'d upon my father's face ! 
The hands that help'd my father to his wish ! 
The feet that flew to do my father's will ! 
The heart that bounded at my father's voice ! 
And say that Mantua were built of ducats. 
And I could be its duke at cost of these, 
I would not give them for it ! Mark me, duke ! 
I saw a new-made grave in Mantua, 
And on the head-stone read mv father's name : — 
To seek me, doubtless, hither he had come — 
To seek the child that had deserted him — 
And died her& ere I knew it. Heaven, alone. 
Can tell how far he stray'd in search of me ! 
Upon that grave I knelt an alter'd man ; 
And rising thence, I fled, nor had retum'd. 
But tyrant hanger drove me back a^ain 
To thee — ^to thee ! — My body to reheve 
At cost of my dear soul ! I have done thy work. 
Do mine ! and sign me that confession straight. 
I'm in thy power, and I'll have thee in mine ! 

Fer, Art thou mdeed in earnest F 

St. F. Look in my eyes. 

Fer. St. Pierre, perlmps I have underpaid thee P 

St.F. Sim! 

Fer. I'll double the amount ! 

St. F. Come, sign 1 

Fer. St. Pierre, 
WiU forty thousand ducats please thee ? 

St. F. There's 
The dial and the sun is shining on it — 
The shadow on the very point of twelve — 
Mv case is desperate ! Your signature 
Of moment is most vital to my peace ! 
My eye is on the dial ! Pass the shadow 
The point of noon, the breadth of but a hair 
As can my eye discern — and, that unsign'd, 
The steel is m thy heart — ^I speak no more ! 

Fer. Saint Pierre ! — ^Not speak — Samt Pierre ! 

St, P. Isitsign'd? 

Fer. [Writitig hurriedly i] It is. 

St. F. Your signet, as a proof that I'm at large. 
Now take my station in that closet — ^No 
Attempt at an alarm — ^In, in, I say ! 
Hold wind we'll make the port. 

[Opens the chamber-door— seenu to reeognUe some one 

without, makea aprqfound bow, as though to the duke, 

I thank your highness ! [Goes out, 

END OP ACT IV. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE THE LAST.— ^ Tent . 

Leonardo and Soldiers discovered. 

Leon. Lideed, a glorious close ! Our brief campaign 
Has pass'd like sport upon a summer's dav. 
Without a cloud— a game, where fortune lay 
All on one lucky side-;-ana that was ours ! 
Give order for the striking of our tents 
At earliest dawn — I'll but salute the sun. 
And straight for Mantua ! [Soldiers go out. 

O sweet the sight 
Of his dear native land to him, who brings 
A brow with honours laden, back to it ! 
Dear Mantua, that twice has given me life ; 
Once in the breath which firat I drew in it. 
Now in the gift, without the having which 
That breath were given in vain ! How does my wife ? 
Bright crown of my briffht fortunes ! O, my heart — 
How does my love ? — The plume of victory 
Though won, I wear not till I see it nod 
In the bright mirror of her glistening eye. 
"When shall that be ? — ^To-morrow ? — ^Blest to-morrow ! 
Would— ^would thou wast to-day ! 

Enter Second Officer. 

Officer. Tour cousin, and the nobles who compose 
Your highness* council, with your confessor. 
And advocate of state, attend without — ^in haste, and new 
From Mantua. 

Leon. The tidings of our truce 
Can scarce have reach'd them, yet ? Bad news flies quick, 
I deem'd not good could boast so swift a wing. 
Admit them. 

Enter Eeerabdo, Eloeio, Antonio, Lobenzo, and Nobles. 

Welcome, cousin^ Welcome, all ! 

Note of our victory, I see, has reach'd you : 

And ye are come to g:ive me greeting, whicn 

I gladly should have joumey'd to receive. 

But Where's my duchess ? She had been, methinks, 

A fair addition to your cavalcade — 

You might have brought her with you. 

[To Fekelasdo, who drops his eyes. 
Strangers yet ! — 

Nay, then, the fault, I'm positive, is yours. 
Had but you dropp'd a hint of your intent. 
Given but a glance of invitation to her ; 
She would have ta'en it, as &om a thoughtful fdend. 
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Given you her hand, and thank'd yon for the leave 
To bear you company. 

Fer. lonr highness' pardon ; 
A man can't help his doubts, e'en if he would ; 
And I have grounds, and soud ones, for mine. 

Leon. Pie, ^.t^ offend in any other thing. 
And ere you ask you're pardon'd ! Here are friends — 
IViends of my love's and mine—tried friends ! — and, yet, 
Not friends in this — ^to leave my wife behind. 
Who loves me best ; when they, in zeal of love 
Are here to give me joy of my high fortune. 
How does my lady, mend? [To Lob.] How does she, father P 
Why comes she nor to greet me ? You should be 
Her harbingers — a step or two before P 
Or bring ye charge from her to expedite 
My longed return to Mantua P as if 
My heart were not remembrancer enough ! 
Por never speed me, Heaven, if life seems life. 
Until I stand in her sweet sight again. 

rB^BBARDO and iFiiOBio whisper 
Whv whisper ye P [Antonio and Lobenzo wMsper, 

Ana ve do whisper, too — 
Hah ! By your looks, I noted not before. 
Ye come to tell me of disaster ! — Speak ! 
The sum on't P Is it heavy P— What is it P 
Come, name me the amount ! Is it my dukedom P 
Or what ?— 'Tis nothing of my^wife P — Say that — 
And say ought else which stern misfortune wills ! 
Blow wind ! mount wave ! — ^No rock to shut me thence, 
I see the strand to run my bark ashore. 
And smile upon my shipwreck. 

Fer, 'Tis of her 
We come to speak. 

Leon. 'Tis no mishap to her — 
For you appear to speak in wrath, not grief. 
If what you come to say affects reproach — 
Beproacn of her ! speak out ! — Speak ye the truth. 
Ye cannot speak in anger ! 

Fer. That our duty 
Permitted us to leave you in that mind ! 

Leon. Pshaw ! do thy duty !— be it duty— 'Tis 
Beyond your power of other mind to make me. 

Fer. Thy lady is false to thee. 

Leon, [jjrawtng.'] Thy tongue is false 
To thee !— It puts thy life in jeopardy ; 
Recall thy words or die ! 

Florio. My gracious liege. 
He speaks the truth ! 

Leon. Thou too! 

Lor. Your highness' patience. 
What speaks your cousin, fain would I deny. 
But cazmot. 
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Leon, Sirs ! I onlv doubt wMch way 
To point my sword !• 

Jni, Your highness 

Leon. What say'st thou ? 
Speak out, thou reverend man !— There only wants 
Tny charitable tongue, to prove how prone 
Are mankind to allege .defect, where e'en 
The shadow on't was never seen before ! 
Say on ! — Yet, ere thou speak'st convince thyself 
That she, who loved me^ when a noteless man ; 
And loved me still, when she believed me lost ; 
And loved me on, when woo'd by rank and wealth; 
And, ere she'd yield to their enforc6d suit. 
Was ready to become the bride of death ! — 
Convince thyself, I say, that finding me — 
Finding me still returmng love for love. 
With rank, revenues, that she dream'd not of; 
And wedded to me, mistress of my all. 
This moment — ^Yet the very next, she swerved 
And cast herseK, and me, and all away ! 
Impossible ! — ^Unimaginable ! Now, 
Say on and shame thyself! 

Ant. My gracious liege. 
Restrain your ire at what you would not hear. 
And audience give to what you ought to hear. 
If facts, avouch'd by eyes, may be oelieved, 
I say, that would not say it — ^thou art wrong'd ! 
Peruse that paper — There you have our grounds 
For saying what we say. 

Lor. read, my liege ! 
Think, 'tis our duty speaks, and what it says. 
Says at the cost of our unfeigned love, — 
Wnich, sooner than mischance should undennine 
Thy towering happiness, would be itself 
The seaward mole, to meet the rushing wave 
And break its fury ere it bursts on thee ! 
But wind and tide together setting in 
Will, sometimes, overwhelm all obstacles — 
So needs must fall this heavy surge on thee 
Which we let o'er, in drownmg. 

Leon. I read it, sir. 
Not that I do fear it--or give credence to it. 

Fer. Your highness sees how hinges fact on fact. 

Leon. No !— -I see nothing ! 

Fer. Nothing! 

Leon. Not a jot 
That miffht not be contrived, and against which 
Improbability doth not set its face ! 
My lord— njy lord— you love me not — ^nor you — 
Nor you. — ^1 doubt ii any loves me here ! . 
I doubt all things but that my wife is true ! 
I will to Mantua, this very hour. 
To crave her pardon that i listen'd to you. 
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Ter, My lord, she's fled from Mantua. 

J^eon. Sne is what ? 

Fer. She's fled from Maatua, as also is 
Her paramour. 

Leon. B/ecall that word, or else 
Thou makest me do a murder ! Is she fled ? 
Cousin, thou murder'st me ! Speaks he the truth ? 
Gainsay him, and I heed not what ye say ! 
CousiiL thou didst but hear that she was fled. 
Thou (lost not speak £rom thine own knowleage ? 

I'er. Else 
I had not spoken. 

Leon. Fled? — In company? — 

T'er. What else could I infer ? 

Leon. Thou but inferr'st it. 
Come then, all's well ! — ^Let ner be fled or not, 
She has fled perhaps to friends, perhaps to me ! 

Ikter Second Officer, mth Masiana. 

Second Officer. My liege, the duchess. 

Leon. Hal I told you so! 
Welcome, my loved !— mv wrong'd 1— my innocent ! 
Welcome, my loyal wife ! 

Man. My liege, stand off ! 
Embrace me at the peril of your honour ! 
Your cousin here ? — ^The count ? — Your confessor ? 
And he ? — and these the members of your council ? 
My tongue may spare its labour then ! Yet whose 
So fit to tell my husband, he's the lord 
C^ a dishonour'd bed, — as hers, whose heart, — 
That ne'er admitted thought oi man save him. 
Knew not its part that was not eiven to him. 
Before itself as dearer heart set him, 
Sun, earth, life, health, desire, knew nought but him, — 
Yet could not guard the jewel, paramount. 
Of him it loveoL so well, but by an act — 
Without a motive—monstrous to belief— 
Which reason unto madness would refer — 
Nay doubt that even madness' self could do ! 
Whom it so loved, did spoil, and bring at once 
Erom proudest wealth to basest penury ! 

Leon. No I— Thou didst never swerve !— Truth dwells in 
thee ! 
Thou art all radiant with it 1 

Mari. Not a doubt ! 
My trusting lord ! my loved and honour'd lord ! 

[Throws herself at his feet. 

Jjeon. [Endeavouring to raise her^ Up to my heart ! 

Mari. No— by thy love ! 

Leon. I say 
I'll have thee up !— Thy place is here ! 

Mari. [Preventing htm^ My lord I 
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What holds that paper ?— Tell me, is it not 
My accusation ? Let me see it. [Reads.'] True 
From first to last. — The fact's not otherwise 
Than here set down. "Wouldst take me to thy heart. 
And this against me ? 

Leon. Yes! 

Mari. Nay, speak again. 
And think before you speak ! Say that the duke, 
Your cousin, loves vou not ! Say that the count 
Still bears you grudge ! — Say these, the members of 
Your highness' council, are subom'd by them ! — 
Here stand two honest men who take their side ! 
Wouldst take me to thy heart, and this against me P 

Leon. I would. 

Mari, And if you would, you should not do it ! 

Leon. 'Tis a plot ! 

Mari. Itis!— • 
JBut thou, my lord, must prove it to be one ! 
Else it hath oped a chasm, 'twixt thee and me. 
Which, till thou close it up, or bridge it o'er 
. With stable-footed truth, that all may trust, 
M^ not be cross'd. — ^Leap it — ^and all is lost ! 

Leon. Canst give me clue to find it out ? 

Mari. Methinks 
I can. Tiiy cousin counsell'd me to fly. 
To 'scape, as he alleged, the penalty 
Of my minuted crime, — but, as I thought. 
To furnish of that crime conclusive proof ! — 
Supplied me^ too, with ample store of gold ! 

Leon. Traitor ! I see it all — and do not you P 
My cousin and my subject though thou art. 
To solomn mortal combat I defy thee ! 
That from thy lips, at point of my true sword. 
Admission I extort of an attempt 
To slur my lady's honour !— for thy soul 
No shriving knows, no healing speech with priest. 
Till by confession it heaves off that sin. 
Come forth ! 

Mari. No ! n9 ! let me be guilty thought. 
But. oh ! in peril, place not thou thy life I 
Or let me prove^ myself, my innocence 
By ordeal of poison or of fire. 
Do aught but put thy life in jeopardy ! 

Leon. And she could injure me ! 

Fer. It is the trick 
Of lapsed virtue to affect excess, 
Which sound desert would sooner suffer wrong. 
Than claim pretension to. 

Leon. It is the trick 
Of villany to lie ! Come forth ! 

Fer. Lead on ! 

Mari. \Embracing his knees'] My lord! my lord! my husband! 

Leon. Loose thine arms ! 
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Mart, It is mine heart-strings hold thee, not mine arms. 
Wilt snap them P If thou wilt, thou hast a ri^bt, 
They are thine own ! — but wilt thou use that right ? 

Leon. Take her away ! 

Mart, When fails our dearest friend. 
There may be refuge with our direst foe. [Rushinff up to !Feb. 
Oh ! why art thou my foe ? how lies my peace 
Between thy good and thee ? Is it thy good 
To slay my peace ? Wilt thou not look upon me ? 
Alas ! thine eyes are better tum'd away ! 
Por gazing on them, human as they are, 
I have a feeling of a heart of stone ! 
And from my hopeless tears the spirit flies. 
That frozen on my lids I feel them hang ! 
Thou rock ! Affliction, did I plead to tnee — 
I tum'd from thee. Despair ! 

Leon. Comefortn! 

Fer. Lead on! 

Enter St. Piereb behind. 

Mart. No way to hold thee from thy bloody purpose ? 
Stop !— Thou wilt do a murder ! Art thou sure 
Thy wife is innocent ? Thou knoVst not what 
Thou go'st to do ! Whatever befals, the sin 
Of all the deed 'tis I must answer for — 
The hapless wife that on thy house and thee 
Brought ruin ! — Have compassion on her soul. 
If not upon thy own ! — ^Yet hear me ! — Stop — 
rilput an end to all ! — ^I am — 

i^r. GuQtv! 

Mart. No! 
To save thy life— my own^and his that's heart 
Unto my life — I cannot speak the lie! 

Leon. And if thou couldst, I'd not believe thy tonsne — 
Though Truth's as soon would lie. 

Fer. No tongue on earth 
Can clear her ! — She is false ! — ^To eyes and ears 
Convicted ! — She is an adultress ! 

St.F. [Bushing forward^ Liar I 
She is as true as thou art false ! 

Fer. A caitiff 
That robb'd me once, and put my life in peril — 
But I'll be quits with him f 

Leon. Prevent him ! 

[Several interfere, but not until St. Piebbe w wounded. 

St. P. Not 
Quite home, your grace— yet near, I hope, enough ! 
Your highness, 'tis a dying man you hear ; 
Your wife is innocent ! 

Fer. A poor gallant 
That would not say as much ! 

St. F. Your highness, read 
This paper ! — Hold his grace ! 
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Fer. 'Twas forced from me. 

St. F. Only the signature, my lord— The rest 
Was voluntary— word for word, what fell 
from his own lips ! 

Fer. You pass'd the night beside her — 
Alone — ^none near you — ^within whisper of her ! 
Find pen to draw cross that ! 

St. F. I pray your highness, 
Wears not your wife a little rustic cross. 
Carved by no craftsman's hand P 

Man. 1 do ! — ^the same 
I showed thee when we spoke together. 

St. F. 'Twas 
Your brother gave it you. 

Mart. It was. 

St. F. I think. 
Some fifteen years ago P 

Mart. So many years 
Have pass'd since that dear brother gave it me. 
I was a child then — he almost a man ! 

St. F. You woke one morning, did you not, and saw 
That brother standing, weeping by your bed : 
He bless'd you, put ttiat cross upon your neck, 
Kiss'd you, and bade farewell to you, and went — 
You never saw him more. Pray you come near ! 
God ! my mother's face ! 

Mart. My brother— Ambrose ! 

St. F. Yes, Mariana ! 

Fer. It's a masque, your highness. 
They've got up to amuse you ! 

Leon. Hence with him ! 
The count too ! [Soldiers bear of Ferrabj)0 and Count. 

Mart. Brother, I said I knew thee! Thou forgott'st 
Thy sister's little face to woman's grown ; 
But I remember'd thine enough to feel 
'Twas something once had been familiar-dear ! 

that my memory had better kept 

What my heart treasured— thou didst prove how weU ! 
Wilt thou not speak to me P ' Hear'st thou, my brother ? 

St. F. Our father's cottage, Mariana ! 

Man. Ha! 
Thou faintest ! 

St. F. No — ^it is nothing, sister ! 
What makes thee look so pale and vanishing P 
Don't go from me ! — Alas — 'tis I am going ! 

1 have confess'd myself ! Pray for me, sister ! 
Mine eyes have lost thee ! — ^But I feel thee still. 
That's comfort !— yet— I have thee in my arms — 

Thou fadest too from them— fast I fast !— Thou art gone ! 

[St. Piebbe dies. 

END OP THE WIPE. 
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EPILOGUE, 
WRITTEN BY CHARLES LAMB. 

SFOXEN BT MISS ELLEN TBEE. 



When first our Bard his simple will express'd. 

That I should in his Heroine s robes be dress'd. 

My fears were with my vanity at strife, 

How I could act that untried part— a " Wife." 

But Fancy to the Grison hills me drew, 

Where Mariana like a wild flower grew. 

Nursing her garden-kindred : so far I 

Liked her condition, willing to comply 

With that sweet single life : when, with a cranch, 

Down came that thunderiujg, crashing avalanche. 

Startling my mountain-project ! " Take this spade. 

Said Fancy, then ; " dig low, adventurous Maid, 

For hidden wealth." I did : and. Ladies, lo ! ) - 

Was e'er romantic female's fortune so, / 

To dig a life-warm lover from the— snow ? ) 

A wife and Princess see me next, beset 
With subtle toils, in an Italian net : 
While knavish Courtiers, stung with rage or fear, 
Distill'd lip-poison in a husband's ear. 
I ponder'a on the boiling Southern vein ; 
Racks, cords, stilettoes, rush'd upon my brain ! 
By poor, good, weak Antonio, too, disowned — 
I dream'd each night, I should be Desdemona'd : 
And, being in Mantua^ thought upon the shop 
Whence fair Verona's youth his breath did stop : 
And what, if Leonardo, in foul scorn. 
Some lean Apothecary should suborn 
To take my hated life P A " tortoise " hung 
Before my eyes, and in my ears scaled "alligators" rung. 
But mp Othello, to his vows more zealous — 
Twen^ lagos could not make him jealous 1 

New raised to reputation, and to life — 
At your commands Dehold me, without strife^ 
Well pleased, and ready to repeat " The Wife. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I— St FauPs, 

Enter Belmont and Wilfobd, disguised as Teamen. 

Bel. Now, Wilford, still thy comrade when at school 
Or college : when 'twas peace, thy playfellow, 
Thy right-hand man in war ; I'm by thee stiU 
In simple guise of honest yeoman's son. 
To do the bidding of thy fantasy. 
What is't P — Why are we thus attired ? — ^What road 
Are we to take ? on what adventure bound P 
The argument wilt thou unfold to me 
Of this romance which thus we now begin ? 
I see thy cheek is pale— thine eye, without 
The gladsome light that speaks a heart at rest ; 
Still, to my questioning, answerest thou :— 
" Come, don a yeoman's coat and roam with me."-^ 
Thy wish is done— Do mine. Unbosom thee, 
Eor till I find thv heart, I lack my own. 

Wilf. Remember'st, Belmont, what thou saidst to me. 
When such, or such, if e'er I took a wife, 
I said should be the 'haviour of my bride ? 

Bel. 'Twas this : — " In vain premise or calculate. 
How thou shalt fall in love. A fever that ! 
Which comes upon you, sudden as the plague. 
Or intermittent ! Love by rule, forsooth ! — 
Love by philosophy ! — ^Thou shalt be smit 
In the twinkling of an eye !— infected by 
A touch ! — ^this minute sound as mountain health. 
And helpless next, as bed-rid tenant of 
An hosiiital." And hast thou proved it so P 

Wilf. Attend. Last week, I could not go the length 
Of Ludgate Hill, but I must horse it thither. 
Iletuming thence, a motley group of men, 
Mechanics, servants, masters, old and young. 
Collected round some object, which they seem'd 
To gaze with most admiring wonder on. 
Attracted me — ^What think jrcu 'twas P A maid — 
A maid attired in costless suit, but neat. 
Of humble russet 1 — such a distance wide 
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Removed from any child of luxury 

Or wealth, that e'en a simple ribbon knot 

Denied its aid to set her bonnet off. 

Or snowy coif and kerchief ! But what wealth 

Had nature rain'd where fortune seeip'd to grudge 

The poorest drop of her enriching shower ! 

Si^t could not take it in ! — ^the tongue would stop 

Ere it could sum it half— all terms of praise 

Too scant to value loveliness so rare ! 

At thought of winning it, the heart grow wild. 

As his whom overflowing affluence 

Lifts from the depth of want ! Tliere stood the maid. 

Silent and motionless, with eyes on ground, 

Abash'd by the reflection of nerself, 

Cast back upon her so on every side 

Prom mirrors that her charms described, indeed. 

By showing her their power ! 

Bel. Remarked she thee ? 

Wilf. She did ! My restless courser startled her ; 
She raised her eyes ; and, lo ! they fix'd on mine 
With look, methought, of recogmtion, that 
I felt as though our very souls embraced, 
And through me ran a thrill unknown before ; 
When, spiteful chance ! my steed more restive grew. 
Defied command alike of spur or rein. 
And bore me from the maid I 

Bel. Ask'd you not who 
She was ? 

Wilf. No. 

Bel.-^o\ 

Wilf. As one in jeopardy 
Will lack possession of himself, nor use 
Some means of succour, at his very hand, 
I did not think of that, till out of reach on't ! 
My steed, at length, compell'd— by whom I know not — 
To check his mettle, I dismountecf straight 
And hastened back on foot — but she was gone ! — 
If my first look of her hath been my last, 
rU never care to look on woman more ! 

Bel. Thy lot is cast ! I told thee, Wilford, so ! 
To such conclusion ever comes his work 
Who makes philosophy the rule of love. 
Love knows no rule, and never rule knows less 
Than when obedience we'd exact from it. 
'Tis an uncertain and a froward guest ; 
Comes to us when it Hsts ; abides as long 
As pleases it ; and its own humour takes, 
Whatever may be ours ! You'd go in quest on't — 
And lo ! 'tis with you before settmg out ; 
You'd lay down terms for its sojourning with you — 
And here it is on its own terms at home ; 
You'd fain be rid on't, and 'tis fain to stay ; 
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You'd thrust it out of doors, and only find 
The threshold 's not your own, the moment love 
Sets foot within it. Meanest to seek this maid P 

Wilf. Ay, through the world ! 

Bel. I'll nelp thee in the search ; 
And if we find the city holds her not. 
As far as Rumford bear me company — 
Whither, this week, perforce I must repair — 
And thence, where'er thou point'st, will I be thine. 

Wi^. Come on ! I tell tiiee, if I find her not, 
I'm tenant for the house the sexton builds. [TAep go out. 



SCENE n.— ^ Chamber in Old Small's. 

Enter Old Small. 

Old S. Who'd have a son— a plagues— to drive him mad ? 
To hunt for, or to watch^ from mom till night. 
To coax, to scold, and with no better thrift 
To-day, than yesterday ! A lackwit, caught 
By this and that, and neld by nothing. Now 
At bowls ; next hour at coclang ; presently 
A race, a show, a feast ; and, after that. 
Perchance a quarrel. Anything but work. 
What, Peter [Peter! 

Enter Petee. 

Peter. Master, here am I. 

Old S. Well. Peter, where's my son P 

Feter. 1 could not find him 
In all WTiitechapel, seek him where I would. 
I caird in at the Cock, he wasn't there ; 
The Pox and Geese, but came no better speed 5 
The Fountain was Dum'd down last Tuesday mght ; 
The Rising Sun has stopp'd since Lady-day ; 
The Crown and Mitre swore at me when last 
I sought him there, so thither went I not ; 
The Duke of Buckmgham and he are out 
E'er since he broke the drunken tapster's pate ; 
And never goes he to the Loggerheads, 
Except o' Sundays. 

OldS. Peter! Peter! 

Feter. Master P 

Old S. I sore mistrust thee, Peter. 

Feter. Master! meP 

Old S. Ay^ by my troth, I do ! mistrust thee, sore 
Thou'rt in his secrets ! I'll be sworn thou art. 
I saw you wink to him, on Sunday last. 
At dinner-time. Last Tuesday mght, you said, 
'Twas only ten when he came m; and not 
A minute from the bolting of the door. 
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The clock strack twelve— I heard it ! Wednesday noon 
You took a bundle in, and said 'twas from 
The laundress ; when I open'd it, and found 
A spendthrift cloak and jerkin, spick and span 
New from the tailor's board ; and, worse than that. 
The whole of Thursday morning wast thou out ; 
And when I ask'd thee where, tnou couldst not tell ! 
Canst tell me now ? 

Feter. I went an errand, sir. 
To Barbican-an errand of mine own. 

Old S. An errand of thine own to Barbican ! 
How came I then to see thee at Mile-end? 

Peter, At Mile-end, sir? 

OldS. At Mile-end, sir ! Thou runn'st 
An errand well. 

Peter. You saw me at Mile-end ? 

Old S. When thou wast gone to Barbican ! well, sir ? 

Peter. "From Barbican. I went, sir, to Mile-end, 
Not finding what I sought at Barbican. 

Old S. 1 have thee now, my piece of innocence ! 
My spice of honesty 1 my serving-man. 
That runs so well on errands ! At Mile-end 
I saw thee not^ but saw thee at the foot 
Of London Bridge ! 

Peter. The foot of London Bridge P 

Old S. Ay, sir ! 

Peter. And where should you have seen me else ? 
When what I sought and miss'd, at Barbican ; 
And miss'd again m seeking, at Mile-end ; 
At London Bridge I found. 

OldJS. O didst thou so? 
Would thou wast o'er the bridge ! thou jackanapes ! 
Wast thou not too at Hackney that same time ? 
At Greenwich down, and Chelsea up, the Thames P 
At Kensington and Islington besides ? 
The Tower, St. Paul's, and Westminster to boot ? 
Didst thou not foot, from breakfast-time till noon. 
Ground it would take a mau a week to ride ? 
Thou knave of nimble toe, but nimbler tongue ! 
Varlet ! thou went'st not to Mile-end, nor yet 
To foot of London Bridge, no more than I, 
That never saw thee there ! I know not where 
Thou went'st, but whither thou wilt go I'll tell — 
To Tyburn, sirrah ! [Knock.'] Let thy master in ! 

[Filter goes out. 
His kennel never likes your chained dog. 
And there are men like dogs, who loathe the thing, 
Howe'er it profit them, to which you tie them ; 
Who, like your do^, would forfeit house and mess 
To break their cham, and forage for a bone. 
Wliat if I take the collar from his neck. 
And leave him, like the prodigal of old. 
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To his own will, till sad experience proves 
That freedom's is the bitterest mastery. 
It shall be so. He cannot come to worse. 
He may to better. I will do it straight. 

Enter Young Small and Peter. 

Toung S. Goodi. morning, father ! 

Old S. Morning, dog ! 'tis noon. 

Toung S. Well then, good noon ! 

Old S, Nor morning, noon, nor night. 
Thou bringest good to me ; so wish me none ; 
Where hast thou been ? 

Young S. Hard by, at Master All-gain's. 

Old S. And what about P 

Young S. Playing at loggats, sir. 

Old S. At loggats ? Spendthrift ! Idler ! Play at pence. 
Shillings, and pounds ! 

Young S. I do what's next to that, — 
Play for them, sir. 

Old S. To lose them, cur ! to lose them ; 
Hast thou not lost to-aay P 

Young S, No, by my troth. 
I'm winner, save a halfpenny, bv a ^oat ; 
And should have doubled that, but ior foul play. 
But three we wanted, and the bowl was mine — 
There stood the loggats, su:, a glorious sight. 
And only three to score ! and here stood 1 — 
There's not a lad in all Whitechapel, sir. 
Is such a hand at loggats ! — Here stood I, 
With victory in hana, sure as the bowl 
With which I thus took aim— A steady aim 
Is half the game at loggats, sir — ^You mind 
We wanted only three ; the bowl was mine ; 
There stood the loggats ; here stood I — they say 
I have an air at loggats ! — ^Thus I stand. 
My left leg plaated like a buttress, so — 
My body poised upon the right, with knee 
Bent neither more nor less ; I'd like you, sir. 
To see meplay at loggats — Look, sir 

Olds. Pshaw! 
Come, throw the bowl, and make an end. 

Young S, An end 
I should have made on't, had I thrown the bowl ! 

Old S. What hinder'd thee P 

Young S. A needle-fuU of thread ! 
A nail of tape! a button-mould ! apiece 
Of list ! the vapour of a smoothing-board ! 
Thus, as I said, I held the bowl — ^'Twas all 
But thrown. Ne'er out of cannon-mouth look'd shot 
More certain of its aim, than from my hand 
The bowl look'd at the loggats. In a twink 
Six of the nine at least were lying low ! 
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" Stop ! " cries a snivelling tailor ; " Master Small, 
'Tis not your turn to play " — ^The pair of shears, 
To clip me so, and thus cut up the game ! 

OldS. Now mark me, Thomas Small ; thou'rt twenty-one ! 
What art thou master of P 

Young S. Of quarter-staff. 
Rackets, and fives. — I'm capital at fives ! — 
Hop but the ball, I'm sure to make it fly 
Like bullet from a gun. — I play at bowls 
And quoits. — ^At quoits I'm famous for a ringer ! — 
And then I'll putt the stone with any man. 

Old 8. Master thou art, I know, of idleness ! 
But name to me the craft thou'rt mast^ of. 
Art fit to be a turner P 

Young S. Bum the lathe ! 

OldS. A cooper? 

Young S, Sooner I'd be staved to death ! 

0/fi?5. AsmithP 

Young S. As Ueve you'd hammer out my brains I 

OldS.Ki^ox^ 

Young 8. Slay me with a needle first ! 

OldS. What then art fit to beP 

Young S. A gentleman ! 

Olds. A&:entlemanP Thou scarce canst read ! 

Young 8. What then P 
That's nothing in a gentleman ! 

Old 8. Thou writ'st— ^ \ 

But such a hand, the clerk's a cunning one 
That makes it out. 

Young 8. That's like a gentleman ! 

Old 8. Thou canst not cipher. Hand thee in a bill 
Of twenty items, and 'twill puzzle thee 
To add it up. 

Young 8. That's quite the gentleman ! 
Father, thou truly saidst I'm twenty-one. 
And he that's twenty-one by law's a man ; 
So I'm a man, and as a man am free. 
I'm master now of handsome twenty pounds. 
Left to me by my godfather ; to them 
Add thou wlutt grace thy graciousness may please. 
And, in my own way, let me try the world. 

Old 8. Thou'rt like a wayward horse that will not break ; 
The training thee's all labour, profit none, — 
And thrift of fruitless toil's to give it u^. 
Thy will would have thee free before thme age : 
Thme age, like a false friend, now backs thy will ; 
Both are too strong for me, and so I yield. 
Wait for me. I'U be with you presently. 

[Old SmjjA goes out. 

Young 8. Does he consent, and am I free indeed ! 
New bonds I fear'd to curb me in new rights. 
And he takes off the old. — ^I thrive apace. 
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Most hopeful setting ont ! So fair begun 
Must needs fair ending have ! 

Peter. You pJay'd that game 
Of loggats passing well. 

Toung S. I play'd a game- 
But not at loggats, Peter. Never more 
ril play at loggats ! Peter, nought IVe done 
But walk, since morning, up ana down Cheapside, 
Peasting my eyes on ladies of the court 
And its precincts, that come to bargain there. 

Peter, homely are the silks they wear 
To their more silken looks ! A city coif 

Hath twice their pride ! No tossing of the head ; 

No turning of the shoulder, in disdam ; 

But eyes that drop when they your glances catchy 

As if to let you gaze ! Peter, I'll make 

My fortune! 

Peter. Prithee, how ? 

Toung S. Now try and guess ! 

Peter. I could not guess, were I to try a week ! 

Toung S. Peter, thou canst be shrewd. Look at me, Peter; 
Scan me from head to foot. Premising, now. 
Thou knew'st me not, wouldst take me for the son 
Of Gilbert Small,, the pin-maker ? 

Peter. More like 
I'd take you for the son of Walter Husk, 
The baker, to the east of Aldersgate. 

Toung S. A baker's son ! A crust hath pith, as much 
As thou hast wit ! Take me for son of him ! 

Peter. He's tall, and so art thou. 

Toung S. What's tall P— What's tall ? 
Pronounce me son unto a barber's pole, 
Because 'tis tall ! To say a man is tall 
Is nothing, Peter I Look at me again. 
And guess what way I'll make my fortune. There, — 

1 fancy that's a leg. 
Peter. It is a leg ! 

Toung S. And thereunto 's a foot. 

Peter. Yea is there, of 
A verity ! 

Toun^ S. Go to ! You flatter, now;. 
You thmk me vain ; but I am not vain, although 
I have a leg and foot, — ay, and a face 
Moreover ! 

Peter. Certainly vou have a face. 
He'd have a face who'd say thou hadst not one. 

Toung S. Thou hast a wit, good Peter. Show thee but 
A thing, thou see'st it. 

Enter Old Small unperceived. 

Look at my waist ! 
Now lift your eye a little farther up, 

2 A 
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And ponder how my shoulders spread ! Dost see P 

Now on the whole — to speak it modestly — 

Taking me altogether, am I not 

A very persona hie man ? Now, Peter, 

How shall I make my fortune ? — Why, you fool ! 

By love ! 

Old S. [Coming forward!] Who marries thee, loves not 
herself : 
She goes a voyage in a fair-weather hark. 
That scuds while wind and current favour it. 
But, in itself, hath no sea-worthiness 
To stand their buffeting ! Here, have thy wish ; 
Thou'lt find no niggara hand has fiU'd that purse. 
I give it thee to feed thy wantonness ; 
But, e'en for that, Td have thee chary on't ! 
There's not a piece in it that's not made up 
Of grains of fractions, every one of which 
Was slowly gather'd by thy father's thrift. 
And hoarded by his abstinence ! It holds — 
How many minutes, torn from needful sleep ! 
How many customary wants, denied ! 
How manv throbs of doubting— sighs of care. 
Laid out for nothing through thy waywardness ! 
But take it with a blessing ! — Fare thee well ! 
Thou never yet couldst suit thee, Thomas, to 
Thy father's house : but, should there come the time. 
Thou know'st the door, that still was open to thee ! 

[Old Small goes out, 

Toung S. Peter, I'll stay at home. The good old man ! 
He loves me, Peter ! Take him back the purse. 
And say I'll st^y at home. 

Feter. And keep at home ? 
Wait like his ledger on the desk ? 

Toung S, I will! — 
That is — I would. 

Feter. And follows, if I could, 

Toung 8. I fear it does. 

Feter. What's got, return'^ may not he got again. 

Toung S. Peter, you counsel like an oracle ! 

Feter, You've ruob'd your eyes till they are red. 

Toung S. Indeed? 

Feter. Look in the glass ! 

Toung S. A pity not to make 
My fortune, Peter ! Give me back the purse. 
Ffl make my fortune ! Go and get my trunk. 
And brinff it after me to Cripplegate. 
Thou saidst, as I came in, thy place was lost 
On my account. I'll find for thee a new one. [Petee goes out. 
There's no controlling fate ; and fate, I see. 
By love, has destined me to make my fortune. 
So farewell to my father's house ! I could 
Be sad at bidding it good-bye — but will not. 
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I'll think on nought but how we'll meet again, 
When love fulfils what fate decrees for me ; 
Bids Thomas Small a golden wedding hail. 
And sends him home a very gentleman ! 

[Young Small ffocs out. 



SCENE m. — An Apartment in Alberfs House. 

Enter Albert and Emma. 

Emma, Why sigh'st thou, Albert P 

Al. This has troubled me. 
On Thursday, saidst thou P 

Emma. Yes. 

Al. I recollect ! 
I recollect !— Was't not on Ludgate Hill ? 

Emma. On Ludgate Hill. 

-4/. It was. I recollect! 
She grasp'd my arm, as with the start, methought, 
Of sudden fear, which I accounted for, 
As at the self -same moment heard I near 
The furious prancing of a fiery steed ! 
Eode he a steed ? 

Emma. He did. 

Al. Then 'twas for him ! 
The image, say'st thou, of my likeness, which, 
Before that field, which robb d me of my sight, 
I gave to thee ? 

Emma. So said our child« 

Al. Where is 
That likeness ? 

Emma. In her custody. 'Twasthat 
Betray'd to me the secret of her heart. 
She pray'd it from me. Of its costly case 
Despoil'd, I gave it her — and wonder'd soon 
To nnd her, when she thought she was alone. 
All lost in gazing on't. with si^s that spoke 
Aft'ection more than filial, gettmg vent 
In very tears, which, as they felL her breast 
Uneasy heavm^, seem'd with sighs to number ! 

Al. Such thmgs I've heard. 

Emma. What, Albert P 

Al. I have heard 
That subtle passion from a glance hath sprung. 
And in a moment e'en struck root so deep, 
No art could pluck it out — So ! Mark'd she how 
He was attired P 

Emma. He seem'd a yeoman. 

^/. So ! 
That hope is quench'd : — of prouder state, this thing 
That seems a weed, had haply proved a flower ! 

2 A 2 
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Emma. I prithee, Albert, how ^ 

AL That brother, who, 
Uniiatnral, my lands coBnscate seized, 
'Tis said is father to a goodly son. 
The very image of his uncle, dead. 
As they believe me. Hope just kindled up, 
The youth, she saw, might prove that very son. 
He seem'd a yeoman P For this malady 
We have, perhaps, a medicine — the knowledge of 
What she is, wmcn still we've hidden from her. 
That she shall know to-morrow. 

Emma. Tell it her. 
And quit this wayward life. Thou'st laid by store 
Enough. Forsake the knd which thee forsakes ; 
Another one makes thee a franchised man. 
Far from the ban of this ! There mayst thou take 
Thy title, in thy own land forfeited, 
And for our fair child find befitting mate. 

Al. I will not — cannot quit my native land ! 
BannM as I am, 'tis precious to me still ! 
It is mj father's land— 'tis loved for that ! 
'Tis thme— thy child's — it should be loved for you ! 
It should be loved, if only for itself ! 
'Tis free, it hath no despot, but its laws ! 
'Tis independent ; it can sta,nd alone ! 
'Tis mighty 'gainst its enemies — 'tis one ! 
Where can I find the land the like of it ? 
Its son, though under ban and forfeiture. 
Is envied. He's the brother of the free ! 
No ! no ! I cannot quit my native land. 
For sight of other land I would not give 
The feeling of its breath — the wall of him 
That does not forfeit it, which none may scale, 
However proud, unscathed, to do him wrong ! 
I cannot — will not— quit my native land ! 

Emma. Then let us seek some quiet comer on't ; 
Nor sj)end on thriftless hope, what, husbanded 
By wise content, would keep us more than rich. 

Al. Nor can I that. Who sees his house puU'd down. 
And does not strive to build it up again ? 
Who sees his vessel sunk, and does not look 
For other huU to plough the waves anew ? 
I cannot do't ! rve hved on the high seas 
Of restless life ; I would be on them still ! 
Say Fm unfit for't— I'd be near them still ! 
The sailor, maim'd or superannuate. 
Seeks not an inland hpme ; but near some clifF 
His hammock slings, in hearing of the surge 
He wont to cleave of yore ! Come, lead me forth. 
Where's Bess ? 

Emma. On errand gone to Aldersgate. 

Al. I would again she went not forth alone ! 
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My heart hath strange misgivings, touching her. 
Bold men infest our streets, who would not stop. 
By force to take what risht refuses them ^ 
Like him who late, with his pernicious suit, 
Wounded her tender ear. 

Strofi [mthout]. What, hoa ! 

Al. Come in. 
Whose challenge sounds unwelcome, yet a friend's. 
Is it not honest Master Strap ? 

Snter Stbap {intoxicated). 

Strap. The same. 
Master of cobbling, as thy shoes allow. 
Which seek his lapstone old, and leave it new — 
But to the matter, as they say. 

Al. Whatis't?^ 

Strcm. Why, this it is — a truth as old as time — 
Grief hath this soother, 'tis not solitary. 
But, if 'twill look for't, finds its fellow grief. 
So does the wise man teach. Thou know'st I lost 
My daughter, Sunday week-;-she did not die. 
Romances drove the giddy vixen mad. 
And she eloped from me. For loss oi her, 
I have ne'er been sober since ! No comforter 
Like ale — save sack ; but sack's for rich men's cares. — 
Your friends !— Says one^ " It might have fallen out worse ; " 
One, that it might be evil, sent for good; 
One, that the plague itseli will have an end ; 
And some will pity ; some will scold ; and some 
Will try to laugh me out of sorrowing. 
As twenty ways there are to mend a shoe 
Besides the soLng, heeling, welting on't ! 

Al. But what is this to us ? 

Strap. Philosophy! 
If not philosophy, a moral, then — 
And if not that, why, then, a hint that thou 
Hast lost thy daughter, just as I lost mine. 

Emma. Have lost our daughter ! 

Strap. With a difference, though 

Al. Nay- — 

Emma. Trithee, Albert, ^ve him his own way ; 
He's sure, at last, to take it ; so we lose 
Our time, persuading him to progress ours.— 
Well? 

Strap. WeU, I said there was a difference. 
But wnat of that ? This road and that road meet — 
Take which you will, you come to the same end. 
It matters not, my daughter, with her will. 
Thine against ners, is gone ; since both alike 
Are lost. 

Al. How?— Where ?— Who forced our child away? 

Strap. A gallant, who behemm'd her in the street. 
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With «x>d a score of lusty followers, 
riush'a swaggerers, that seem'd of no account 
To reckon lawless deeds ! I heard a rout. 
And left my stall. There was she in the midst ! 
Some following with outcrr 'gainst the deed^ 
But none with hand that dared to question it. 
Upon my child I thought, at sight of thine — 
Thought of thy loss mine own brought home to me — 
My brain was swimming, and I rusnd on him 
That held her — ^but a fillip laid me down ! 
Yet, brief as was the scume, and the end 
Untoward : profit came of it. This ring 
He wore, though how he left it in my hand 
I know not ! 

Al. Give it me ! — ^A jewel hath it ? 
Yes 1 'Tis no common rin^. Perhaps a clue 
To trace the ravisher ? Give me a sword. 
Get me a knife — a dagger ! — anything. 
So that it be a weapon ! Wretched man ! 
Why don't I ask you first to get me eyes ! 
Thought of my heavy wrong, put out the thought 
Of what must help me to revenge my wrong ! 
Oh, heavy loss ! To have a father's heart — ' 
To have a father's arm to second it^— 
And both be useless for the lack ot sight ! 
The queen ! The queen ! 

Strap. Wouldst see the queen ? Then straight 
Kepair to Temple Bar ; to-day begins 
Her Royal Progress ; there she's sure to wait. 
The mayor and citizens ^ive her greeting there. 

Al. Lead on ! My child ! — My child ! — Whate'er betide. 
This hour will I unfold myself, and find. 
One way or other, period to my cares. ' 
Knows't thou where dweUs a notary on the way ? 
Conduct me to him !^Dn ! — We'll meet our death 
Or find our child. — On '.—On !^Dur child ! — Our child ! 

[^TAeif go out 



SCENE IV—Ten^le Bar, 

The Houses on each side adorned with cloths of silk or velvet, 
gold or silver , hanging from the upper mndows. — A crowd 
of Citizens, men and women, assembled. 

Officer, Stand back, sirs ! Stand back there, I say !— Why 
press ye forward ?— Back there ! back ! Keep order till her 
highness pass. 
First Citizen, Will it be long, sir, ere she come P 
OJIicer, To answer that, I must know the measure of your 
patience. Stretches it to some five minutes hence, I dare 
warrant you she will be here quickly ; for 'tis a good half- 
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hour beyond the time she appointed to set out &om 
Westminster. 

Second Citizen, Is't to Norwich, sir, her highness makes her 
progress this time ? [Shouts without. 

Officer. To Norwich 'tis, sir. — ^Peace ! her highness comes. 
Each keep his place, nor press upon the other; so one and all 
will see the sight. Here comes the lord mayor, with the 
aldermen and council, to greet her highness. More room ! — 
Stand back ! — Stand oack ! 

Enter the Lord Matok, ^c. Enter Procession through the 
Gates ; Soldiers, Gentlemen Pensioners, Band of Gentlemen, 
Band of Knights^ Band of Barons, Trumpeters and Heralds, 
The Queen, accompanied by ladies, closed up with Guards. — 
The LordMayob, Sfc, advance and kneel to the Queen. 

Mayor. May*t please your majesty, with duteous knees, — 
That for our loving and right loyal hearts 
Most truly vouch, as would our tongues for both — 
Our happy privileges, of the .which 
Your gracious sceptre the high guardian is. 
Thus lowly at your highness' feet we lay ; 
And with fair greeting, pray to welcome yon 
To your good city, here, of London. 

Queen. Freely 
Do we accept vour greeting^ citizens 
Of London ; of our loyal cities, chief: 
The princess fair of commerce, that defies 
The world to show her peer ; whose merchantmen 
Throng the broad seas with gallant fleets, the which 
To float, the treasuries of kings might brag ! 
The privileges, which at our feet you la^ 
We pray you to resume ; and truly guard 
For ner behoof, who, in her subjects' weal. 
Is proud to boast she still locks up her own. 

Mayor. Our duties ever on your highness wait ! 

Queen. Proceed. 

Albert [withouf]. Tbe queen !— The queen !— Where !— 
Where's the queen ? 

Officer. Stand back ! 

Oueen. Make way !— Who calls upon the queen P 

Officer. So please your majesty, a oeggar-man ! 
Stand back ! 

Albert. The queen ! — The queen ! 

Officer. Stand back, I say ! 

Queen. Hold, sirrah ! Dare not stop my subjects' way 
That come in suffering to me ! Did I — when 
My birth-right crown'd me, and I pass'd along. 
My way beset with subjects, that more thick 
Begirt me with their blessings, than their eyes — 
My chariot frequent stay, that I might take 
Their gifts of nosegays from poor women's hands. 
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And shall I now pass on, nor stop to hear 

A poor man's prayer ! Approach, what e'er thou art ! 

{^The Officer makes wavfor Albert, laho enters. 
Albert, [Presenting a scroll,'] Lead— Lead me to her high- 
ness' feet ! [Kneels. 
Justice, great queen I — Justice and mercy ! 

Q^een. How! 
Mercy appeals afi^ainst justice ; justice stops 
The mouth of mercy ! — ^Ask'st thou, then, 
ForbothP 

Albert. For mercy I'd implore, great queen, for one. 
Whose high offence hath long contrition half 
Atoned for, — half, the loss of sight — his just 
And heavy penalty for swerving duty ! 
Justice I'd ask on one, whose daring wrong. 
In open day, has robb'd me of my child — 
A virgin^ gracious queen, of beauty rare. 
Although Tier father's eyes ne'er vouch'd for it ! 
Queen. But went she of her will P 
Albert. No! — No!— by force 
Just now ! — i' th' public street ! — ^in open day ! 
Tom from her parents, whither know they not — 
A mother that m him, who should protect 
Her child and her, finds but a heavy charge I 
A father, with the limbs, and heart of one. 
Still without eyes, is lopp'd of heart and limbs — 
Unfit to succour those that cleave to him ! 
O royal maiden, take a maiden's part. 
And, for her wrong, overlook the wrong, might stand 
Betwixt thy justice and her injury ! 

Qneen. Thy tears, old man, serve more than flashing eves 
To kindle up our wrath ! iGiow'st thou the name 
Of the offender ? 
Albert. No. 
Queen. Nor rank? 
Albert. Nor rank — ^ 
Unless a ring— which, in a scuffle, that 
Befel with one, who tried to take her part. 
Came from the finger of the ravisher — 
Serve as a clue to find him. 

Queen. Show it us ! 
This ring is not a stranger to us ! Ha ! 
Waits in our train Lord Thomas WilloughbyP 
Wood. No, gracious mistress. 

Queen. Read this document ; [Gives Ajlbeet's scroll. 

Advise him straight of its C9ntents ; and add 
Our will, that on receipt, with prompt despatch. 
He lead the beggar's daughter to our feet — 
His wedded bnde ! What to thyself relates. 
We'll read at leisure ; what to thy child, at once 
We'U give our care to. Instruct us by what name 
liiou, now, art known, or title ? 
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Albert. The Blind Beggar 
Of Bethnal Green. 

Queen, Thy daughter's name P 

Albert 'Tis Bess. 

Queen. Our own ! — Of beauty rare, thou say'st ? 

Albert. Most rare! 

Queen. And good ? 

Albert. Most good ! 

Queen. [To Attendant^ Look to this sightless man ! 
Our pleasure 'tis he waits upon us. On ! 
The elory it shall be of Bess's reign^ 
Her lowest subject, if his cause is nght, 
Hath, 'gamst her highest, odds ; for oe^gar e'en. 
He, still, shall have nis queen to side with him ! [They go out. 

Enter Young Small and Peteb. newly attired. 

Young S. There !— Said I not we should be late and lose 
The setting out, wherein we might have mix'd 
Unnoticed with the royal cavalcade ; 
And all through fault of thee, that took'st such time 
To apparel thee— no doubt with wonderment 
At such surpassing gear ! — ^Let's breathe awhile. — 
Peter, you'll ruin me ! Is that a way 
A servmg-man should bear himself? — Consider — 
Thy master, Peter, is a gentleman. 

Peter. To keep in mind on't strive I all I can ! 

Young S. I say thou dost not, else would it appear. 

Feter. It shall appear. 

Young S. See that it do so, then— 
Especially when thou walk'st out with me. 
Then carry thus thy head, stand with an air ! 
Walk with a gait, as thou wast somebody ; 
And when thou speak'st, thou must spe«l: up, like one 
That values not who hears ; — ^but not to me I 
To me, good Peter, do thou none of these ! 
Speak small to me ; wear thus thy head to me ; 
Stand thou not with an air when I am by ; 
Nor, when my eye's upon thee, move witn gait 
Of somebody ! Thou'rt ever nobody 
In presence of thy master ! — minding still 
To Dear thee like a gentle serving-man. 

Feter. I'll mind. 

Young S. And do so ! — And remember too 
When I am seated, and thou wait'st on me. 
Thou layest not thy hand upon my chair. 
But stand at distance from t— nor yet in line. 
But ^ood a foot behind the rearmost leg j 
Not m advance of that a barley-corn ! 
And balance not thy body on one leg. 
With knee of t'other negligently bent. 
As if it said " I care not !" 'Tis not meet. 
But stand on both, as every joint of thee 
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Acknowledged me thy master — ^not astride. 

But heel to heel ! — And keep thy finger from 

Thy hutton-hole ! — ^but not to cram it in 

Thy poke ! Nor yet on hip to rest it !— 'Twere 

As thou wouldst say. "I think myself a lord !" 

Thou wouldst not fold thine arms ! Eield-marshal, Peter, 

Could do no more — do nothing with thine arms. 

But let them hang ! There ! Seem'st thou now indeed 

A serving-man. 

Feter, Will that content you P 

Young S. Yes. 
But mark ! Thou hast play'd with me at qnoits and loggats. 
No more of that ! 

Feter, I'll mind. 

Young >S. And when I have order'd me a tankard out. 
And given it thee to hold, thou more than once 
Hast quaff'd it off to my good luck. — Be sure 
No more of that ! 

Feter, I'll try and mind. But, sir — 
Since so I must accost thee — what avail 
The gait and air of gentle serving-man. 
Without the pocket, should belong to one P 
Look there ! 

Young S. What's that P 

Feter. A melancholy rap t 
A black-faced copper sixpence ! Add to which 
A button without shank, and you sum up 
The pocket of your gentle serving-man ! 
I ne'er can do without allowances ! 

YoufM S. Allowances ! — What wages got you from 
My father, Peter ? 

Feter. 'Twere a cunning clerk 
Could count them, — ^Purse was never made, would wear 
With hoarding them. To coin them took it not 
Gold, silver, no nor copper ! I served him for 
My bed ana board, that board and bed were none, 
But shifts for them ; a jerkin in the year 
And doublet — old apparel new made up ; 
Hose, when the feet had walk'd away from them • 
Slioes, whose last mending had the cobbler brought 
To his last vrits ; and hat tWi gaped to see 
Its crown was gone ; with what good luck besides 
Might send me. 

joung S. And th - inij^*»^0wances ! 
Do I not promi*' .i« r ''^Jfr \ \^r ? 
Jerkin and cl' .]< \§^ ''^\:!vith. 
The t birt.^ < uaWk % \a^ 

Thekr XXviJ^ J 4s\rthee, 

Wi>' 4rf»l r ♦Xdam'd! 
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Did I not treat it to a crown-whole hat. 

Nor jet at outlay stopjj'd, so ruinous. 

But in the hat a comely feather stuck. 

At charge of twice a groat ? No more of this I 

Believe when thou'rt well off. — ^There's twopence for thee. 

To show thee that thou serv'st a gentleman 1 

Dream'st thou sometimes ? 

Feter. I do. 

Young S. What's the best dream 
A man can dream ? 

Feter. They say 'tis hanging. 

Touna S. ^o\ 
Didst thou not dream of hanging yesternight ? 

Feter. I did. 

Tounff S. Thy dream 's come out ! Thy fortune 's made, 
But knew'st thou it — Come on ! Content thee, and 
Thou shalt have nence ! Mind how thou bear'st thyself ! 
Well done ! But keep to that ! So. — ^Follow me. [fhe^ go out, 

END OF ACT I. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I. — Room in an Inn at Romford. 
Enter Hostess and Ralph. 

Hostess. Now have I told thee all — how she came here 
On Tuesday night, sore faint and travel-worn. 
When thou at Epping wast upon the roam ; 
How from her home, by bold and lawless men, 
She had been forced ; how she escaped their hands ; 
How, when she reach'd her parents roof again. 
Deserted 'twas, — ^its tenants doubtless gone 
In quest of her ; how, knowing not what way 
To ^o, she put her trust in Heaven to guide her. 
Which brought her to our door ! 

Ralph. Inform'd she thee 
Who were her parents P 

Hostess. No. I ask'd, but saw 
The question troubled her, so ask'd no more. 
I see thou think'st her fair. Now, mark me, Ralph. 
Thou'rt less sedate, I know, than thou art wild, — 
And, stni, I think there's in thy heart a check 
Of ruth and honesty, that draws thee back 
When passion 'cross their bounds would have thee wing. 
Beware then, Ralph, her beauty tempt thee not 
To do her wrong ! She's poor ! She has not friend. 
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Of right, slie here can call so— has not home. 
Save what a stranger's roof supplies her with ; 
The labour of her nands is all her means ; 
Her virtue is their streugi^h ; who*d rob them on't. 
Were he mv son, he were not villain only. 
But cowara mean to boot ! 

Ralph. Nay, mother, nay, 
I'm not that lackgraoe vet ! Give thon consent, 
Pm wived to-morrow, for sweet Bessy's sake. 

Hostess. I'll think on't, Ralph. Meantime bestir thee, son; 
Look to the gentleman, since W ednesday last 
Took up his quarters here. 

Ralph. The gentleman ? 
My shoe 's a gentleman I 

Hostess. How, sirrah! this 
Thy manners P 

Ralph. Mother, I overheard 

Hostess. Didst what ? 
I'll have no list'ners in my house. 
No eaves-dropj)ers ! no ears that wait on keyholes ! 
Who take their quarters up at the Queen's Arms, 
Shall have their secrets, as their luggage, safe ! 
Fie on thee, Ralph ! No more on't! Mind thyself! 
Thy mother^s hard-eam'd gains not more were won 
By thrift than honesty • wiiom they enrich 
Must honest be as thrifty. So be thou ! 
My son is he, not of my blood that's drop. 
But portion of my heart.— Not so — I'd take 
A hind that is. to be thy mother's heir. [Ralph goes out. 

All's right and tidy, — each thing in its place. 
And cleverly put out of hand. No cup. 
TankarcL or nagon, but its face might snow 
To polisn'd silver, rich and bright as 'tis. 
There's sure a virtue in her touch, that leaves 
All things it meets as ne'er they look'd before ! 
Luck hath she brought with her. Since here she came. 
No house in Romford holds its head so high 
As the Queen's Arms, for balm of sparkHng ale, 
Cordial of sack, and nectar of bright wine ! 
Would she were wife to Ralph ! We cannot hope 
To keep the treasure, long, that's coveted 
By all who see it, and by nght's not ours. 
But, yet, who is she P— Ralph's my son ; and heir 
To good a hundred pounds a year, besides 
His father's house and land. Her courtesy might 
An heiress' self vouchsafe to make to Ralph ; 
When he should wed, I ever look'd, at least. 
To give my blessing to some doctor^s, squire's. 
Or curate's daughter. Wed him shall 1 to 
One knows not whom P— I'll question her more closely. 
His father, when he wived, took home his match. 
And so must he 1 She comes. [Bess sings without. 
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No need to keep 
Blackbird or tlirush, while she is in the house ; 
So sweet and active is her pretty throat. 
What's that she looks thus constant at, whene'er 
She thinks herself alone ! but when observed. 
Confused and startled, nestles in her breast ? 

Enter Bess icitA her father's picture^ which she frequently 

examines while she sings. 

The blind man 's at the door, 

And won't you let him in P 
He plays the narp, he'll spare no pains. 

Your favour for to win. 
He'll sing you fits, one, two, or three. 

And he'll ask you a groat — no more ; 
And, grudge you the groat, he'll be thankful for less — 

The blmd man 's at the door ! 

He'll sin^ you stories^ sad. 

He'll siB^ you stones, gay ; 
And call as often as you please, 
He will not say you nay. 
If you fill him a cup, he's a happy blind man. 

As oft he has been before ; 
But, grudge you the cup, he's contented with none — 
The blind man 's at the door ! 

The blind man's at the door. 
And shelter none has he ; 
The sky doth smile, or it doth frown. 
But which he cannot see ! 
If you welcome him in, what cares he for the sky ? 

It may shine, or it may pour ! 
But, grudge you that grace, wet or dry he must on ! — 
The blind man 's at the door ! 

[At the concltision qf the song, the Hostess approaches 
and steals a look at the picture. 

Hostess. Whose picture is that, my Bess ? 

Bess. My father's. 

Hostess. Then 
Was never father better loved than thine ! 
Nay; blush not, that thou lovest thy father well ! 
Show't me. He is a father to be loved ! 
No wonder thou shouldst keep it next thy heart ; 
I well could take't to mine ! Thou blushest more 
And more. Thou silly wench ! There, put it up. 
I like to hear thee sing, my pretty Bess : 
'Tis gladness to my heart ! Art happy, Bess, 
To liye with me ? 

Bess. As fai as happiness 
Can live with Bess. — her parents lost — ^herself 
Unable to provide ner home or friend ! 

Hostess. Not so, my pretty Bess ! HerseK can best 
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Provide her these. No customer that comes 
To the Queen's Arms, and hath unmistress'd house^ 
But woTud be ^lad if Bess its mistress were — 
Knew he her history. 

Bess. [^«^.] Her history P 

Hostess. One likes to know 
Whence people come — ^who people are — ^their birth 
And parentage. Wast thou a lady bom, 
I could not love thee better than 1 do ; 
But lovina: thee so well, Fd know who 'tis, 
So well I love. Who ait thou, pretty Bess ? 

Bess. [Aside!] If I should say I am a beggar's childj 
The door, that took me in, may thrust me out ! 
If aught beside, I speak what is not truth. 
And that I'll never speak ! — ^You think me good: 
You find me willing — useful in the house — 
Not knowing who 1 am. To teach you that. 
More good, more willing, useful msuces me not ; 
Then do not seek to know't ! 1 dare be bound. 
If cause I give you not for more content, 
I'll give you none for less ! 

Hostess. Where mystery is. 
Doubt is. We hide what we're afraid to show. 
If I be come of honest kind, care I 
Who knows ray father's name ? I'd cry it from 
The steeple-top ! To be a friend, we needs 
Must find a fnend. My friend is she, alone. 
That trusts me. If my love 's not worth as much, 
Better I keep it to myself! Fair brow 
Thou hast, and open too ! I ween thy heart 's 
As fair — but why is't not as open, Bess ? — 
Why, whither goest thou ? 

Bess, [Who while the Hostess has been speaking^ has put on 
her cloak and bonnet.'] I know not— but 
I know I must go hence ! You're right ! — 'Tis fit 
One know who 'tis they lodge — ^who ^tis they love. 
'Tis little to ask that ! Alas for them 
That are not masters of so small a boon ! 
They may be question' d — wonder were they not I 
They may be doubted — ^they cannot complain ! 
They may lack friend — they've but themselves to blame ! 
Tarewell— Thanks !— Thanks ! all thanks !— 'Twas all a gift ! 
The wind and rain, on which you shut the door 
That let me in, had just as much a right 
To enter it as 1. I'm rested now, 
Refresh'd and strengthen' d— Every foot I go 
I'll bless you that I am so ! 

Hostess. Leave me, Bess ! , 

That shalt thou never ! Give me off thy cloak ! 
Prevent me not ! — thy bonnet I'll untie. 
Or never more may I tie on my own ! 
Ah ! Bess, dost mind me ? Care I who thou art P 
Or doubt 1 thee P or am I not thy friend ? 
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Nay, if thou leaVst the hotise, I leave it too ! 

rU nave no house that does not roof thy head 1 

For ever live with me ! [Embraces her^ Want'st thou a right ? 

A right thou soon shalt nave. Ralph loves thee, Bess, — 

Whoe'er thou art, thou shalt be wife to Ralph ! 

Nay, answer not ! I say I'll have it so ! 

See if I love thee now ! Here's company — 

I'll look to them. Go dry thine eyes, sweet Bess ! 

Thou shalt be daughter, wife, and all, my Bess ! 

[They go out severally. 

SCENE n. — A Private Room in the Queen^s Arms, 

Enter Ralph. 

Balph. Look to thy birthright, Ralph ! — ^Avails it not 
To be thy mother's son that nature made. 
Thou must be offspring of her humour too ! 
Is't fault of thine that thou art not a waJlP 
.But lisienest, when men. in earshot, tell 
Their loose-kept secrets I Gentleman, forsooth !. 
My gentleman s gentleman !— the scrub of him ! 
The nelper o' the scrub — a counterfeit, 
Not worth the brad should nail it to the counter, — 
To some vile counter,— has been taken thence ; 
And the base metal coin'd anew, to pass. 
To pass for honest coin ! 'Twon't pass with me ! 
He trusts to make his fortune by the priest — 
Of some rich dame the favour sweet to win — 
And thereunto he follows the queen's court ; 
But stopping, on his way, at Romford, here 
Sets eye upon the linnet I would lime, 
And tarries at our house. But, lest he spoH 
My sport, I've pointed out the bush to him 
Where sits a goldfinch — but a painted one — 
Our Kate, that yows to wed a gentleman ! — 
Oar chamoermaid ! to seek her fortune, come 
Like him to Romford, and alighted here. 
He takes her for a maid of n9Dle stock ; 
In her own right, a costlv heiress, flying 
Compell'd espousals, ana. in the disuse 
Of lowly chambermaid, close crouching, here 
To shun pursuit. — Ha ! Here she comes I — Good day. 

Enter Kate. 
Sweet Kate. 

Kate. Hold off! I'm Kate too sweet for thee ! 

Ralph. Indeed! When shall we call thee wife, sweet Kate? 

Kate. When thou hold'st stirrup to my husband ! 

Ralph. How! 
WiU nothing less content thee ? Marry, Kate, 
Marry thy match, or count to die a maid ! 

Kate. My match is he that fits my thought, not thine. 

Ralph. Thy match is he that fits thy fortune, Kate. 
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Kate. Not so, when I my fortune am above. 

Ralph. Their fortune, who're above, oft fall below. 

Kate. Leave me to look to that. 

Ralph. Look to it, then, 
Thy new year's gift I'll double for thee, Kate, 
If, ere the year comes round, thou curtsey not 
The wife of honest hind ! 

Kate. The hind Til wed 
Thou'lt touch thy bonnet to ! 

Ra^h. Ay, shall I, Kate, 
When he to me doffs his. 

Kate. Doffs his to thee ? 
He first shall doff his head ! 

Ralph. Nay, Kate, be friends ! 
Not only do 1 wish thee well to wed. 
But, if i could, would help thee, pretty Kate ; 
And I can help thee, if thou'rt in the mood. 

Kate. What ! in tne mood to help thee to a lest ? 

Ralph. Thvself be judge ! The gentleman that came 
On Wednesday, throws soft glances at thee, Kate — 
Is that a jest ? I've heard, tny cousin, Kate, 
Was cousin's cousin to the cousin of 
An earl, sweet Kate — I've told him so ! Is that 
A jest ? Thou know'st how windfalls come — ^How men 
To-day but ragged knaves, next day are seen 
To strut as robed lords — how oft the tree 
Of noble family has wither' d, branch 
By branch, till none to bear its honours left, | 

They're gone to cover some poor distant graft, j 

The parent stock ne'er threw its shadow on ! 

Why may't not hap to thee ? — I think it may — j 

I toish it may — and, as 'tis easy. Kate, 
To fancy what we wish, I've told him, thou 
An heiress art, and hast a title, too ! 
Is that a jest P Let but thy bearing back 
My giving out, I'd marvel not if ere 
A quarter of a year — a month — a week, 

I doff my bonnet to thy spouse, indeed ! j 

Is that a jest ? 

Kate. Ralph, thou'rt an honest lad ! 1 

Ralph. Wnen thou repair'st to church, may I, sweet Kate, i 

Make bold to kiss thee when the knotting 's done ? 

Kate. I shall not mind, for old acquaintance, Ralph. '( 

Ralph. And when thou'rt married, may I sometimes call P 

Kate. Ay, mayst thou, Ralph. 

Ralph. How often P— Once a year ? i 

Kate. I'll not be angry, Ralph, though it be twice. 

Ralph. How kind thou art ! — ^and when I call, sweet Kate, 
Wilt bid the lackey ask me in ? 

Kate. I will. I 

Ralph. And order Master Ralph a cup of sack. 
To drmk thy health, while in the hall he stands F 
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Kate. As sure as I shall be a lady, Ralph. 

Ralph. Thou shalt be married to a gentleman ! 
And here he comes — Observe him, bonny Kate, 
The visage, figure, habit, air, and walk 
Of gentleman ! To note his only ^ait, 
A man would say, or he lack'd brains, there goes 
At least a handsome thousand pounds a year ! 
When thou shalt call him spouse ! Away, my Kate. 
Don thou a whiter 'kerchief — change this cap 
For thy Sunday one, with bows as broad and red 
As full-blown peonies ! and, soon as done, 
Come back again, when thou shalt find him here — 
And troll that pretty song you sang to us 
On Tuesday night— as though you mark'd him not. 
Love in his heart be sure hath taken root — 
See how 'twill ctow apace and come to fruit ! 
Bear thee as loity gentlewoman, Kate ; 
Go proudly, Kate, and not as chambermaid ! 
Of maids thou shalt be mistress ! — ^Well done, Kate ! 

[Kate goes out. 
Here comes, indeed, my gentleman, from top 
To toe new-fumish'd, as on conquest bent. [Retires up stage. 

Enter Young Small. 

Touna S. Debate it thus. What's love ? It is not land 
Or gold. 'Tis not attire or tenement : 
Or meat or drink ! What is the worth on't then ? 
Nothing ! It makes not wise — for these are things 
That wise men covet, and 'twould counsel me 
To part with them. It makes not great — great men 
Hath love undone. 'Tis not content — I ne'er 
Saw lover yet but he was woe-begone ! 
Its signs are willows, darts, and bleeding hearts ! 
I'll none on't, I'm resolved ! Sweet mistress Bess ! 

Ralph. Sweet mistress Kate thou mean'st. 

Young S. Eight, Master Ralph. 
Yet mistress Bess is sweet ! But what of thai 
'lis fit a gentleman a lady wed — 
So Kate 's the maid for me ! I'll conquer love ! 
Love 's no small thing to conquer. Men fall sick 
For love — sro mad for love ! — hang, drown themselves ! — 



But love has met its match when it meets me ! 
You see I'm ready, Ralph. 

Ralph. I see you are. 
Ay, that's the way to go a-wooing ! 

Young S. What, 
It strikes you ? 

Ralph. Yes! 

Young S. The jerkin's a new cut. 
Or else the tailor 's perjured— Oath he took 
It should be made as never jerkin was ! 

2 B 



' 



370 THE BEGGAB 

Ralph. His oath be has kept ! 

Youfig S. You mark my doublet too ? 

Ralph. Else lack*d I eyes. 

Young S. And how the sleeves are slash'd ? 

Ralph. 'Tis slashing work indeed ! She must have heart 
Of stone, gives she not in. 

Young S. A fine effect ! 
And then my hat ! — What think you of the set ? 

Ralph. A gallant set — a very gallant set. 
Most valiantly tum'd up ! 

Young S. Tlie feather red! 
Blood-red ! and nearly of a rapier's length ! 
The loop of warlike steel ! So, what with loop, 
Eeather, and set, methinks it is a hat 
Cries—" Touch me not." 

Ralph. Methinks it is. 

Young S. 'Twasmade 
To special order ! 

Ralph. So 'twould seem. 

Young S. You know 
They like a gallant bearing. I would look 
A very Hector, when I go to woo ! 

Ralph. And thou hast hit it. 

Young S. On your honour, now ? 

Ralph. Else never man hit anything. 

Young S. Indeed! 
I thank you, master Ealph. I'm glad you're pleased. 
You have a taste ! Beshrew me but you have ! 
How would you have me wear my rapier ? So P 
OrsoP 

Ralph. Why, so — ^It better shows the hilt. 

Young S. A pretty hilt ? I bought it for the hilt. 
The cutler would have palm'd upon me one 
Of better blade ! He thought he had a fool 
To deal with ! Buy a rapier for the blade ! 
Who shows the blade ? 

Ralph. Most true. 

Young S. I think I'll do. 

Ralph. No doubt on't — Here she comes, sir. — That's her 
voice. 
Didst ever hear her sing, sir P [Kate sings without 

Young S. Never. 

Ralph. No! 
Then never did you hear a nightingale. 
Apart till awhile, sir, you'll hear her voice. 

Enter Kate, and sings. 

What shall I give to win your heart, 

My pretty chambermaid ? 
What shall I give to win your heart P 
I've land! I've gold! With aught I'll part 

To make you mine, he said. 
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The maid, kind sir, whose heart is sold, 

A well-a-day may sing ! 
The maid, kind sir, whose heart is sold. 
Gives more than worth of land or gold — 

Unless a golden ring ! ■ 

Say aught but that, my bonny queen. 

And thou'rt my own, he said. 
Sav au^ht but that, my bonny queen — 
Who gives not that, she said, is e'en 

Beneath a chambermaid ! 

Take that, take that, and all beside. 

Be mine, be mine, he said ! 
Take that, take that, and aU beside ; 
She's worth me, that must be my bride. 

Though but a chambermaid ! 

Ralph. Upi to her, sir — yet hold ! FU whisper her 
A wordj commending thee. Your gentle blood 
Is skittish, sir, and mettlesome — Behoves 
You tenderly approach, yet watchfully ; 
'Tis quick of instinct too, to know its kind. 
Was ever balance poised by thee or thine, 
Yard flourished, counter brush'd, or ledger scrawl'd, 
'Tis odds she'll apprehend it in a trice. __^^-. 

Thank fate, thou art indeed a gentleman ! 

Young S. [Aside.'] I'd thank it, never had I pass'd for one. 
A score of crowns for my own clothes a^ain ! 
What if she find, despite the tailor's craft. 
The hatter's, jeweller's, and milliner's. 
My suit is not a fit ! — undress me ! — bid me 
Put on the counter clothes again, and wait 
Upon my father's customers ! The thought 
Has set my heart a-thuraping ! Thomas Small ! 
Better thou hadst remain'd thy father's dog. 
Than ta'en a roam to Homford. 

Ralph. Kate, behoves 
Thou Dear thyself as lofty gentlewoman. 
If he looks ten feet high, do thou look twenty ; 
When he accosts thee, eye him up and down. 
And down and up again from head to foot ; 
He verily believes thou art a lady. 
Keen him to that — Thy arms a-lambo put — 
Walk to and fro, and toss thy pretty head ! 
Behoves fine ladies give themselves fine airs. 
Or who would know them fine — 
Up to her now. [To Young Small. 

loung S. Fair Kate, a word I fain would speak to thee. 

Kate. [Following Ralph's direction^ Sir! [Young Small 
starts back. Kate walks about as instructed. 

Ralph. Now, stick up to her, or, as I live. 
You'll lose her, sir. Set thou to work as well. 
Pace to and fro, a yard at every step — 

2 B 2 



1 
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Great men, I have remarked, take mighty strides — 
That's right ! — She stops — Now to the charge again ! 
Tell her thou hast a guess of her estate ; 
'Twill soften her;— but mind thou nothing bate 
The feeling of thine own, as right thou shouldst not ! 
Thou art, from top to toe, a gentleman ! 

Young S. A cunning man who feels himself to be 
The man he knows he is not ! I perceive 
'Tis not the clothes that make the gentleman. 
Odzooks ! she traversed me from top to toe. 
As she would lay me open with her eye. 
I vow I feel as I were like to swoon — 
O Little Cheap ! — Snug Little Cheap ! As much 
As once I wisnd me out of thee, I now 
Wish I were back again ! 

Ralph. Now, pretty Kate, 
Let's calm a little — thou hast quite convinced him. 
Thou art, indeed, a gentlewoman bom ; 
Put off a cloud or two, and now and then. 
When next he speaks, give out a blink of sun, 
But not that he forget 'twas tempest, Kate. 
Take out thy 'kerchief— hast thou one. Now draw it 
From comer unto comer — be it clean. 
Now pass it 'cross thy face, and back again ; 
Now use it so, as ladies do a fan; 
Betray a little agitation, Kate ; 
Swing on one foot thy body to and fro. 
And with thy other beat upon the ground. 
Now, sir, at once propose for her — speak up ! 
Have not a faint heart ! 

Young S. No! 

Ralph. Hemember you're 
A gentleman. 

Young S. I do ! 

Ralph. And so you are 
!From top to toe ! 

Youn^ S. I thank you, Ralph — ^You're good. 

Ralph. And so your father was before you, sir. 
And quite as much his father before him ; 
Was he not, sir ? 

Young S. Ay, quite as much, good Ralph, 
Or, if he was not, I'm no gentleman. 

Ralph. Then, now at once propose for her. Hem ! twice 
Or thrice before you speak, and broadly hint 
At her gentility. 

Young S. Engaging Kate — 
As gentleman should gentlewoman wed, 
So fain would I to wile take thee, sweet Kate ! 

[Turns to Ralth. 
And now I must take breath ! I tell thee, Ralph, 
To woo a lady is no easy thing. [Retires, 

Ralph, Kate, canst thou blush ? If not, why hang thy head. 
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And look as though thou knew'st not where to look, 

And clasp thy hands and twirl thy thumbs about. 

And make a shift to squeeze out naif a sigh, 

But loud enough to hear. Well done ! well done 1 

Bespeaks her every way a gentlewoman — 

Does she not, sir ? \_To Young Small. 

Young S. tJpon ray life it does. 

Balph. Now bring her to the point of yes or no. 

Young S. Of yes or no ? 

Ralph. Yes ! 

Young S. Yes or no ! I vow 
I tremble at the thought on't — Just I feel 
As though I play'd at loggats, and a pound 
Were laid upon the game, and mine tne throw. 

Ralph. WeU, sir? 

Young S. Grood Ralph — I'll take a little time. 

Ralph. So do. He comes to pop the question, Kate. 
When first he speaks, no answer render him : 
Nor yet the second time — ^nor yet the third. 

Kate. No, Ealph? 

Ralph. Be patient, Kate ! It were not meet. 
In such a strait, a lady speak at once ! 
The thought should seem to take away thy breath; 
Thou shouldst appear as thou wast like to faint, 
And do, sweet Kate ! — I'll be beside thee — Fall 
Upon my shoulder — and when I say " now," 
Come to thyself — ^but mind, not aU at once. 
But bit by bit — ^I'U have him at thy feet. 
Look at him once, and turn away again — 
Another time — and try to turn away. 
But, finding that thou canst not do't, cry "yes !'* 
And, quite o'ercome, fall plump into his arms ! 
You'll mind? 

Kate. Be sure of me. 

Ralph. Make sure of him ! 
Up to her now, sir ! — Now or never, sir ! 

Young S. Dear Kate ! wilt be my bride ? 

Ralph. Again, sweet sir ! 

Young S. Dear Kate ! wilt be my bride, a second time ? 
Sweet Kate, the third time. Wilt thou be my bride ? 

[Kjltb falls on Ralph's shoulder. 

Ralph. I do believe she faints. 

Young S. She does indeed ! 
She's a true lady— On my life she is. 

Ralph. Down on your knees, sir — ^both your knees — and chafe 
Her hands with yours — kissing them now and then — 
And 'gainst she comes unto herself, 'twere well 
If you could squeeze a tear into your eye : — 
Fair Kate, awake ! Your lover's at your feet, 
Kneeling as well behoves a gentleman— Now — 

Kate. [Recovers— follows Salph's directions^ Yes ! [Throw^ 
%ng herself into Small's arms, nearly oversetting him. 



^ 
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Ralph. Hold up, sweet sir, and trv to bear 
Tliis overpowering happiness ! — To both 
I wisli a world of joy.— Take her apart [To SifALU 

Into the garden. Never drop thy suit 
Until she name the day, and oe't to-morrow. 
" The cup, sir, and the lip !" But, gentle Kate, [To Kate. 
'Tis not enough the bird is limed, behoves 
You have him in your hand — Good sir !— fair lady ! 
I give you joy, and wish you a good day ! [Goes out. 

Young S. Come, gentle Kate, that is to be my bride. 

Kate. O, la, sir ! 

Young S. Sir ! call me thy Thomas, Kate. 
My name is Thomas — ^master Thomas. 

Kate. La ! 
I ne'er can call thee Thomas. 

Young S. Yes, thou canst. 
And wilt ! — dear Thomas ! — thy own Thomas ! 

Kate. La! 

Young S. As I will call thee my own Kate, be sure. 
As soon as we are man and wife. 

Kate. O, la ! 
Don't talk of it. 

Young S. Of what else should I talk ? 
Come Kate— my wife ! — my lady Kate ! 

Kate. 0, la ! [They go out. 



SCENE 111.— The Bar and Parlour. 

Enter the Hostess, conducting Last, Mortice, and Mallet. 

Hostess. Walk in, good master Mallet. Gentlemen, 
Walk in. you're welcome. TVTiat will't please you have P 
We've cnoice for all, and nought but's of the best. 

Mallet. We'll tastp your ale, good mistress Trusty. Hark ! 
How does your pretty barmaid ? Did you speak. 
As late you promised, a good word for me P 

Hostess. 1 did. 

Mallet. And was she pleased P 

Hostess. 'Tis hard to say 
When maids are pleased. When I myself was one. 
What most I seem'd was, oft, what least I felt. 

Mortice. Your ear, kind hostess. — Gave you mistress Bess 
The message that 1 sent her P 

Hostess. Word for word. 

Mortice. What word did she return me P 

Hostess. Marry, none ! 
Bess is a prudent wench. Maids' thoughts go cheap 
That can be had for asking ! Little worth, 
Yet hoarded charily, great price they bring. 
'I found it so myselt when 1 was young. 

Last. A woro, good mistress Trusty, when you're done. 
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Hostess. Fm at your service, now, sir. 

Last. Handed you 
My gift to Bess ? 

Hostess. I did. 

Last. And took she it ? 

Hostess. She took it not. — 'Tis here for you again. 
Presents to maids are earnest. Take they them. 
They next should take the donors. Had not I 
Thought so in my free days, I should have won 
A dower in gifts ! You shall be served anon. 

Mortice. I guess you've come bad speed. 

Last. Hast thou come better ? 

Mallet. The fault's our own. Love's not a game at law. 
Wherein the player is not he that stakes. 
I'll play my game myself, and ask sweet Bess 
To church to-morrow ! 

Last. So vnll I. 

Mortice, And I. [They go out. 

[Bess crosses the stage after them mm a tankard. 

Enter Hostess conducting Belmont and Wilfobd. 

Hostess. Walk in, walk in — FU show you to a room. 

Wilf. And please you get my chamber ready straight ; 
I will, at once, to bed. 

Hostess. Fll see to't, sir. 
He early goes to rest — He must be ill ? 
Love-sick perhaps ? There's comfort for him then, 
Like all his sex lie'U soon get over that ! 

Bel. Hostess! 

Hostess. Your wUl ? 

Bel. Fd trv your wine — ^Is't good ? 

Hostess. The very best ! Please you sit down, good sirs. 

\Places chairs and goes out. 

Bel. Still rapt as ever ! Ex)use thee, Wilford, rouse thee ! 
Shake off this lethargy, and be a man ! 
Take faster hold of hope ! We'll find her yet. ^ 
3ut should we fail, what then ? Art thou to pine 
To death ? This malady is of the head 
More than the heart. Believe it can be cured, 
Thou'lt find 'twill be so. Be thyself again ! 
Be free ! But once beheld may be forgot. 

Wilf. Yes, if a, thing that any fellow hath ! 
I may forget a diamond, can I find 
Another one as rich ; but show me one 
That is the paragon of all the mine. 
And try if that's forgot, though seen but once ! 
Say that but 9nce I see a beauteous star, 
I may forget it for another star ; 
But say but once I gaze upon the san. 
And name the orb will blot its image out ! ^ 

Bel. But of a single draught of love to die ! 

Wilf Why not ? There is your poison, strong and weak ; 
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One kind admits of antidote— one not. 

One by the drachm, one by the scruple, kills : 

Another by the grain — for not in bulk, 

But subtleness, the lethal virtue Hes. 

So are there kinds in love ! A dozen shafts 

May gall him, and the bounding deer run on, — 

But one shot home, behold he's down at once ! 

Bess enters with unney which she places on a table, at some 
distance from Belmont and Wilfokd ; the former sees her 
at once, and regards her with an expression of fixed admira- 
tion — the latter remaining in a state qf perfect abstraction. 

BeL E'er saw'st thou thing so fair ? 

Wilf. What sneak'st thou of? 

Bel. Yon maid that waits on us. 

Wiy'. Fve seen ! I've seen ! 

Be{. This is to dream ! 
He sleeps — ^I'll wake him then. My pretty maid. 
Hand thou the cup to yonder gentleman. 

[Bess, whose eyes have just fallen on Wilford, stands 
gazing upon him, apparently insensible to everything 
else. 
What ails the girl ? Does she not hear ? She's fix'd 
As statue to the pedestal — ^what is't 
She gazes at ? As I'm alive, 'tis he ! 
Commend me to a sallow cheek 1 She's smit. 
If Cupid is a marksman ! Maids, I've heard. 
Like books they weep over, the which, the more 
They're made to melt, the greedier they devoui- ! 
See how she reads him ! Marry, she will get 
The book by heart ! 

Bess. 'Tis he ! 'tis he ! How's this ? 
I feel at home the while I look on him ! 
Seem near me hearts 1 know ! I could believe 
The roof our own ! I scarce would start, were now 
The door to ope, to see my father's face ! 
Yet what is he to me ? Acquaintance of 
My eyes, whom ne'er they met but once before ! 

Bel. A shot ! a shot ! Cupid is in the vein ! 

Bess. [Drawina her father* s picture from her bosom^ 
How like ! how like ! how very — very like ! 
There only wants a smile upon the lip — 
I think the lip more sweet the smile away — 
Fie ! 'tis my father's lip 1 My father, then, 
As often I have heard my motner say. 
Had newly won my mother's love — 1 ween 
My mother then smiled too ! Who ought to smile> 
If not the maid that's woo'd by him she'd wed ? 
Her Bess will never wed ! 

Bel. A sigh ! Be sure 
The arrow 's home ! 

Bess. Just now I felt at home. 
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And now I feel a thousand miles from home ! 

ITiini^s, strange before, are now stiU stranger grown. 

And he most strange of all — the farthest off. 

The least expected ever to be near — 

The sight of whom brought home so near to Bess ! 

Wliat's Bess's home to him ? He'd pass the door. 

And would not know she dwelt there ! If he did. 

Would never thank the latch to let him in ! 

He has a home, and friends that love him there — 

Friends that he loves. Poor Bess is far from home. 

Was never farther — never half so far ! 

Hostess [without]. Why, Bess ! what, Bess I 

Bel. How deep the maiden's trance. 

Hostess enters, and goes to her. 

Hostess. Why Bess, what ails thee, child ? 

Bess. [Abstractedly. ] Anon ! anon ! 
I'll do it this moment. 

Hostess. Do it ! what wilt do ? 

Bess. [Confused and hurriedly^ Whate'er you bid. 

Hostess. Why, what has happen'd to her ! 
Look to the bar till I come back again. 
Why Bess, dost hear me, that thou dost not move ? 

Bess. [Confused.~\ I'll go this moment — Where am I to go ? 

Hostess. The girl 's bewildered ! " Where am I to go ! " 
Canst tell me what I said to thee just now ? 

Bess. Thou saidst, I think — or I mistake — ^thou saidst — 
Thou saidst — perhaps I did not rightly hear ; 
Thinking of one thing, one forgets at times 
Anotlier thing — Thou saidst — It was not that— 
Nor that — In sooth, I know not what thou saidst — 

Hostess. I knew't. I bade thee go and mind the bar. 

Bess. I'll do't. [Still looking in the direction of VfiLYOV<D. 

Hostess. Thou'lt do't ! and go'st thou not to do it ? 
Yonder 's the bar — ^Why, Bess, thou art asleep ! 
Thou dreamest ! Bouse thee, Bess. Go, mind the bar. 
The girl's not like herself! 

[Bess and Hostess go out severally. 

Bel. A point-blank shot ! 
An entry tliis in Cupid's register ! 
Lord Wuford, was't not noon with you just now ? 

Wilf. Noon! 

Bet. Eelt you not the sun ? 

Wilf. The sun ! what sun ? 

Bet. r faith a ^florious one, but not so kind 
As that which shines by day : for not a beam 
It threw on aught beside, lou were its earth — 
The grateful earth unlike — the orb alone 
Tor which its light seem'd made ; absorbing it. 
Without so much as e'en a smile, to show 
You knew't from very darkness ! 
WHf. You are merry ; 
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And I can only wonder that you are, — 

As sickness doth, that health can feed, while she 

Herself from rarest viands loathing turns ! 

It is not fancy ; or, if fancy 'tis, 

*Tis such as breeds reality — as, from 

Imagination onl;ir of disease 

Disease itself will grow. Do I but dream? 

Say that the anguish of a probed wound 

Is but a dream ! — Say he that writhes in fire 

Is fancy-haunted— just as much am I ! 

See'st not my fever ? Is't not in mine eye ? 

My cheek ? if not, my pulse will show it thee ! 

For if its throb be not the counter one 

To that which haleness knows, 'tis anything 

But index of my heart ! 

Hostess enters. 
Hostess. Ho ! Bess, I say ! 

Enter Bess, who is immediately perceived by Wilford, and 
meeting his eye, stands as transfixed. 

Why, Bess, how's this ? Is't true thou wast o'erheard 
To one, to two, and three, to give consent, 
When ask'd to be a wife ? Art thou not pledged 
To marry Ralph ? 

Wilf. Is she to be a bride P 

Bel. Are you awake ? 

Wilf. I am ! I am ! — as one, 
That long at sea jpines till he's sick, for land. 
And, ever dreammg on't, starts up at last. 
With the rebound which says his Dark lias struck. 
And drowns in sight and very reach of it ! 

Bel. Is that the maid ? 

Wilf. It is. Now wonder at me ! 
Wouldst thou not ask, sprang ever that from earth P 
Look there, and think or an anatomy ! 
Can lurk the canker death in such a cheek P 
Is not that flower imperishable, as 
It lodged the virtue of the feigned one. 
Which never dies — ^in poet's song yclept 
The immortal amaranth ! Is she to be 
A bride ? I'll speak to her ! 

Bel. Thou'rt mad ! 

Wilf. And if I am, 
Then once at least is madness rational. 
Being what I am, not to be mad as I, 
Were to be kindred to the cloddish brute, 
That looks at her and knows not what it sees ! — 
Prevent me not ! Art pledged to any one ? 
Art thou to be a bride ? Say yes or no. 

Hostess. Speak, Bess! Say yes! Thou know*st thou'rt 
pledged to Kalph I 
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Bnter Ralph. 

Maids, sir, you know, are coy — give me thy hand. 
There — art thou now content ? 

[Places her hand in Ralph's without her leiug con- 
scious of it. 
mif. Content '.—Enough ! 
O'ermeasure on't ! Tve done, — ^Yet would I touch 
The precious thing, so much Tve coveted. 
Was ne'er till now in reach of — ^now, so near — 
Eiod can ne'er be mine ! — Whoe'er thou art. 
Thou art acquaintance of my heart — as soou 
As seen, beloved ! I saw thee only once. 
That once too oft ! — For then I thought upon 
My marriage-bell, and wish'd it might be thine, 
But now, when thine thev ring, they ring my kneU ! 
'Tis not a crime to kiss thy hand, while yet 
The banning of the priest forbids me not. 
There ! . Let thy bndegroom at the altar set. 
In presence of the watching cherubim, 
A truer seal upon thy lip than that 
I've fixed upon thy hand — though his shall last 
Till doomsday ! Take me hence 1 'Tis hard to look 
At what we wish were ours, and while we do't. 
Persuade ourselves it cannot be. — Take me hence ! 
The only sight of her is hold too strong 
For me to struggle 'gainst ! It pulls me towards her ! 
I feel as though she'd suck my vision in ! 
My breath ! my life !— I cannot quit her ! 

[Breaks from Belmont and rushes towards her. 
Ralph interposes. Wilford seems to have lost all 
power over himself. Belmont approaches him to 
lead him out; but, when at the wing, he turns — 
gazes distractedly upon Bess. 



Lost! 



[Rushes out, followed by Belmont, and at the same 
moment Bess sinks senseless on t/ie shoulder of 
Ralph. 



END OF ACT H. 



ACT III. 

SCENE l.—The Front of the Queen's Arms, 
Enter Veter from the Inn, singing, 

A white gown and girdle, 

A knot of the same ; 
And come to our wedding. 

Both damsel and dame ! 
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Peter. A cliannmg day ! A most pleasant day ! and pleasant 
and channing work too — ^work fit for such a day ! Right ex- 
cellent work ! Wedding and feasting 1 The feasting for nie ; 
the wedding for them tliat like it. !For mine own part, holding 
the sex to be a provocative to wrath, which is sin, I'd sooner 
hang than wed f But for the feasting — there Fm your man ! 
Roast, boiled, or fried, was never the dish that couldn't war- 
rant me the smoothest-temper'd fellow in Christendom — viiXh. 
the special provision that there was enough on't. I wouldn't 
say as much of a cup, for a cup is a thing that a man of very 
oil and sugar will sometimes quarrel over ; but, from ale to 
sack, I defy any man living to say he ever saw me quarrel with 
my cup — barring the liquor was bad, or the cup empty. If 
I'm not the man for a feast, then never man sat down to one. 
I could feast it you seven days out of the week, and let him 
that can, do more. Nay, were there eight days in the week, 
and the week nothing the longer, I could feast it to the eighth 
day too. So the good cheer sna'n't lag for me. [Sings. 

Your bran new jerkins, gallants don, 

Or ierkins new, as you may ; 
But the gallant whose mood is not o' the best. 

Were best to stay away. 

I'll give them a song. Marry, that can I, when I am tuned 
to the pitch. I'm none of your sober singers — your troUers 
of long-winded ballads with a burden to them. I hate your 
burdens ! To be outsung by every knave that has three notes 
upon his voice. I like to sing alone ; but then it must be 
wnen the liquor has tuned me to the pitch. Your liquor 's a 
marvellous nne master of singing. When I'm tuned to the 
pitch, I'd like you to show me the man that can sing better, or 
the song that's too many for me. Nay, though I know not the 
air, I'U put one to it. I'll sing them a song — ^none of your 
ditties, such as my old master used to grumble. 

In love fair Celia fell, 0, 
With alas ! and O ! and a well-a-day ! 

And her love the maid would tell^ 0, — 
Love comes and goes like sun m May ! 

Above your reach ten feet, O, 
With alas ! and O ! and a well-a-day ! 

A pear 's ten times as sweet, 0,— 
Love comes and goes like sun in May ! 

The youth he loved the maid, 0, 
With alas ! and O I and a well-a-day ! 

But to woo her was afraid, 0, — 
Love comes and goes like sun in May ! 

But when her love she told, O, 
With alas ! and ! and a well-a-day ! 

His love grew wondrous cold, 0,~ 
Love comes and goes like sun in May ! 



OF BETHNAL GREEN. 381 

My moral would you find, 0, 
With alas ! and ! and a well-a-day ! 

No maid should tell her mind, O, — 
Love comes and goes like sun in May ! 

Enter Old Small as off a Journey. 

Old S. I thank thee, fortune ! Kind art thou to me ! 
He's here ! He's here ! Why, who should sing that strain 
If not the varlet knave he took with him ? 
That can't be he ! 

Teter. [Aside.'] My master's father here ! 

Old S. Good sir,— 

Peter. [Aside.'] All's right. He knows me not. 

Old S. I pray. 
Heard you a strain just now ? 

Peter. I know not what you call a strain. I heard a varlet 
trying to play a tune upon his nose, which I could have pulled 
for him, 'twas so villanously ill done. If you call that a strain, 
let never man sing a stram to me! I know when I hear a 
strain. In a strain there is measure of time, which is the main 
part of it ; measure of tune, which is no indifferent part of it ; 
and measure of voice, which, though it rank not with either oi 
the former, is yet allowed to be a part: but here was neither 
measure of time, tune, nor voice, but measure enough of the 
lack of them. If playing a tune upon the nose be a strain, 
why then I heard a strain just now; but whip me if I'd stand 
to hear such strain again. 

Old S. This could never be he. 

Peter. [Aside.] He eyes me hard. 

OldS. l)ne question more, good sir. What kind of man 
was he you heard sing ? 

Peter. What! your nose-tuner ? Why, a tolerable sufficient 
man — ^nay, a very sufficient man j say he nad the dress of one. 

Old S. How was he dressed, 1 pray you ? 

Peter. Marry, with cap. jerkin, nose, and shoes ; but the cap 
was out at the crown, tne lerlan was out at the elbows, the 
hose were out all over ; ana as for the shoes, it would tax a 
conjurer to find out why he wore them, for the uppers were 
the most that remained of them, and they were out at the toes. 
Shirt had he none, or he showed it not ; doublet had he ever, 
his jerkin must have eaten it up • for it was a most incontinent 
one — a devourer of all kinds of cloth — coarse, middle, fine, and 
superfine ! and of all colours, a superlative sample of patch- 
work, a very nosegay of a jerkin, saving the odour on't. If he 
was a gentleman, he was a gentleman m jest ; if he was a beg- 

far, he was a beggar in earnest. Service he could never have 
ad.; for bowels of flesh and blood could not have committed 
it, to put a human body into such rat's livery. 
OldS. My scarecrow Peter, to a certainty. 

Enter Young SuAi^Lfrom the Inn. 
Peter. My master 1 In, sir 1 in I 
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Toung 8. Why, wliat's the matter ? 

Old S, [To Peter. J Worthy sir,— 

Peter, Anon — 

Toung S. My father! 

Feter. Fear not, — Knows he not 'tis I. 

Young S. Nay, if he finds us out, my fortune 's ruined ! 

Peter. Stay ! and I'll rid you of nim in a trice. 

Old S. Pray you, what gentleman is that ? 

Peter. Gentleman ! Ne'er saw you a lord before ? 

Old S. Is he a lord ? 

Peter. Is he a lord ! — ^Look at him ! Is he not a lord ? Not 
your lord mayor, forsooth — a lord to-day, a master to-morrow ; 
out an every-day lord — a lord, and no thanks to you • nay, an' 
he halt at tne third hob-nail, yet shall he be a lord. Avoid 
him, or carry your cap in your hand. He takes measure of 
state upon him. If you take the wall of him, you may chance 
to take from the wall to the stocks. It happened no later than 
yesterday; though, truth to say, the youth was a forward one — 
one of your care-for-noughts from the city — a fellow that would 
hector it like a prince, though, six days out of the seven, I 
warrant you, his father wipes nis beard with an apron. 

Old S. What ! put he him in the stocks ? 

Peter. Ay did he ; and from the stocks into prison, whence 
if he be not transferred to the gallows, he has more luck than 
grace. 

Old S, How angered he the lord, I pray you ? 

Peter. Marry, as I said, he took the wall of him ; whereat 
the lord commended the wall to his head ; which he not relish- 
ing, commended his hand to the lord's cheek ; who thereupon 
commended his body to the stocks, and thence to the prison ; 
whence, when he is delivered, 'twill be upon a release in full, 
signed by the sheriff, and executed by the hangman — for he is 
a great lord. 

Old S. Alack ! so it should seem, sir ! — Know you, sir, the 
name of the youth ? 

Peter. I heard it, but have forgotten it, and yet have I 
a memory; but 'twas a very patch of a name. One good 
substantial name would make three such. 'Twas sometliing 
like Sprat — or — 

Old JS. 'Twasn't Small ? 

Peter. SmaU was the name ! 

Old S. Alack, sir, 'tis my son ! 

Peter. Thy son ! — ^Avoid ! — Avoid ! Safety for thee lies 
hence — ^here, dans^er ! Shai'es he thy blood, and shalt thou 
not share his punishment ? Would he have transgressed but 
for thee, who but for thee had never lived to transgress P 
Shall he on whom treason is fathered hang, and the father 
of the traitor go free ? Avoid, I say ! Begone ! Fine 
awaits thee ! Imprisonment awaits thee ! A halter awaits 
thee ! 

Old S. Might I but have speech 
Of that fair lord ? Good sir, hast thou his ear ? 
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Look, here are twenty pieces, — speak for me, 
And call them thine ! 

Feter. 'Twould nought avail ! 

OldS. Good sir, 
I'll make the twenty thirty ! Take them, sir ! 
Good thirty pieces only for a word ! 
Come, then, I'U make the thirty forty ! What ! 
Won't that suffice ? What wiU, then ? Sir, you see 
Apoor old man that has an only son. 
Whom he, in evil hour, let go from him. 
Thinking that he could live without him, till 
The task he tried, but found too hard a one ! 
Then choice had none except to follow him. 
Or stay at home and die ! and here is come 
To Romford all the way from London, sir, — 
On foot, sir ! — Take the forty pieces, sir ! — 
Nay, then, take fifty ! — sixty ! — all I have ! 
And only speak a good word for my son. 

Young S. Peter, thou'st spoil'd it all! Ne'er heed! ne'er 
heed ! 
Thy son is not to hang. [Speaking with his back towards Old S. 

Old S. thanks for that ! 
But he's in prison. Ope the door for him. 
Although to close't on me ! I'U take his place : 
Perhaps, of right, I should. I held the lash 
And rein — If he's refractory or rash, 
Whv is he so, but that I used them not ? 
He better were, had he been better train'd — 
That he's not so, his training bear the blame. 
That lies with me. Yet was my fault my love — 
My too fond love ! — so fond, it could not see 
How duty could be harsh and yet be kind. 

Young S. Father! 

Old S. How !— What !— My son ! Ah, Thomas, Thomas, 
To pass thee on thy father for a lord ! 
Ana who is this P Thou varlet — ^knave — rank knave ! 

[To Peter. 

Young S. Nay, father, well 'twas meant! Thou comest 
here 
To see great things. 

Old S. Is this a sample of them ? 
What kind of jerkin 's that for thee to wear P 
'Twould suit a lord ! And trunks to match withal. 
And doublet ! Board and lodging for a life 
Thou carri'st on thy back ! A cap and plume ! 
Why, for what cobwebs, Thomas, nast thou changed 
Thy lather's heavy crowns ! What's that I see P 
Wear'st thou a rapier too ! The end of time 
Is come ! And thou, thou ape — for nothing good 
But tricks ! Thou mischief ! Evil ne'er at rest ! 
For whom the hide were clothing good enough ! 
Are these my savings that so shme on thee P 
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The which to keep, thy master's back more oft 

Went lacking, than provided ! Cap and plume 

For thee !— A halter for thee ! — Sirrah ! rll to town 

Again. No hope ! No help ! Discomfort aU ! 

Care lost ! Love wasted ! Thomas, fare thee well ! 

I shake thy hand, in bitterness. I do ! 

I'll strive to live without thee f— To what nse ? 

I tried, and couldn't do't. [Falls on his neck. 

Young S. Take not on so ! 
Or I'll take on. In sooth I will ! I'm not 
A stone— a lump of flint — a piece of steel. 
Let our apparel pass — or note it but 
For joy ! — ^for very joy ! Thou hast a son 
That's bom to fortune ! — to high fortune ! Know, 
To-day s my wedding day ! 

OldS. Thj wedding day ! 

Young S. My weddmg Jay. 

Old S. And who's to be tny bride P 

Youna S. A lady. 

OldS. How! Why, wherewithal hast thou 
To keep a lady P 

Youtfg S. Keep a lady ! No ; 
Sufficient 'tis, methinks, I marry her. 
My lady shall keep me. How say you now ! 
My lady's blood ! She's one that comes of kin — 
That looks for lands and coffers — that is heir 
To titles I Wonder not though thou shouldst have 
A baron to thy grandson ! Close accounts. 
And shut up shop ! 

Old S. I'm aU amaze ! I'd like 
To see thy bride. 

Young S. Thou shalt, but not to speak — 
For, though thy son for gentle state was bom. 
Who looks on thee, saw he a counter e'er. 
Bethinks him of a shop ; so mightst thou mar 
My fortune. 

Old S. Knows she not thy father's calling P 
Thomas ! nought prospers like plain-dealing, son ! 
But make thy fortiine thy own way — ^thou ne'er 
Wouldst follow mine ! 

Young S. Content thee, father, that 
My fortune 's made ! E'en follow us to church ; 
But not a word until the knot be tied, 
And I be fast and sure a gentleman ! 
Hoa, Kate ! Sweet Kate ! E'er saw you lady, father ? 
You now shaU look on one ! The form of lady. 
The air of lady — face of lady— yea 
The eyes, nose, mouth, and cheeks of lady. Kate ! 
Come forth, my bride ! 

Kate. [Coming to the door!] Who calls ? 

Young S. Your bridegroom, Kate. 
To church ! to church ! 



OF BETHNAL GKEEN. 385 

Kate. Before my bridemaid comes ! 

Young S. Thy bridemaid. Kate, is not to marry thee, 
But I, and I am here ! so loiter not. 
The sexton's part is done— the doors are oped ! 
The clerk is ready with his horn and pen ; 
The parson 's gown'd, and standing by the book ; 
The merry bells are on the watch to ring — 
There want but thee and me ; so come to church ! 

Kate. Without a bridemaid, I should be ashamed ! 

Young S. How delicate ! Your bridemaid yonder comes ; 
So come, my lady Kate ! 
. Kate. Heigho ! 

Young S. How sweet ! 
Lean on me, K9,te. 

Kate. I fear to take thy arm. 

Young S. How elegant ! Nay, Kate 

Kate. But if I must 

Young S. How like a lady doth she carry her 
In all things ! Bear up, Kate ; Take courage, Kate ! 
Come on ! Now warrant me a gentleman ! [They go out. 

Music mthout. — Enter Wilfokd and Belmont. 

Wilf. Love plies the rack on which itself is stretch' d ! 
Tell it of solace, and 'twill talk of pain. 
Which 'tis its piteous profit to augment ! 
So far unlike, love's merchant is to him 
That trades for pelf. He hears his venture's sunk. 
And cries, " 'Tis gone ! " — tries to forget his loss— 
Hoists up fresh hope, and launches other freight. 
No other freight for him that trades in love ! 
His venture haply founder'd — no new hope ; — 
His dreamy day of speculation 's done ! 
His breast hath room for notliing, but the thought 
How many fathom deep his treasure lies ! 
He has no use for life, except to make 
Its cheek a feast for comfortless despair ; 
Nor ever smiles again, except to see 
How fast it wastes away ! 

Bel. The lover's tune ! 

Wilf. They come to carry her to church! To own 
The happy hand she'll take to lead her there. 
Would I forego the clasp of Fortune's own. 
And all her gifts of rank and wealth refund ! 

Bel. Yet gave she these in kindness. By their means 
Your love might prosper yet. What need you do. 
But doff this sor^d 'guise, appear yourself. 
And ask and have her ? 

Wilf. No I not even her 
Eor their deserts ! — Mvself I What's of myself 
That is not here ? Call I the prouder suit 
I should put on — myself ? Call I my title. 
No merit of mine own achieved— myself ? 

2c 
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They're nought of me but what a kuaye might wear 
As wdl as I ! My ardent soul 's myself ! — 
My heart, too proud to be in fortune's debt, 
"Wnere worth, alone, should win—myself! My mind 
That its chief store by nature's riches sets 
With this its yassal case, such as it is — 
Myself 1— The only self I'd use or thank 
To win me loye or friend ! So end my part 
What it began ! I'll look once more upon her ! 

[Retires itfith Belmont. 

Enter Ralph and Hostess, meeting. 

Hostess. Balph, where's thy bride ? 

JRalph. She's in her chamber stiU. 

Hostess. Then bring her forth. 

Balph. She will not come for me. 

Hostess. For what 
Delays she thus P Her bonnet 's trimm'd — Her coif 
She has — ^I sent her in her wedding-gown 
An hour ago, I'm certain 'twas a fit ! 
I'U fetch her forth myself. [Enters the house. 

Enter Young Small and Kate, followed by Old Small and 

Peter. 

Young S. Joy ! Giye me joy ! 

Ralph. How, sir ; — so soon at church ! The knotting done ! 

Young S. E'en so, good master Ralph ! — Father, my bride — 

Kate. Thy father! 

Youna S. Eyen so, my pretty Kate ! 
The father of thy Thomas ! Let him know 
From thy own ton^e — nor him, alone, but all men. 
The kind of wife ms Thomas, whom he thought 
A fool — an ass — a ne'er-do-well — hath won. 

Kate. And thought thy father ever thus of thee P 

Young S. No matter what he thought 1 Convince him, Kate, 
What now, and ever hence, behoves him think. 
Father and friends, my wife. Now, Kate, ^dose 
Thy kin, my Kate— thy kin, my lady Kate ? 

Kate. Anan? 

Young S. Anan! ThykiaP 

Kate. AnanP 

Young S. Thy kin? 
Thy house P thv family P thy pedigree P 

Kate. Anan!* 

Young S. Anan again ! 
Whence drawest thou thy noble blood, mv Kate ? 
How comest it to thee ? Is it by the mafe 
Or female side P The lands thou'rt heiress to — 
The titles that shall fall to thee ?— In right 
01 whom expectest them P 

Enter Strap, half tipsy. 
Strap, Fine doings here ! 



OF BETHNAIi GREEN. 387 

A wedding ! So ! — ^I'll thank you for a knot 
"For honest master Strap. 

Young S. Peace, fellow !— Peace ! 
The knotting 's done. 

Strap. then the bride *s a wife. 
"No doubt, good sirs, you've all had kisses round ; 
So now my turn is come. Sir, by your leave ! 

FouTig S. Out, knave ! Thou art full of ale. 

Strap. A lucky day 
7or thee, when thou art full of aught so good ! 
I say I'll have a kiss. 

lounff S. What art thou P 

Strap. WhatP 
A cobbler. 

Foung S. What !--A fellow kiss my wife, 
That is not master even of a craft I 

Str(w. That shows thy wisdom ! Cobbling is the chief 
Of crafts. 

Foujig S. The chief ! — ^You hear him, masters ! Chief 
Of crafts — ^I question if the half of one ! — 
Yea, third of one ! A cordiner 's a craft ; 
He msd^es the shoe, the cobbler only mends, 
And so's no better than a patch, a botch. 
A nail, a tack, a stitch — A cobbler ! — Wnat ! 
A coboler kiss my wife ! — an awl — a piece 
Of wax and packthread — and the bristle of 
A ho^— and there's a cobbler ! Hark thee, Kate ? 
Couldst bear of such a lout to take a kiss ? 
No ! never common gentlewoman could ! 
Earless, a dame of title, and by birth. 

Strap. Young man, a sober word or two with thee : 
Thou'rt drunk, or mad^r both — Thou knowest not 
What cobbling is ! *Tis part of every trade. 
And the chief part.— No trade but hath its cobbler. 
Your law hath cobolers, your divinity. 
Your surgery, your physic. There are cobblers 
In merchanaise and war. Who does not know 
What cobblers are there 'mongst your politicians ? 
If that should be a craft which is most follow'd, 
Then cobbling is a craft— Ay, chief of crafts. 

Foung S, Well hast thou argued it ! yet provcst thou not 
Thy right to kiss my bride ! 

Strap. Of new-made bride 
'Tis right of any one to take a kiss ; 
So prithee stand aside. — Nay, wilt thou not, 
Thou'lt learn, belongs he to a trade or not, 
A cobbler is a man ! But no— no broil 
Upon a wedding-day. That were not like 
A cobbler ! Come— a bargain, sir— I'll leave it 
To your lady. ^ 

Founf S. Gives she leave, you're welcome, sir — 
Small likelihood of that ! 

2 c 2 
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Strap. Fair lady I^what ! 
Slut I liussy ! vixen ! wanton ! cockatrice ! 

Young S. How, knave? 

Strap. Knave !— She's the knave ! Prevent me not. 
ril call her what 1 list, sir — ^What I list 
ril do to her. [Embraces her^ Make rosin of her ! — pack- 
thread ! 
Nail her nnto a last, for bridegroom ! — Take 
Strap, hammer, pincers to her ! — ^tum her 
Into thongs and shoe-strings ! — ^Wherefore should I not. 
That am her father ! 

Y(mn{i S. What ? 

Strap, run-away ! 
Oh, vixen ! mad-cap ! Oh, my daughter, Kate, 
And have T found tnee ? 

Kate. Father, I'm married — 
And married unto a gentleman ! 

Strap. [Seeing Old Small.J Odzooks ! 
Good master Small !— Factor of minikins 
And corking-pins — of pins of all degrees ! — 
Hearing that thou hadst traced thy thriftless child 
To Romford here, and having lost my own, 
Grood fortune put it in my crazy pate 
To foUow thee, — and lo ! what speed I've come ! 
My daughter's found — and doubly found ! — She says 
She's married to a gentleman I — Hast found 
Thv son ? 

Old S. Yes, master Strap, he's there. 

Strap. This he I 
So, sirrah ! jackanapes ! And have I craved 
Thy leave to kiss thy bride ? Scorn' st thou me now ? 
And if thou dost, thou art my son-in-law — 
Yea, thou art married to a cobbler's daughter. 
But what of that ? If not a gentleman, 
A cobbler is the king of jolly fellows ! 

Ralph. Kate ! shall I now doff cap unto thy spouse ? 

Kate. Yes ; if thou dost what fits thee, best, to do. 

Ralph. Thy gentleman hath dwindled to a pin ! 

Kate. A pm that's worth a bush of thorns, like thee ! 

Ralph. Give you much joy, good sir ! You've wed your match ; 
Who doubts it, let him ! — I will swear thy bride 
A lady — much as thou'rt a gentleman I 
Nay, frown not [Good-humouredly. 

Youna S. Frown ! who ever saw me frown ? 
I have lost all day at loggats, and I'd thank 
The man, could say, he ever saw me frown I 
CJome, Kate ! — Gome, fathers both. 

Kate. Wilt take me, sir ? 

Young S. Take thee ! Have I not taken thee ? I will — 
And keep thee too, so thou wilt let me, Kate. 

[Young Small, Kate, Old Sma.ll, Steap, and 
Peter retire. 
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Enter Hostess /rowi house. 

Hostess. I vow the girl 's bewildered ! " Yes " and " no," 
And "no " and "yes," are all yon get from her ! 
Nor, yet, will she come forth. — Is that her step ? 
It is. She comes. 

Enter Bess, dressed as the Beggar's Daughter. 

Why, Bess, are yon not dress'd ? 

In tnm like that went ever bride to' eh arch ? 

Ralph. Trim good enough for me. Come then, my bride ; 
Come, pretty Bess ! Your hand to go to church ! 

Bess. I go not, sir, a bride, to church with you. 

Wilf. [Aside.'] Hope, hearty friend ! art thou come back 
to me r 
I see thee, yet can scarce believe I do. 
So sure I thought we had for ever parted ! 
Welcome, welcome ! 

Hostess. Gavest thou not consent 
To marry Ralph ? 

Bess. Consent I could not give ! 
Your heart imagined, only;, what it wish'd. 
In single, earnest generosity ! 
The hana he covets, others' rights demand 
Disposal of— I have parents. 

Balph. Where are they ? 

Bess. Alas ! I know not ; but I go to seek them ! 

Balph. Who are thy parents then, my pretty Bess ? 
Tell me, sweet Bess ? 

Hostess. Sweet Bess, thy father's name ? 

Ralph. What is thy father ? 

Bess. The Blind Beggar, sir. 
Of Bethnal Green. 

Young S. You see I might have wed 
A beggar, father. Give me praise for that. 
My Kate, a kiss ! Come to our wedding cheer ! 

[Young Small, Kate, Old Small, Stbap, and 
Peter go out. 

Ralph. Sweet Bess, hadst thou for father, craftsman low 
As low can be, I should be well content 
To call him father, too ; a beggar, though, 
Is father none for me. [Ralph goes out. 

Hostess. Hold up thy head, 
My pretty Bess ! Thou'rt bride too good for him ! 
Above his mark I Shame on them ! shame ! I would 
I knew the man were worth thee, Bess. 

Wilf. What kind 
Of man were he ? 

Hostess. Why, likely, such as thou, 
Por looks ! — Though I've seen better— Met we not 
Before ? — 'Amercy !— Yesternight we did, 
When thou wast raving of knells, and wedding-beUs ! 



390 THE BE6GAB 

For love of Bess ! Art now in raving mood ? 
Or have th^ wits, last night, a roaming gone, 
Retum'd with this fair morning ? (Dome, confess, 
Thou'rt brother to my son ! 

Wilf. Of none, good dame. 
Who slight that maid ! 

Hostess. What ! wouldst thou take her, then P 

Wilf. Not take her, dame ! 

Hostess. Iknew't. 

Wilf. You're over quick ! 
You stop my speech, nor know the way 'twould run ! 

Hostess. 'Twould run ? It runs, I wot, no other way 
Than that of hsJf thy sex, when they find out 
A woman's dower 's herself ! 

Wilf. You wrong me, dame ! 

Hostess. Why, said you not you would not take the maid ? 

WiJf 1 grant I did ; but 

Hostess. But ! Give me no buts ! 
Say downright no at once ! — " but this — hut that ; 
You love us — ^but ! You'd wed us— but ! " As much 
You'd love as you would wed ! You'd wed, be sure. 
If sure you loved ! Yet you do love, you say. 
But cannot wed, — and love, indeed you do ; 
But — in your own coin, to oe quits with you. 
You love her not for herself ! 

Wilf V faith, not so ! 
And to convince you that your thought doth hold 
The counter-course to that my wishes steer, 
I'll say I'd take the maid; but 

Hostess. There! 

Wilf Nay, peace ! 
Thwart not my soul, of which to judge the love, 
Thou must pcurtaker of its essence be. 
Take her ! — Take fortune, honours, fame ! — They're things 
We hunt for ! — They're tne eager chase that so 
Inspirits us, — despite its length, its stops. 
Its perils, its escapes, and accidents, — 
We keep it up with cheer ! — and what are these 
To this excelling maid? — I would not ^^^^ — 
For that were to suppose a thing obtain'd, 
Untoil'd, and unadventured for — I'd win her ! 

Hostess. And worthy were to win ! How say you, Bess ? 
Wilt thou to church be led by him ? Nor "no," 
Nor " yes ? " I marvel what a maid would say, 
Who, when she's ask'd to church, but hangs her head ! 
Is't " no ? " — " No," Bess ? — ^An angel to a crown 
'Tis "no!" but "no" to " no," that answers "no." 
Sweet Bess, hadst e'er thy fortune read to thee ? 
Show me thy hand. How white a thing it is ! 
What's here ? Here's line, and line, and ne'er a cross — 
A lucky hand ! Look ! Saw you e'er the like ? 
Methinks this hand betokeneth a maid 
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Not like to wed — ^for wedlock 's stiU, you know. 
The cross of womankind ! She'U never wed ! 
You think she will, I see, and doubt my skill ? 
Then try your own, and read the hand yourself. 

[Futs Bess's hand into Wilfoed's. 
JFilf, This precious hand] had I the skill to read, 
Great as the will, and nuptials it foretold. 
Ne'er destined e'er be mine, I'd wish it well ! 
Though what built up its hope, made wreck of mine ! 
If adverse was its promise ! — ^lucklefesness 
Through life,— unpurchased foes, — unstable friends, — 
Afflictions, — beggarj-^, in all — but love — 
And I the one to keep thee rich in that ! — 
'Fore hands, with fortune's fairest pledges writ, 
I'd covet thine, and for that only gift. 
Compound for all beside ! Didst press my hand ? 
Thou didst !— Thou didst !— Deny it not, while stands 
That glowing witness on thy modest cheek. 
To back my tongue ! Love's joyous day is come ! 
And that's the dawn, or never vet did beam 
His golden sun on earth ! And I to be 
Its harbinger to her ! Come, let us seek 
Thv parents ! Rich enough are thev for me, 
Wnose blessing leaves me not a wisn to bless ! 

LoED Thomas Willotjghbt enters with Attendants, 

Will. 'Tis she ! For once hath rumour spoken truth ! 

[Aside, 
Base hind, forbear, nor lock thy arms on one 
Thy knee were inuch too graced to wait upon— 
And straight resign to me my peerless bride • 
For know, whom thou esteem'st a beggar's cnild. 
Is daughter to a baron of descent. 
The highest in the land. 

Ft^ A baron's child I 
Aad bride of thine ! 

Bess. Oh, no ! — ^No baron's child ! 
My father is a wandering begsar-man ! 
I would not be a baron's child : — yea, child 
Unto a king — and least of all be bride to him ! 

Will. I swear thou art a baron's child ; — I swear 
Thou art ray bride ; — Such gives thee out the tongue. 
Whose word is law, 'twere treason to dispute ! 

Wilf. What say'st thou, Bess ? 

Bess. I'm bride to none but thee I 
Thou that wouldst wed me, though a beggar's child. 
Were I a baron's child, shouldst wed me still ! 
Take mind for mind, and heart for heart from me ! 
I saw thee, and I loved thee ! — Grows my tongue 
Too bold?— Forgive it for the bashfdness 
That could not pay thy love with one poor word, 
Until another dared dispute with thee 
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What eye, and ear, and heart, and soul, and all 
Bear witness is thine own !— Where are thine arms ? 
Or didst thou mock me, callina^ me their treasure ? 

[WiLFORD clasps her in his arms. 

Will. [Drawing his sicord."] Forbear, I say I — ^Thy life ^s in 
jeopardy ! 
Lo ! the commands of her whose will behoves 
Theproudest not to question. [Gives a paper. 

mi/. [Beading!] What, to thee ! 
Convicted here of violence. 
Offer' d to her, thou now wouldst make thy bride ! 
Not for the queen will I resign her to thee. [Drawing too. 

mil. You talk it mightHy ! 

Wilf. rU do it too. 
Look you,— a man will let one take his life. 
Ere he'll give up his purse, and that, perhaps, 
Will hold a score of crowns ! It hath been done 
Tor less ! Come, state the sum thou'dst set against her ! 
What's its amount ? Come, name't. Couldst borrow it 
From usury ? Couldst find it in the mint ? 
In that which feeds the mint — ^the unwasting mine P j 

Couldst eke it out with diamonds, and the rest 

Of all the brood of gems ? Couldst fancy it ? — '. 

And shall I give her up, that have the right 

To keep her ? Never with my will ! She's mine ! : 

You see she is ! You see her choice no less 
Holds her to me, than do the arms, my soul. 
With force of thousand arms, now locks upon her. 
Advance an inch, thy life 's not worth a straw ! 

Hostess. A spark ! A spark among a thousand ! Take 
His word, good sir, he's one that says and does ! 
The man for me I'd wed, were I a maid ! [Music without. 

Will. Abide the cost of your rebellion, slave ! 
The queen herself is here ! 

[March. Procession as before : Queen, ^c. Queen 
dismounts. 

Queen. Ha, swords without their cases ! Who is she 
That so our vision dazzles, distancing 
All it hath seen of nature's cunning'st fairness ? 

Ha ! — You that have the charge of him, lead forth ! 

The Beggar of Bethnal Green. 

Bess. My parents! 

M. and JSmma. Bess ! 

Queen. I knew it must be she. Hast found her, sir ? 
The star that look'd upon thy birth was fair ; 
Tor, had she been, indeed, a oeggar's child. 
She yet had been thy bride. The truant ring 
That late betray'd thee, still was faithful to thee 1 
This hour, your nuptials shall be solemnized ! 

Bel. Contain thyself ! — ^Her hand she'll never ^ive. 

Wilf. Does she— she may ! Refuses she, let him 
That dares, attempt to take it ! 
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Hostess. Hold to that; 
I would were I a man ! 

Queen. Yet. — ere we tax 
The labour oi the priest, — ^her parents* rank. 
To me and to this lord, alone, oivTilged, 
Befits it others know. That document 
Which to our hand her father late confided, 

[To Attendant. Fa^r is broughty Queen reads. 
Lord Woodville read ; and say, concerns thee au^t 
This history? [Giving him the paper. 

Wood. It does ! If truth it speaks — 
Which doubt I not — ^the beggar is my brother; 
A brother, who, when living, ne'er from me 
Received a brother's right, but hate for love ; 
And yet whose death to love converted hate. 

Alb. Octavius! 

Wood. Albert! 

Alb. Brother ! 

Wood. forgive. 
And with thy lands receive thy brother back ! [They embrace. 

Queen. My chaplain, ho ! 
Come tie the knot ! 

Wilf. I have a feeling now 
Of what it is to die — the heavy pause. 
Ere life goes out ! 

Queen. What wait vou for, sir priest ? 

Chaplain. Her hand to give, the maid refuses. 

Queen. How ! 

Wilf. She does ! She's true ! She's mine 1 

Queen. Who's he that speaks ? 

Wood. A peasant, please your majesty ! 

Will. A lund. 
Your grace, who claims my bride ! 

Wilf. Thy bride ? She's mine ! 
Prize of my love, proud lord ! that coveted 
Her love when sne was low, as now she's high. 
And won it !— won it ! — won, what aU thy gold. 
Thy lands, thy honours, thy alliances, 
CJould never win for thee ! — ^what, peasant as 
I am, makes me the peer, that would not change 
Condition with thee, wast thou twice as high ! 

Hostess. A spark to win a woman ! 

Will. Villain, hence. 

Wilf. Proud lord, I fling the foul term back at thee ! 
Nor call thee villain mere, but traitor foul ! 
Who knew'st thy mistress was a virgin queen. 
Yet strovest to rob a virgin of her pride. 
By villain force ! Ha ! do I make thee blench ? 
Cower'st thou before me, peasant though 1 am ? 
Has not the blood of all thy noble line 
The power to hearten thee, and make thee stand 
Erect in presence of the nameless brow 
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That's bent upon thee with an honest scowl? 
Command'st me hence ? — Hence rather thou, and leam 
Whose merits, mean, behind their titles lag 
Were better go undubb'd,— whilst lowest hind 
That's lord of noble deed, is lord enough ! 

Queen. Secure that hind who dares to brave a lord. 

Sess. great and royal mistress ! rate him not 
By what he seems. If nature marketh blood. 
Then is the peasant of condition fair. 
As any in your court ! — If to be high — 
If to be truly gentle — ^be to shine ; 
In valiant bearing, generosity, 
Love, which the eye of fortune follows not 
For guidance where to smile, — a noble and 
The noblest noble should the peasant be ! 

sovereign, gracious, that art mistress of 

A woman's costliest heart, look down on mine, 
Which through mine eves looks humbly up to thee ! 
And let me not for bankrupt pass in love. 
Disinterestedness, and constancy. 
With all the means and all the will to pav ! 
Give him the baron's daughter, who would take 
The beggar's child to wife ! 

Queen. It must not be ! 

Al. Most gracious queen, a picture wears my child, 
The likeness of her fatner ta'en in his youth ; 
Command her show it you. 

Queen. That picture, girl ! [Bess gives the picture. 

Feature for feature 'tis the peasant's own ! — 
A light breaks in upon me— My Lord Woodville, 
Where is that truant son of thine, we wont 
In sport to dub our hero of romance ? 

Wood. Your grace, an age it is since I have seen him. 

Queen. Enough ! a pretty masque it is, they play ! 
I'll try the mettle of her constancy. [To Bess. 

Give me this bauble, and that other one 
Thou wearest in thy heart, throw far from it ; 
For, by our title to the crown we wear, 
We vow no peasant e'er shall call thee wife ! 

Bess. Recall— Recall the vow ! 

Queen. Recall thy heart. 
If tnou hast given it him. 

Bess. I cannot do't. 

Queen. No? 

Bess. No ! He is its owner — ^master — ^lordl 
Yes, I avow it, peasant though he is ! 

1 could not take it from him, if I would I 
I would not were he less, if less could be ! 
No, not to give it to the proudest he 
That glitters in your court ! 

Al. Oh, thwart her not, 
Most gracious mistress, — ^From adversity 
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I've leam'd instruction, makes me venerate 
Deeds more than circumstances. His approve 
That much he loves my child — ^Her heart is his. 
I would not from her heart her hand disjoin, 
For gain of all the world ! 
Qtteen. He dies for this ! 
Nay, gasp not, maid ! 'Tis but the peasant dies, 
To give tnee, in a baron's noble heir, 
The lover whom thy constancy hath won ! — 
Whose constancy hath rich reward in thee. 
Young lord, thou see'st how fortune, to revenge 
The wrong thou wouldst have done this noble maid, 
"When thou esteemd'st her of low degree. 
Now that she proves fit partner for thy bed, 
Consigns her to another's worthier arms ! [To Loed Thomas. 
We pardon thee thy trespasses, atoned 
By loss of sight, and long privations borne. [^To Albert. 

Lord Woodmle, join thy niece to thine own son, 
Eor there indeed he stands ; and greetings spare. 
Until we see their nuptials solemnized ; 
Which we ourselves under our conduct take. 
Pageant and masque shall grace their wedding-day. 
And poets vie while they rehearse the tale 
Of Bess, the beggar's maid of Bethnal Green ! 



END OF THE BEGGAB OF BETHNAL GBEEN. 



e->--fi.<5*4fe.^t>fi--^ 



% 



THE DAUGHTER 



TO JOHN GAEDNEE, ESQ. 

(late of GLASGOW, NOW OF APALACHICOLA, IN WEST FLORIDA.) 



My Deae John, 

Accept the Dedication of this Play, as a small 
acknowledgment of a large debt of Friendship. 

Yonrs gratefully, 

and affectionately, 
JAMES SHERIDAN KNOWLES. 

London, 
29th November y 1836. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

vAS ORIGINALLY PERFORMED AT DRURY LAKE IN 1836.) 



Robert (Tatlier to Marian) .... Mr. Knovles. 

Horris Mr. Warde. 

Wolf (Friend to Norris) — Mr. Diddeab. 

Edward (In love with Marian) . . Mr. Cooper. 

Clergyman Mr. Matthews, 

Philip — J I Mr. Baker. 

Ambrose . . > (Wreckers) < Mr. P. Cooke. 

Stephen . . . . ) ( Mr. Brindal. 

Jailer Mr. Henry. 

Constable Mr. Penton. 

Bailiff Mr. Meaes. 

Marian (In love with Edward) Miss Htjddart. 



SCENE— Thb Coast op CORNWALL. 



THE DAUGHTER. 



ACT I. 

SCENE L—The Shore on the Coast qf Cornwall 

Enter Philip, Ambrose, and others. 

Phil, Our craft is scandalized ! We strip the dead ! 
But what of that ? The dead but want a grave ! 
We give it them. We take what they can spare. 

Amb, You're right : we do no more ! 

Phil. As to the rignts 
Of the Kvin^, whom they leave behind, let men 
Look to their own ! If not, why let it go ! 
Is it for us to stand the drenching rain ! 
Wade to our necks into the sea ! perhaps 
Take boat and pull among the breakers, at 
The peril, every moment, of our lives, 
For their behoof, while they lie snug in bed. 
Loll o'er their fires, or sit around their feasts P 
Methinks there's reason in the wrecker's trade ! 

Amb. There is. He risks, and toils, for what he gets. 

Phil. But then he does no mischief to the dead. 
More than the waves have done ! — and if there be 
Among us, one that does, he's not of us. 
Those marks of violence, which hands alone. 
Not rocks, and waves, that have not hands, can leave, 
Are scandal to our name ! 

Amb. 'Tis clear, foul play 
Has oft of late been done, and chiefly there 

Enter Nokris. 

Where Norris takes his stand ! What right has he 
To make that reef his own ? 

Nor, Who talks of me P 
What of Black Norris P — Humph ! — ^You envy him ! 
" What right has he to make that reef his own P " 
The right you all would stand on, if you could — 
The right of might ! 

Phil, Who thought of seeing him P 
Who dream'd that ne was near P 

Nor. I am a dark 
And surly man ! — Am I the worse for that P 
May not the heart that's here, be soft as yours P 
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The man that's ever smiling, still speaks soft — 

And no one here would pass for such a man — 

I'd never trust ! He'll prov^e a hypocrite ! 

The skv doth change its 'haviour — ^'tis no rogue ; 

And why not man that lives beneath the sky, 

If he be honest P Marks of violence 

On bodies wash'd ashore ! You want to know 

How they came there ? I'll tell you — Why, by hands ! 

Is not that frank ? — I'll tell you something more — 

'Twas not by mine. It follows not, because 

The hair is rough, the dog' s a savage one ! 

Amb. 'Tis true. 

Nor. Come, come, hang no man for his lo9ks ! 
The thing 's disgrace ! Let's nut a stop to it ; 
And each man do his best, to find him out. 
That brings the shame upon us— be it me^ 
Or you, or him, or whomsoe'er it may; 
And hunt him not by looks ! Such hounds — you know 
What hounds are, I suppose — are oft at fault I 
Sleek looks may be comi)anions to rough hearts ! 
I have found it many a time ! As for the reef 
You say I make my own — ^you're welcome to it ! 
But take it if you dare. [Aside— goes out. 

Amb. We've done him wrong. 

Phil. I know not. 

Amb. Think the best ! Come ; in the end 
It may be as he says. Whate'er we've thought. 
No guilt has been brought home to him — ^although 
His father is no better than he should be. 
And sees far lands, by favour of the law. 
Let's keep awake ! Each think the watch his own ! 
Whispers grow loud, and we must silence them. 
Else we'H be look'd to, and our trade at end ! 

[They go out on different sides. 



SCENE n. — Cliffs — with the Shore in the Distance — A Ship in 

the Offing. 

Enter Edwaed and Maktatt, hand in hand. 

Edto. Look blithe, mj pretty Marian ! The true heart 
Should ne'er be a misgivmg one ! — ^My girl. 
My gentle girl, look blithe — Didst ever see 
So fair a day ? — There's scarce a cloud in sight I 
The breeze is just the one our vessel likes : 
Jib, spanker, all will draw ! Tight-water boat. 
Stanch crew, bold captain, — ^Marian, what's to fear ? 

Mari. Absence, that gives to lovers taste of death. 
And long protracted makes them wish for death. 
So wearisome to bear ! When last you left^ 
So long you stay' d,— life, from a precious gut. 
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Became a load, metlionght I could lay down, 
Nor deem it loss, but ^ain ! — my constant thought. 
How time stiH broke ms promise, day by day, 
To bring thee back to me. Oh ! of tne sighs 
I have heaved in an hour I could have found a wind. 
Had I the cunning to make store of them. 
Would cause thy ship to heel ! There have I sat, 
From coming in to going out of lieht, 
Perch'd, like a lonely beacoiL on the cliff. 
Watching for thee ; — and if 1 saw a spect, 
I thought thee there ; and, when it pass'd away, 
I felt the pangs of parting o'er again ! — 
How long wilt be away ? 

Edw. A month. 

Mari. Say two! 
ril make my mind up to two months — ^and then. 
If thou return'st before the time, thou knoVst 
It will be usury of happiness ! 
Thou'lt stay two months ! — ^Two months is a long time ! 

Edw. I tell thee but a month ! 

Man, FU not believe it : 
For, if I should, and thou oeyond shouldst stay. 
Each hour beyond will be another month ! 
So, for my two months, I may pine two-score ! 
Nay, for two months I will not look for thee ! 

Edw. And then we marry ! 

Man, So my father says. 

Edw. O Marian, when thou'rt mine ! 

Mart. Thou wilt not go 
Again to sea. 

Edw. No, girl ! — ^Another trip. 
We are rich enough ! How love hath made us wise ! 
When boy and girl, we talk'd as man and wife ; 
And 'gan to hoard 'gainst days of housekeeping. 
Our first small venture— what a heap it brought ! 
Its value more than ten times doubled ! 'Twas 
That Heaven did- bless it I^Marian, that's the luck ! 
And since that lucky dav, whate'er we've tried 
Has thriven with us still. 

Mari. Thank Heaven, it has. 

Edw. Ay ! — ^And the saint who taught me, on her knee, 
" No hfe so happy as an honest one !'' — 
Thy mother !— Thy dear mother, Marian. — 

Mari. She loved thee ! 

Edw. Yes l^What were a wrecker's gains 
Compared to ours P To think that the/re our own ! 
None to dispute them with us ! — ^No, not e'en 
A dead man s bones ! I have kept my watch, on deck. 
In a gale, the billows higher than our cliffs : 
That, looking from their tops, you wonder'd how 
The vessel could go down, and rise again; 
While, as she heel'd until her yard-arms duck'd, 

2 D 



402 THE DAUGHTEK. 

You thought each moment shrowd and brace would crack, 

Anrl every mast at once go overboard ! — 

Thus have I kept my watch ; and then I've found 

The best of treasures was a conscience, clear ! 

And with my venture in my chest below. 

Would not have changed that slanting, creaking deck, 

To take the wrecker's station on the shore. 

With wind and wave at work, and breaking up 

A fast and rich galleon ! Marian, 

Why dost thou han^ thy head P 

Man. My father is 
A wrecker. 

Edw. So was mine, my Marian. 
What then ? We're not the children of their trade ! 
Pass but another month — Well, I'll say two — 
And change of state shall brin^ us change of scene 1 
We'll quit these haunts, and ply some inland calling ! 
Why tum'st thou nale, my girl ? What frightens thee ? 
I only see Black Noms— Tear'st thou him r 

Man. Yes ! — No ! — ^I fear, yet know not cause to fear — 
Nojust cause ! — Yet — Thank Heaven he's gone again ! 

Edw. He dared offend thee once, but paid the forfeit ; 
And durst not offer wrong to thee again ! 
Hast other cause to fear him, Marian ? 

Mari. When last you were at sea, the weary nights 
Thy mother and thy Marian beguiled. 
As ever in thy absence they were wont^ 
With talk of thee ; and growing sad with that. 
Old tales of marvel, from her ample store. 
The kindly dame would tell — Peace to her spirit ! — 
I shall not have her now to comfort me ! 

Edw. Don't speak of that ! Go on. 

Mari. One dreary night, 
A wrecker was the story — ^banish'd son. 
And worse than banish'd father ! that watching was 
A vessel fast upon the Goodwin Sands 

Edw. I know ! — ^The body of a man was wash'd 
Ashore. The wrecker fell to rifling it. 
But life was in the body. 

Mari. Thaf s the tale. 
The wrecker heard him groan — so, conscience-wrung, 
The wretch confess'd— and to secure his prey, 
Destroy'd what Heaven had bade the tempest spare ; 
Stopp'a with his hands the holy breath of life. 
Ana watching, for assurance that the work 
Of foulest sin was done, by the wild glare 
Of the lightning, which, that moment, rent the douiis. 
And lighted up the ghastly scene of blood, 
Behelathe feature of his banish'd boy. 
On his own beach, by his own father murder'd. 

Edw. But what hath this to do with him, the sight 
Of whom recall'd the tale P 
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Mari. His father is 
A convict, serving in a distant land. 
His term of shame, almost expired ; for crime 
Done on the storm-strewn shore. 

EdtD, I know he is. 

Mari. I mused on them, as bv thy mother's hearth 
I sat ; which soon, methought, began to spread 
Into our bay — a furious tempest on, — 
Men. women, children watching here and there. 
On tne look-out for some unlucky barque. 
Its wrath might catch, and strand upon tne shore ! 
There was the Kghtninfi^, and the thunder, and 
The rain and wind, a-na ratthng shingles, as 
The billows, mountain high, came tumbling in. 
And there stood Norris, on that reef of his. 

Edw. Go on, as 'twere a real tale thou told'st, 
Thou fixest me, with eagerness to hear. 

Man. Then came a vessel— a huge hulk — ^without 
A single mast left standing ! — Such a one 
Was wreck'd upon the coast three winters gone. 
When thou wast far at sea — I witnessed it. 

Edw. Well ; but the ship you fancied ? 

Mari. Long she heaved. 
And sank, ana reel'd, until at last she struck 
Eight on the wrecker's reef ; where soon she went 
To pieces. — ^Then, the body of a man 
Was wash'd on shore, and Norris sprang upon it ; 
But life, as in the story I had heard. 
Was in it still ; and Norris took that life ! 
He stabb'd the shipwreck'd man — and lo ! it was 
His father ! — In my sleep I dream'd, that night 
The seK-same thing. And often, since, in sleep. 
Ay, and in waking too, have seen't again — 
Have seen the bay, the tempest, and the ship 
The body floating in, and Norris there. 
Rifling it of its life— the body of 
His rather! Strange things have been thought of 

him; 
And never look I on that scowling man. 
But with the thought, I see a murderer !- 
But thou art poing, and I talk of him ! 
I know not wnerefore, but I never felt 
So sad before at parting ! 

Edw. Fear'st for me ? 

Mari. No ! — Thou art good — Hast trust in Heaven 
— ^implorest 
Its mercy ni^ht and mom ! 'Twill show it thee ! 
Thou'lt find it 'mid the tempest — near the shoal 
Off the lee-shore! — or, if thy vessel strike. 
Or founder, surer than the sea-bird's wing. 
The sea-bird, it will float thee 'bove the wave. 
And bear thee to thy native cliff again ! 

2 D 2 
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I have no fears for thee ! — I think— I know 
Thou wilt come back to me ! Thou hast no fears ? 

Edto. None^ Marian ! 

Mari. But thou hast ! — I'm sure thou hast ! 
I see a trouble in thy face ! — I do ! 
Thou fear'st for something ! — What is it ? 

Edw. I would 
Thou hadst not told me of Black Norris. 

Man. Why? 
See'st aught m what 1 told thee ?— Dost thou think 
My dream bodes ill? — ^that something's sure to come P 
Tiiink'st thou there's aught in dreams ? Don't answer me ! 
I don't believe there is ! 

Edw. There is not, girl ! 

Mari. Why wish, then, what thou didst P 

Edw. He ^ves tnee pain. 

Mari. I will not see him again ! I nothing see 
W^hen thou'ii; away. The suik the earth, the sea — 
All thiiigs without are gone— 1 have no eye. 
No ear — except within— within, where, only. 
Then, can I see and hear thee '.—where I'm with thee 
At sea— ashore — and oft in hardest strait 
Of peril — where I'm always close to thee, 
With superhuman power to bear thee through. 
In spite of wildest danger ! There's the gun f 

Edw. Farewell!— 

Mari. I'll see thee to the beach ! — I will — 
Av, to the water's edge ! That I could go 
Along with thee ! — The waves mij?ht rise and roar, 
I would not hear or see them ! — Come ! 

Edw. Nay, here 
We'll ^art — ^my messmates, girl, will laugh at thee. 

Mari. Let them ! What ! lose a minute— with an age 
To come^ of absence — L that would brave the sea 
To go with thee, heed those its surges toss ! 
I'll go with thee e'en to the water's edge ! 
And then mine eyes shall go along with thee ! 
And when thou leavest them, and they give o'er. 
My thoughts— my heart — my soul — which water, land, 
Air, nothmg 'neath the sun can tear thee from ! [Theif go out. 



SCENE III. — The inside (/Rorert's Cottage. Robert seated 
in the centre, occupied in slicing an oar. 

Enter Stephen — a lad. 

Rob. Well, Stephen ! what of the ship ? 

Ste. She's under way 
With every yard of canvas spread. 

Rob. The wind 
Is fair P 
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Ste. A point, or more, abaft the beam ; 
A gentle breeze, and steady. 

Mob. So it seems. 
'Twill change ere night ! 

Ste. I see no signs of it. 

Bob. You do not know them when you see them, Stephen ! 
Though a good sailor, you're a young one yet ! 
Bat Pm an old acquaintance of the weather. 
" A point," you say, " or more, abaft the beam P" 
Then is the vane north-west. Ne'er heed the vane. 
Look ever to the cloud, the weathercock 
Behoves the shipman heed, which tells what wind 
Will come. How steers the cloud P 

Ste. North-west. 

Rob. That's right 
Against the ship which now sails with the wind ! 
Now mark mj words ! Ere night the wind will take 
Her merry sails aback, and talk to her ! 
And bid her clew her gay topgallants up ! 
There will be call for reefs, and work for sheets 
And halyards ! " Eore-sheet, fore-top-bowling ! " 
Will keep throughout the night a busy watch ! 
But she'D have sea-room, and no gull more safe 
Sitteth the wave than she. Here ! Lend a hand. 

[Stephen goes to Bxdbert and assists him. 
Where's Marian P 

Ste. I left her on the beach 
Following the 'parting ship with all her eyes ! 
I call'd to her — The sands on which she stood 
Had ears as much as she ! — She heard me not. 
I tum'd to note if she were following me — 
As well expect the sea ! — ^It moved, out she 
Stood stiU, in plight as sad, as barque that's driven 
Upon a quicksand, settling fast, and sure 
Never to come away ! 

Bob. Her mother's vein 
Is in the girl ! — So fond a wife was she. 
That marriage, which with most is end of love. 
With me was only the beginning on't !— ^ 
She had been early sent to school — ^remain'd there 
TSI she could teach where first she had been taught. 
You see the girl she maxie my Marian ! 
She made me good, for she was goodness' self; 
Reclaim'd me from a wrecker, for a time ; 
But evil habits, Stephen, like old sores^ 
Are seldom safe from breaking out again ! 
One night arose the cry " A ship on shore ! " 
I had been out carousing at a wedding — 
The love of my old trade came strong upon me — 
Down to the beach I flew, and fell to work. 
Unconscious that she foUow*d ! Three whole hours 
B^main'd she standing in the pelting storm ! 
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I found her with the blood wash'd out of her. 
White as our cliff— cold, stiff, and motionless ! 
My ill-got spoil I soon exchanged for her. 
Nor set her down till in our bed I laid her — 
But Heaven well knew she was too good for me ; 
For &om that bed she never rose again ! 

[Turns from Stephen. 
What of the ship ?— Go to the door and see ! 

Ste. She's hull down. 

Rob, Any other sail in sight ? 

Ste. Three to the westward. 

B^b. Up or down channel P— which ? 

Ste. Up channel do they bear. 

Rob. One of the three 
May come ashore to-night. 

Ste. The ship has changed 
Her course ! 

Rob. The wind has changed !— 'Tis right ahead ! 
She's on the larboard tack— Is it not so ? 

Ste. It is. 

R^b. It looks thick weather round the ship. 
Does n't it ? 

Ste. Yes. 

R^b. And 'twill grow thicker ! Storm 
Is in the ain though here 'tis sunshine still. 
I feel it ! It will dIow great guns to-night ! 
The scud will gallop and the waves willleap ! 
A cloud has just come o'er the sun. What kind 
Of cloud P 

Ste. A streaky one, and black and low. 
Stretching from east to west, and in its wake 
A fleet of others. 

Rob. To be sure ! — I know it. 
As well as you that see it. — Get my axe. 
Boat-hook, and grapple— Lay them here beside me. 

[Stephen goes out and returns ioith the things. 
A storm is coming on from the south-east. 
Bight from the sea — fuU on the shore ! The ship 
Is lost that keeps not a good offing, for 
The sea, in such a wind as cometh on. 
Bolls in like a spring tide, and surely sweeps 
Into our bay the unwary barque, that hugs 
This iron-bound inhospitable shore ! 
What offing keep the ships ? 

Ste. Two miles, the first. 
And more. 

Rob. She's safe. The second ? 

Ste. Scarce a mile. 

Rob. She'll havr her work to do, to clear the bay P 
Behoves her to sail well upon a wind I 
Lie high ! be lively in her stays ! The third ? 

Ste. Not half a mile. The first ship is about ! 
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Rob. The wind has come to her ! That's the new wind 
I told you of !— the wind that brings the storm ! 
Will make the tackle sing ! the bulkheads creak ! 
Try braces, shrowds and all ! The very wind 
For the wrecker ! I could tell 't at one o'clock ! 

Sfe. The second ship is now about. 

Rob. She is ? 

Ste. And bearing from the land. The third ship— 

Rob. Ay ? 
Well, what of her ?— Is she about too P 

She misses stays ! They ware her ! 

Rob. Is she deep ? 

Ste. She is. 

Rob. Within the head? 

Ste. Within the head. 

Rob. How far ? 

Ste. A quarter of a mile. 

Rob. A wreck ! 
Sure as she's now afloat ! 

Ste. Here's Marian. 

Enter Maeian, abstracted. 

Rob. My Marian ! My child ! Her thoughts are still 
Upon her lover's ship. How does my girl ? 

Mari. {Coming to herself, and running to Robert.] 
Well, father, well ! — ^What have you there ? Your axe. 
Boat-hook, and grapple ! Ah !— a storm is coming ! 
You're for the shore again ! — the heartless shore. 
That spares nor ship nor shipman I 

Rob. Did it lighten ? 

Ste. It did. 

f Robert rises and takes up his wrecker^s impleHi o. 

Mari. Stay, father, stay ! Sit down again 
And listen to me. 

Rob. [Resuming his seat!] Well ? 

Mari. How canst thou bear 
To strip the seaman, whom the winds may strip — 
The waves^he rocks — which know not what they do ; 
But thou dost know, and ought'st to feel ! To live 
Upon the plunder oi the elements ! 
The havoc of whose fury it should be 
Thy labour to repair ! The drowning man 
Forgot, to get possession of the mite 
Tor which he bides the perils of the sea ! 
And, if he sinks, is not his bubbling breath — 
That calls upon the friends he leaves behind— 
A testament, more strong than pen can write. 
To make assurance unto those he loves 
Of aught the billows spare P Thy boat-hook drops — 
Give me thy axe. 

Ste. The storm is on ! It thunders ! 
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M<m, It is the voice of Heayen in anger ! — calls 
On men for nity to each other— each 
Alike in peril placed ! — Let so thy axe ! 
Think of the axe that's liftea now above 
And falling fast ! — ^might it not light on thee ? 
Let go thy axe . — O the poor ship — ^poor crew ! 
That hear the thunder wnich the ship hears not ! 
O their poor wives ! poor children ! and poor friends ! 
That pray this hour some help may be at hand ! 
Hear me, my father ! Have not jrou a child P 
Were you at sea ! — were you within that ship ! 
Give me your axe — and now that coil of rope — 
Your grapple— give it me I 

Ste. A gun ! 

Hoh, It is 
The signal of distress. 

Mari, Thy grapple, lather ! 

Bx>h, I teU thee, Marian, not a soul can live 
In such a sea as boils within our bay. 

Man. And shouldst thou therefore strip the drowned man P 
O ! at his death-bed, by the side of which 
No friend can stand, there is a solitude 
Which makes the grave itself society ! — 
Helplessness, in comparison with which 
An ordinary death is lun to life ! 
And silence, which the bosom could fill up 
With thoughts more aching, sad, and desolate 
Than ever utter*d wailing tongues of friends 
Collected round the bier of one beloved ! — 
To rifle him ! purloin his little stock 
Of gold, or jewels, or apparel ! — ^take 
And use it as thine own 1 — ^thou ! — thou ! whom Heaven 
Permits to see the sun that's set to him ; 
And treasure ten times dearer thsji the sun. 
Which he shall never see ! — touch it not ! 
Or if thou touch it — drop it, and fall down 
Upon thy knees, at thought of what he was. 
And thou, through grace, art still ! 

Bob. Her mother s voice ! 
Her mother's words ! — Here, take the coil ! — ^Put by 
Mv boat-hook and my axe ! — My Marian, 
I'll not go to the beach ! 

Mari.JHaving laid the things by."] Heaven guard his ship ! 

Bob. Thy lover's P — ^Fear not ! She has sea-room !— She's 
A bird upon the sea ! 

Mari. 1 am weary, father ! 

Bob, Go to thy bed — Thou art mind and body-worn ! 

Mari. IwiU! You'll mind! 

Bob. I will, my Marian. [Maeian goes out, 

Ste. Another gun ! 

Bob. And nearer than the first ! 
She's driving in apace I— Who pass'd the door P 
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Ste. Black Norris. 

Bob. He will make a mint to-ni^t ! 

Ste, She takes the ground!— Her masts are overboard! 

[Runs out, 

Rob. Black Norris will not spare, and why should I ? 
The waves won't spare, and why should he or I ? 
Chests, bales will come ashore ! — cordaee and spars. 
Hatchets will go to work ! — ^No one will spare, 
And why should I P— Not 1 1 — I'll have my share ! 

[Takes up the boat-hook, ^c, 

Man. [Bushing in.^ Eather! 

Bob. My child, go m ! 

Mart. Thou go'st not forth ! 

Bob. I must! 

Mart. father ! 'tis unhallow'd work ! 

Bob. Go thou to rest ! 

Mart. And thou at work like that ? 
How wouldst thou sleep if I were doing wrong ? 
I will not let thee forth ! 

Bob. Come from the door ! 

Mart. Father ! — ^when Heaven commands me shut the door ? 

Bob. Command who may, I'll open it I — Give way ! 

[Forces her from it — she falls, Robert and Stephen 
go out. 

Mart. Father !— I'm stunn'd ! He's gone ! How could he 
.go! 
vice that's early planted ! — ^Hard to weed it ! 
Plant virtue early ! — Give the flower the chance 
You suffer to the weed ! — To hope success 
Where my poor mother fail'd !— Heaven pity him ! 
Heaven pity him— and I, his child, on earth. 
And not attempt to save him ! — Father 1— Father ! — 

[Bushes out. 

END OF ACT I. 



ACT II. 

SCENE L—The Vicinity of the Shore. 

Enter Wolf and Nokbis, meeting. 

Nor. Wolf! 

Wolf. Norris ! 

Nor. For the shore P 

Wolf. Yes. 

Nor. Whence I've come. 
In my o'er-haste, what think you I forgot ? 
My wrecker's gear ! I left them all behind P 
My hatchet, boat-hook, grapple, e'en my knife ! [Gomg, 



410 THE DAUGHTER. 

Wolf, [Sioppinff him.'] Tarry a while ! Take breath! Your 
Knife and axe. 
Boat-hook and grapple, are not needed yet. 
*Tis but the first of flood. Until the tiae 
Shall lift her o'er the outer bank, she'll hold 
Together. Tarry here and look at her 1 
I have heard of fine sights ; ay, and seen them too ! 
Now what's the finest sight a man can see ? 

Nor. The finest sight P — ^a ship that, caught in a bay 
Like ours ten miles and more from any town ; 
A black sky, a white water, and a shore 
All iron-bound, and boiling round with breakers ! 
No sight like that for me ! What tonnage is she ? 

Wolf. Four hundred and above. I know a ship, 
And not so large a one, you had rather were 
Aground than she. 

Nor. I know the ship you mean : 
She left the bay at noon. You're right ! I hate 
That ship ! I oate her for the sake of one 
She carries. Were my father in that ship, 
I'd laugh to see her drown !— One whom they call 
A gooQ young man — only another name 
Por a limb of the devil ! No young man can be good ! 
We are young, and know we not what we are ? — Good ! 
What should make others better ?— Better natures ? 
There's no such thing ! — All mankind are the same ; 
Circumstance makes tlie difference. Circumstance 
Is not the man ! Had I that fair-skinn'd girl, 
Old Robert's daughter ! — her of the daiaty limb. 
Round swelling form, and dimpled lady-cheek — 
Had I that girl for messmate, or could have. 
You'd see how soon I'd grow a good young man, — 
Though devil at the bottom, still— as he ! 

Wolf. You fancy her. — ^W hy not make up to her ? 

Nor. I told you, now, the sight which most I love. 
Wouldst learn the sight which most I hate ? Thou shalt. 
The show of good, in man or womany— but. 
In woman most. — That's strange ! — I hate the sight 
Of a modest woman ! 'Tis an eyesore to me ! 
I never look on one, but straight I fall 
To gazing on myself! and then I writhe. 
At thougnt of what I am, and what she seems ; 
Until I seem, unto myselJF, a beast ! — 
Yea, a brute beast !— and stand like one before her. 
Gazing, and stupid, — dumb ! 

Woff'. 'Tis strange! 

Nor. It is. 
I have tried to court her— have accosted her. 
But ever, aa that lady-cheek of hers 
She has tum'd to me, my speech has fail'd me, and 
I've stood stock-still, confounded at myself; 
And like a chid cur, slunk at last away I 
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Strange ! that the only show of goodness should 
So daunt a bold man, that he dares not do 
The thing he dares to wish ! 

Wolf, You mean her fair ? 

Nor. I do ! but e'en for fair ends cannot take 
Fair means ;— as smiling, speaking prettv things, 
Pretty behaviour, creepmg inch by mch I 
rd have her at a bound ! That's not the way 
She would be won. With opportunity 
rd woo her though. 

Wolf. What do you mean? 

iVbr. No matter. 
'Tis said they'll marry when this trip is done. 
Now would old Robert take a sail, and leave 
The girl alone, I'd promise him, that's gone 
A merry wedding when his ship comes oack. 
How goes it on m the bay ? She has moved methihks 
Since last we look'd. 

Wolf. She will not clear the bank 
Before high water, or about it. 

Nor. Ajid 
The storm you see holds on ! A lovelier 
Never yet broke a stranded vessel up ! 
And plenty on't ! "Twill last till midnight. — Black 
As it can look, and right in the wind's eye ! 
Ay, steady that !— How slow the tide comes in. 
And yet the wind to help it ! O'er the bank 
And on the rough ground, she'll not hold together 
The quarter of an hour ! I'll be prepared. 
TeU them I'm coming ! They'll be sure to give 
A wide berth to the reef ! 

Wolf. I will. 

Nor. Make haste ! [They go out severally. 



SCENE H.—The Seashore. Thunder, Lightning, and Wind, 

Enter Marian. 

Mari. I cannot light on him, and not a soul 
I pass'd but I have question'd ! — ^Where is he ? 
Mj brain will burst !— a horrible oppression 
Hangs on my heart, foreboding, sure, of ill ! 
Like what I felt, that day my mother died ! 
I hear — I see — 

Things that I should not — Forms are flitting by me ! 
Voices are in mine ears, as if of things 
That are — and yet I know are not ! — Each step 
I fear to tumble o'er the body of 
Some drowned man '.—There's one ! — A heap of weeds ! 
what wild work do fear and fancy make ! 
Did some one cry ?— Well?— What ?— Where are you?— No ! 
'Tis nobody ! What i*'t that still keeps up 
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This moaning in my ears, as if of words 

Uttered in agony P *Tis not the sea ! 

'Tis not the wind !— 1 hear them both. 'Tis not 

The wreckers on the shore ! — ^They utter nought 

But sounds of gladness. 'Tis not the ship ! — She's out 

Of hearing. Am I growing mad ? — ^What spot 

Is this I stand upon ?—Wnat brought me hereP 

'Tis here they say a girl one time went mad. 

Seeing a murder done !— she was in quest 

Of her brother; and she saw a scuffle, and 

Approach'd the struggling men, just as the one 

Did cast the other down. Although 'twas night. 

She saw a knife gleam in the lifteof hand 

Of the uppermost ! She tried to call— so she said. 

When reason did at last return— but power 

Of utterance was gone. Thrice it descended. 

With a dull, griding sound ; — and then, a voice. 

Which stabo'd her heart and brain, exclaim'd — " He's dead ! " 

It was her brother's voice. 'Tis strange that fear 

Should be a thin^ almost as strong as death ! 

Should shut the lips up — and deprive the limbs 

Of motion ! — Yet have I a feeling how 

The thing may come to pass. The girl alone — 

The men uj)on the ground — one 'bove the other — 

The knife m his upEfted hand — ^it falls ! 

I feel myself a sense of choking ; and 

My feet do seem to cleave unto the groimd. 

My tongue doth stiffen! — Hal — t/S4n<?^«.]— I have broke 

the spell ! 
I'm by myself ! — ^Another minute, — ^not 
The girl more mad than I !— They are gone !— All gone ! 
The earth, and air, so thick awhile a^o. 
With things that neither earth nor air do own. 
Are empty now ! Mine ears, and eyes, take note 
Of nothmg but what is — ^the boommg sea — 
The yelling wind— the rattling shingles, as 
The waves do roU them up and down again ; 
And back my wand'ring thoughts return, to that 
Which brought me 'midst their uproar — ^to persuade 
My poor, misguided father to return 
And from his lawless work restrain his hands. 
I have traversed all the westward shore in vain, 
I'll search the eastward now. 

[Starts again at the same heap of weeds. 
Not yet myself ! — ^ 

'Tis the same heap of weeds I saw before ! [Goes out. 



SCENE in— Another Part of the Shore, 
Enter 'Robert ^ followed by Nokbis. 

Nor. Old Robert !— Hoa !— Stop !— Art afraid of me P 
Bob, I never fear'd a man. 
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Nor. Why shun me then P 

Bob. I like thee not. 

Nor. " Two of a trade ! " Is't so P 
Well ! I'm the luckiest wrecker of you all. 
I cannot help it ! Fortune bear the blame ! 
That has her favourites, as all men know 
She has lon^ made one of me ! Is it right to hate 
A man for ms good luck P 

Rob. It isn't that. 

Nor. It isn't that ! — ^What else P — What can you say 
Against me else ? A splinter'd spar the waves 
Do throw to you— a lockfast chest to me ! 
To me the breakers slue the captain in ; 
Mate — ^passenger from the Indies, West or East. 
A foremast man to you— you know 'tis so. 
And like the rest, do bear me envy ; most 
Unlike a man ! But fortune ever turns 
The evil you do wish me, into good. 
I have no partner in my gains — what comes 
To hand is all my own ! " Afraid of me 1 " 
I said it but in sport. I know you're not 
Afraid of me or any other man. 
Or anythinj? ! — Have I not seen you leap 
Into a boiling sea, to save a wretch 
When his boat founder'd ! 'Twas a feat I doubt 
If any other of the craft would do ! 
Wilt go, or tarry ? Nay, there's time enough ; 
She holds together yet. There's lots of time. 
What speed didst come when drove the last on shore ? 

Rob. Some coils of cordage ; and a spar or two. 

Nor. What then did fortune, think you, throw to me P 

Rob. I cannot tell. 

Nor. One hundred guineas, all 
But one, lapp'd here and there, in various coin. 
In the heavy vest and trowsers of a man — 
I mean, a body— that was wash'd ashore. 
Here's one of them. 

Rob. A broad doubloon. 

Nor. How much 
Brought you your spars and cordage P How I laugh'd 
To see you, heavy laden, toiling home 
With a few crowns' worth, anoL I going light 
With a good hundred guineas, all but one ! 
And you don't like me !— Why P — ^I'm a rough man ; 
And Jow'ring as they sav ! — but has all fruit 
A fair outside P How iU-favour'd a one 
A walnut has — a chestnut — cocoa-nut ! 
And yet how sweet within ! — Yea there is milk 
Within the cocoa-nut !— You never know 
Some men by their outsides ! — Prove them, and then 
You'll know them. Here's another piece more broad. 
And heavy than the first. Know you the coin ? 

Rob. No !— it is strange to me. 
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Nor. Examine it. 
There's something now that I would be abont ; 
Yet know not what it is ! — Ne'er heed ! The devil 
Will prompt me when 'tis time ! [Aside, 

Rob. I camiot teU - 
The coin. 

Nor. Here ; take a look at this. 

Rob. Another! 

Nor. Ay ! — ^Will yon believe me now P 

Rob. Black Noms, yon're 
A lucky man ! 

Nor. "Black Norris!" Well!-itis 
My nick-name. You may give it me — ^more black 
Mav ffo by fairer name ! 

Roo. I meant no harm. 

Nor. I know you didn't* ! — ^There's none ! 1 tell yon what — 
There's not a man of all the crew, but one, 
I do not hate. The best were first to peach. 
When my old father, seven long years ago. 
Did something which he could not do by law ; 
And was transported, for the lack of learning. 
He didn't know 'twas wrong ! — Well, as I said, 
I hate them aU, but one ! and which is he ? — 
Yourself — I say no more !— Believe it, or 
Believe it not ! 

Rob. Nay, rather I'd believe it. 
I never thought before, you were so frank. 

Nor. How could you think ?— Grew samphire on yon cliff. 
Who'd know't, if no one went to seek it there ? 
You keep aloof, and— strange !— you know me not ! 
You, none of you, consort with me, except 
Young Wolf, another hang-dog, as they say. 
He's a wrong'd man, and so am I — ^we are friends ; 
Tor common wrongs make friends of those that share them. 

Rob. 'Tis natural. 

Nor. 'Tis right ! — as common fortunes. 
So likewise doth a common vein, make &iends. 
My greatest enemy allows me brave ! 
I cared for thee no more than I did care 
Por anv other of the churlish set ; 
But, wnen I saw thee venture thy ovm life, 
Witn ten to one against thee, for that man, 
I took a liking to thee ! — That, you may 
Believe, or not, as well as the other. 

Rob. Nay, 
But I believe it. 

Nor. You can do no good 
To me ! — I have nothing to get by you ! 

Robm Nothing ! 

Nor. Have I not ? What a silly adage that 
About old birds and chaflF ! [Aside, 

Rob. Here— here's thy gold. 

Nor. Nay, keep it, an thou wilt. 



1 
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Rob. Not SO, ^ood Noms. 

Nor. A rare bird I, to turn from black to white ! [Aside, 
Why, I believe you're right ; "lis doubtful ^in, 
h 



To keep a thing that's not one's own ! The ship 

Is now on the rough ground ! — How fair she lies ! — 

Her broadside to the sea, that not a wave 

But teUs upon her ! — ^Wnat a cloud of surf 

Keeps flying over her !— Look ! — ^There's a sea ! 

'TwiU take her right a-midships — Hurra !— Hurra 1 — 

She has parted in the waist ! — Old Egbert, where 

The use of words, when man can talk by deeds ! 

Yon reef you know is mine — ihoj call it mine. 

Because I make it mine — So far it runs 

Into the bay, it makes a kind of edd^. 

Whose swirl doth sweep all kinds oi lumber in 

That come within its reach— as prove ray ^ains ; 

'Tis thine to-day ! Go try thy luck upon it. 

I'll help thee, if thou neea'st— but not to touch 

A stiver, though ten bodies should float in. 

With pockets cramm'd with gold. There's something ! haste ! 

The waves do snatch as readily as give. 

The tide is on the turn — the shore doth shelve 

A foot in every nine ! 

Bob. I thank thee, Norris. 

Nor. Off to the reef— Have cause, and thank me then ! 

[RoBEET goes out hastily. 
It is a body that is wash'd ashore ! 
I'd know it at twice the distance. A fine torch 
The lightning ! Rain will never put it out ! 
A body !— I begin to see it now. 
Yes, it is done ! 

Wolf. [Entenna.'] Well, Noms ! 

Nor. All is weU. 
Run to the nearest group of wreckers, — say 
You saw old Robert stooping o'er a body — 
That you suspect foul play — ^and bring them to 
The reef. He's there— but hold — not quite so fast ; 
Let me have time to join him. — Go !— don't say 
That I am there. Now, pretty Marian, [Wolf goes out. 

Sure as thy lover is this hour at sea, 
Thy father takes a trip, and follows him. 
Bide there my tackle I I had best go bare ! 

{_Futs Ms boat-hook, Sfc, behind a rock, and goes out. 



SCENE IV. The Shore close to the Sea. 

Enter Robeet, dragging in a body. — Maeiajj in the distance, 
slowly comit^ down a path cut out of the c/jy— Noeeis behind 
a rocky from which he looks, occasionally. 

Bob. The surge won't reach thee there ! I warrant me 
No fear thou'lt go to it. Thy last— last draught. 
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In this world, hath it given thee — a cold. 

Unwelcome one ! Safe bide thou there ! The waves 

Are in a ^ving mood ! I'd be at hand 

To profit oy their bounty. I did think 

Some one was near me ! Fancy !— How it lightens ! IGoes out. 

Enter MabulS. 

Mart. The storm distracts me with its din ! This roar, 
This never-ending roar, which round and round. 
The heavens keep up !■— in which the surges join. 
As though the thunder were not loud enough ! 
No si^ yet. of my father ! What with fears 
For him, and terror of the tempest, I'm 
Bewilder'd ! Let me try and look, above. 
Beyond the clouds — beyond the stars ! No storm 
Is there ! no wreck ! — ^no raging sea ! — ^no thunder ! 
But calm, and warmth, and briciitness, as befits 
The dwellings of the blest ! — ^My mother 's there ! 
O, my poor father ! Here's the storm again ! 
Sea^ thunder, lightning—all come back again ! 

Be-enter Bobebt. 

Rob. I have lost my knife ! Methinks I dropp'd it here ! 

[Sees Mabian. 
What's that !— Is it a mortal thing P It makes 
Mv spirit faint within me ! — ^'Tis the form 
Oi my lost Marian !— Even so she stood 
In the storm wherein her life was cast away ! 
Can she not lie in her grave for me ? — Do my sins 
Break on her last rest, there, and call her thence ? 
I sent her thither — on such nights as this 
I have often look'd about me with a thought 
That she was near me. There at last she is ! 
It is my Marian risen from her grave ! 
She comes to me ! — O powers of grace, preserve me ! \KneeU. 

Man. The strength of Heaven !— To see it, yet not feel it ! 
Within its reach to do what it forbids ! 
And it in anger !— see the weapons of 
Its wrath in motion — ^feel the earth shake at them ! 
And never pay it awe ! — stand up to it ! 
Defv it !— 'stead of falling on one's knees. 
Ana asking it for mercy. 

Rob. Mercy. 

Mart. Ha! 
My father ! 

Rob. Marian! 

Mart. On thy knees ! — ^That's right — 
Fear not ! Thou dost Heaven's bidding !— Do not rise 
Until thou risest with its blessed pardon ! 

Rob. [Rising.] What brought thee here, my child? Thou 
ne'er before 
Cam'st after me. 
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Mart, I came to look for thee ; 
And to persuade thee to come home with me. 
Thou tremblest — Thou art pale— as livid as 
The lightning ! Dost thou hear ? 'Tis everywhere ! 
Not the clouds only, but the very air — 
The very sea— the very earth— do thunder ! 
All — ^all is din and fire ! It is right 
"For man to tremble I 

Rob. 'Tis not that ! 

Man. What then ? 

Bob. I took thee for thy mother, Marian ! 

Man. Think me her stul, and what she'd have thee do. 
Do, by the love thou bearest to her, still ! 
Forswear this lawless life ! — Thou wouldst not rob 
A living man ! — ^"Tis manlier to strip 
The livmg, than the dead ! 

Bob. Tliis ni^ht 's the last ! 

Man. This night ! — 0, no ! — The last night be the last ! 
Who makes his mind up that a thing is wrong. 
Yet says he'll do that tmng for the last time. 
Commences but anew a course of sin. 
Of which that last sin is the leadmg one, 
Which many another, and a worse, will follow ! 
At once begin ! How many, at this hour. 
Alive as thou art, will not hve to see 
To-morrow's light ! — ^If thou shouldst be cut off ! 
Should thy last sin be done, on thy last ni^ht ! 
Should Heaven avenge itself on that last sm 
Thou dost repentingly ! — my father, come ! — 
! a bad conscience, and a sudden death ! 
Come home !— dome home ! — Come home ! 

Bob. I'll follow thee. 
I'll fetch my boat-hook, and my other gear. 
And follow thee. 

Mari. I'll loiter till you come. 
I'll rest upon yon rock, and wait for thee ; 
Por what with cares for thee, and terror of 
The storm, I'm almost sped ! 

Fnter NosRis, cautiously. 

Nor. Now is the time ! — ^Now ! while her back's to me. 
Is he dead ? There's warmth, methinks, about the heart. 
More than there should be ! 'Tis no matter ! — Cowards 
May stick at trifles ! — Can I find a stone 
To knock him on the head ?— What's this P^A knife ! 
'Tis Robert's ! 

Mari. [Be-amearing and ascending the cliff!] What's that 
you are aoing, father ? 

Nor. She takes me for her father !— Good ! She'll see 
What I do, and think it is her father does it. 
And when 'tis done, so will I slink away, 

2 E 
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She can't discover her mistake ! — Now for it ! 

IHe plunaes the knife into the body — Mautax utters a 

/'atnt shriek, and falls senseless. 
^^^ «-.,. ... Marian 's in my power ! She's mine ! 
What next ? — Quick work, and sure ! — When he returns. 
His daughter out of sight, he'll search the corpse ; 
Discover'd in the act, the nail is clinch'd ! 
But other witnesses are needed— I 
Were better out of sight. Wolf is at hand. 
Nor yet alone. I'll speed to him and ^ve nim 
His cue, and he and tne^ will soon be here. [Goes out. 

Rob. [Be-entering.'] To leave it there ! 
And the last time I "Where's Marian ?— Out of sight ! 
The pockets may be full ! — ^Why did I quit them 
Unsearch'd, in greediness for other prey P — 
Not now too late ! I'm all alone ! — A minute 
Will serve to rifle them ! I were a fool 
To leave to others, what of right is mine ! 

[Goes to the body, and empties one pocket. 
What have we here P Some of the bright broad pieces 
Black Norris show'd me ! What a madness 'twere 
To leave them in the pockets of the dead. 
And let the living go with empty ones ! 
I'll count them by-and-by ! — ^And this is full ! 

[Empties the other pocket, 
I'll ease it of its burthen ! — Gold ! All gold ! 
Whence comes that glare ? Ha ! — 'Tis the beacon struck 
By the lightning, and on fire ! 

Enter suddenly Wolf, Aubbose, and others; led by No&ais. 

Amb, What do you there, 
OldEobertP, 

Bob. Nothing that I fear to do. 

Amb. What hold you in your hand P 

Bob. Gold! 

Amb. GoldP 

Bob. Ay, gold! 

Wolf. htV9 look at the body ! —Ha ! —What's here— A 
knifeP 

Bob. My knife ! 

Amb. Your knife P Why, Robert, it is sticking 
In the dead man's breast ! 

JFolf. Pull out the knife ! 

Ami. 'Tis Robert's knife ! — How came this, Robert P 
See ;— he cannot speak ! 

Fnil. [Descending the cliff!] What's here P — ^A woman! — ^Is 
she dead P [L{fts Mabian. 

'Tis Marian! 

She breathes I She's stunn'd ; that's all ! 'Tis well the ledge 
Preserved her from the bottom ! She must needs 
^ve miss'd her footing. 
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Wolf. Swoon'd, as likely, at 
The sight of what her father did. 

[Marian, recovering; consciousness, descends, supported 
by Philip, toho brings her towards her father. 
Bob. [Restored to collectedness at sight of his daughter^ My 

Marian! 
Wolf. You see she swoons again. 
The sight of him recalls the deed of blood ! 
Rob. My Marian ! 
Wolf. Hold him fast ! 
Help Norris, while he takes him to his hut ; 
ril help you too ! 
Rob. Mv Marian! 
Wolf. She swoons 
Away a«iin. 

Rob. Let me go, friends ! — ^I'm innocent ! For the love 
Of Heaven, donM; drag me from mj child ! Fm innocent ! 
Marian ! My Marian ! My Manan ! 
Tm an old man, lads ! Use me gently ! No ! 
Don't drag me from my child !— -I'm innocent ! 
My Marian ! My Marian ! My Marian ! 

[They force Robert away, leaving Mabian supported 
by Philip. 

END OP ACT n. 



ACT III. 

SCENE l.—The inside of a Hut. 

BoBEET discovered pacing to and fro, 

Rob. A murderer ! — What — I, that sicken at 
The sight of blood, to do the deed of blood ! 
A murderer ! — ana with a hand as free 
From blood as an infant's ! — To be tried for it ! 
Condemn'd, perhaps, and executed !— I ! — 
That npver did it !— Then my branded name. 
That don't deserve the brand— and, worse than all, 
To leave it to my child — my Marian ! 
My fair young girl !— good ! — good ! — whom Heaven sent 
To save her father ; but he would not heed her — 
Tum'd a deaf ear unto an angel's lips, 
To listen to that devil, the greed oi pelf ! 
That was my crime, indeed— but only that. 
Some one has circumvented me, but who P 
Black Norris P Him or Wolf I sore suspect- 
But what's suspicion only P— Not a thread 
To bmd a man with ! 

2x2 
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EtUer NoKELis. 

Nor. Robert! 

Rob. Is it you. 
Black Norris P 

Nor. Yes, 'tis I— Black Norris, as 
You call me— come to cheer you. 

Rob. Well, Black Norris P 

Nor. I don't believe you did that murder. 

Rob. Nop 

Nor. Some one has got the better of you— laid 
A trap for you. and caught you— who— Heaven knows ! 
I say, 1 don't oelieve you guilty, but 
Appearances are all a^inst you — caught 
Stnpping the body, with the gold in your hand. 
And your knife sticking in the dead man's breast ! — 

Rob. Who stuck it there ? 

Nor. Why, how should I tell P 

Rob. [Catching hold of '^obsia!] Nay, 
Who stuck it there P 

Nor. Not L 
Nor any one I know '.—Take off thy hands. 
Old man! — I did not come to wrestle with thee; 
Wish'd I a game like that, I'd tackle to 
With tougher sinews '.—For another end 
I came — to tell thee 'tis my turn to watch. 
And hast thou goods to run, the coast is clear — 
Now, grip me by the throat. 

Rob. Forgive me, Norris. 

Nor. Forgive thee !— Fiddlesticks !— Offend me first. 
Then ask me to forgive thee. Here is gold 
For that they took away from thee. — Away ! 
Make straight for the east coast ! — Take snipping there, 
And where thou settlest, advertise me ! — Go ! — 

Rob. [Going, stops short. ^ My child ! 1 had forgot her — Seek 
her ! Seek 
And bring her to me ! I can't fly from death 
Without my child ! — I can't forsake my child ! 

Nor. ForssJce thy child ! — A stranger, now, to her 
Availeth more than thou. What are the dead 
Unto the living P — ^Nothing ! — Not the worth 
Of a wheaten straw— That helps to make a liffht ! 
You can make nothing of the dead ! — If you mirst — 
Hunger— go naked — suffer anything ; 
You may for them ! There's help in a live mouse 
More than a dead man ! — and what else art thouP 
Accused of that, the man that doeth which 
The law condemns to die. Escape the law — 
Aiid then talk of thy Marian. 

Rob. No more ; 
Thou madden'st me ! 

Nor. 1 tell thee what thou know'st 
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Must be '.—And, sooth to say, though a rough man, 
I've no desire to see thee die the death ! 
Who meets it bravest, but puts on a mask 
Which only proves the agony 'twould hide. 
When at the hangman's touch, the sweat-arop starts 
On the bold brow, so seeming calm ; and the wood 
!Flies to the heart, and leaves the valiant cheek, 
That would be thought to smile, without a drop 
To vouch for it ! 

Rob. ITiou harrow*st me, good Norris. 

Nor. Yet what I tell, thou know'st ! What must it be, 
When a reprieve, at the last point, has kill'd ! 
I knew a man who narrowly escaped. 
To think of what he told me, even now 
Makes me breathe thick, and from my crown to ray sole 
Sets my flesh tingling ; and all o'er my skin 
Spreads the chill, clammy, heavy dew of death ! — 
What at the sight of the huge, living mass 
Of human faces, all uptum'd, he felt 
As would a living man, suppose he lay 
Beside a corpse — ^for such, he said, he seem'd 
To be unto himself. How he began to freeze. 
To freeze at the heat of the sun, with thougnt of the grave ! 

How life 
Stared on him, yea, from lifeless things around him ! 
Fields, houses, walls, stones — yea, the grisly frame 
He stood on, his last footing-place in the world ! 
And he living a spectacle of death ! 
The process then — 

Rob. Leave off ! — ^I choke ! — ^I fly ! — 
The door is fast ! 

Nor. Thy fear hath shot the bolt ! — 
You see 'tis open ! 

Rob. [Taking his handkerchief from his neck."] Give my 
Marian this. 
And be a friend to her ! 

Nor. I will. 

Rob. My child ! 

Nor. Soon as the seas are cross'd, what hinders her 
Take ship, and follow thee P 

Rob. Thou'lt see to that ? 

Nor. I will. 

Rob. My blessmg on thee, Norris ! 

Nor. Nay! 

Rob. Thou'rt the preserver of my life— and all 
That makes it life to me ! As thou to me 
Art kind, may Heaven prove kind to thee ! Thy face 
Why dost thou turn away ? 

Nor. I do not like 
That any see me weep ! — ^I had as lief 
Be hang'd as thank'd ! My watch is nearly spent, 
A quarter of an hour ; and 'tis the span 
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In which thy coil of life doth lie. Make haste ! 
Why dost thou stand bewilder'd thus ? Look, Robert ! 
There is the door !— A minute more 'tis lock'd ! 
Choose on which side on't thou wilt then be found. 

Bob. I take thy proffer — ^Noiiis I 

Nor. If thou breathest 
Another word of thanks ! 

Bob. 1 won't !— You'll not 
Forget my child ? — You'll be a father to her P 
Swear thou wilt be a father to my child ! 

Nor, You note my hand is on the key ! 

Bob. Don't turn it ! 
I am gone ! — I fly ! — ^My Marian ! — ^My Marian ! [Bttshes out. 

Nor. il^ Marian! — An open window. Ay! 
Now a fast door. Who's there ? 

JFoff" [putsidei *T\s L 

Nor. mat,WolfP 

Enter Wolt. 

Come in ! He's off I— he's fled !— Art sorry, man? 
I'm not much prone to pity ; yet had as Uef 
A man that's innocent sDould escape as die. 

Wolf. That's innocent ! 

Nor. Thou fool ! Hast known me stiU 
Thy master in aU kinds of craftiness, 
Could buy and sell thee, and believest thou yet 
He murder'd him ? 

Wolf. Who did it then? 

Nor. By my troth. 
Thou hast no stomach for a deed of blood ! 
Thy own seems spill'd at only thought of one ! 
'Sdeath ! Is't a frost, man, that thy cheek 's so white. 
And that thou shiver'st so ? " Who did it then P " 
No one ! There's fire to warm thee ! Be thyself ! 

Wolf. The knife was taken from his breast. 

Nor. It was ! — 
What ails thy teeth to make them chatter so P 
Want'st meat, or drink, or sleep, or what P " The knife 
Was taken from his breast 1 " What then P The knife 
Found nothing there it could not find within 
A six weeks' buried corpse I Furies and death 1 
Believest me not P— or takest me for a ghost. 
Still gazing on me thus, with mouth agape P 
Listen ! Whilst he was gone to fetch his gear. 
Which he had left behind him on the reef. 
Soon as it served to draw the body in, 
I, who was all along upon the watch. 
Stole to the body, thereupon to leave 
Some mark of violence, — ^such as prates of hands. 
Found the wreck' d seaman, dead. [WoLf sha&es his kectd!] I 
tell thee, dead! 
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'Sdeath ! won't believe me still P Searching for something 

To serve my purpose— lo ! my hand by chance 

Lit on his kmfe, ne had dropped— on Robert's knife ! — 

When didst thou ffet the affue ? What a fit ! — 

I say by chance I lit on Robert's knife, 

Por which this hand of mine — ^not Robert's, as 

Thou thought'st— Thou dog-fish ! How I laugh at thee ! — 

Gave it the sheath wherein thou saw'st it sticking. 

Why, thou wilt shake thee out of joint ! What heeds 

A dead man's breast a knife, more than a pincushion 

A pin! 

nolf. [Stammering.'] The body! 

JVor. What of it ? . 
Is it tied to thee ? Art in the death-grip of 
The drowned man ? I would not think thee. Wolf, 
A chicken heart, yet never saw I man 
That look'd more like a coward ! Couldst thou see 
Thyself and look at me ! What of the body ? 
Did it rise up, and walk, or run, or caper. 
Or offer thee a hand to shake, or talk. 
Or troll a song to thee P What did the body 
To make thee marvel like a man demented P 
Tell me, that I may play the madman too 1 

Wolf. Pray Heaven thou go'st not mad in earnest ! 

Nor. Man! 
Wolf ! — Have a care ! — Don't take me for a child. 
Because thyself art one ! Thou wouldst not say 
That life was in the body ? — It was warm 
About, the heart ! [Aside.'] — Sit down, good Wolf, sit down; 
Recover thee a little. Tell thy tale 
Thy own way. For I see there's something — come — 
Go on — the body ? 

Wolf. I retum'd to it 
When thou and all the rest were gone, to search 
If yet a coin or two remain' d. 'Twas bleeding ! 
I thought it strange, for not a drop I saw. 
Follow' d, when out the knife I drew ; and I fancied 
Life must be in it still — and so it was ! 
I felt the heart beat slow and dull — ^mine own 
Methought would stop ! 

Nor. ICept the blood flowing still P 

Wolf. It did— more free- ; and as it flow'd, the heart 
Began more free to beat. 

Nor. It had been wrong 
To stop the blood. 

Wolf 1 didn't !— I only watch'd 
The heart, the beat of wfiich grew stronger still. 
Until methought the chest began to heave ; 
And so it did ! — and, presently, I heard 
A gurgling in the throat of the shipwreck'd man. 
And I began to freeze, expecting now 
To hear the body speak 
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Nor. DiditP 

Wolf. Almost ! 
A sound between a nrnrmnr and a moan. 

Nor. Was it repeated P 

Wolf. Yes ; but very faint. 

Nor. Any more ? 

Wolf. Yes ; fainter though, at every time ; 
And now the heart beat faint, and presently 
Came a slight shivering o'er the bodv— then 
A sigh— and nothing more — ^the soul had fled ! 

ifor. I thought Hwas over warm about the heart ! 

Wolf. Norris, say it not ! 

Nor. What did I say ? 
^ Wolf. You thought 'twas over warm about the heart. 

i Nor. Well ! — Of what value is a spark of life. 

More than a spark of any other thing ? 

Wolf. The body was thy father's ! 

Nor. Devil! — Imp 
Of Hell ! Unsay it, or thou diest, with 
A lie in thy throat ! 

Wolf. Were it my last breath, Norris, 
I speak the truth ! 

Nor. Who else has heard it from thee P 

Wolf. No one ! 

Nor. I am mad ! — ^No wonder if I am ! 
Wretch, hadst thou stopp'd the old man's blood — 

Wolf. He had Hved ! 
I thought thy interest 'twas, that he should die. 
I knew not tnen it was thy father. 

Nor. Devil! 
Whv had I anvthing to say to thee I 
Ana where's the body now P 

Wolf. I left it where 
I found it. 

Nor. Fool ! — Thou shouldst have carried it 
To the cliff, and cast it straight into the sea, 
Where ne'er the sand is dry. 

Wolf. Would not the sea 
Have thrown it up again P 

Nor. The sea P— The earth. 
Though it were buried in't ten fathom deep, 
Would throw it up again ! — Nothing can make 
A grave that's deep enough to keep it !— Cast 
A mountain on't, 'twould heave it off !— They'll know it 
When it is brought before the coroner ! 

Wolf. I have taken care of that. 

Nor. Mangled the features P 

Wolf. Yes! 

Nor. Savage! — 

Wolf For thy sake I did it ! 

Nor. True! 
Right ! — You did very right— and after all 
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What was it but a piece of clay P — ^Now, Wolf, 
Where wouldst thou be ? 

Wolf. Why, anywhere but here! 

Not. Wilt cross the sea ? — Thouhadst a hand, thou kno west. 
In the murder — Thou didst finish it — Thou letfst 
The old man die — ^he were not murder' d, else — 
Wilt cross the sea ? — I'll give thee gold enough 
To pay thy passage wheresoe'er thou'lt go. 
And set thee down there, as a man. — and more. 
If more thou want'st — Wilt cross tne sea ? 

Wolf. I will. ^ 

Nor. When wilt thou start P — To-morrow ? 

Wolf Yes. 

Nor. At dawn P 

Wolf At dawn !— 

Nor. That's good !— That's excellent !^'m much 
Beholden to thee. Wolf — Thou'rt a true friend — 
Go far— Go very far ! — The wider berth 
The better ! Stop not at a thousand miles — 
Or two— or three ! — Look, Wolf ! I have a jar 
Buried in the garden, full of treasure — Take it. 
And luck go with you ! — You will start to-morrow ? 
At dawn P — Take passage to a distant land, 
Will you not !— Thank you ! Thank you. Wolf ! I'll ne'er 
Forget you ! — ^never cease to be your friend ! \They go out. 



SCENE ll.—The inside ofRoherfs Cottage. 

Enter Marian. 

Mari. My father's house ! O would it were, indeed. 
My father's house, as I knew it !— once ! 
I were content to be a wrecker's child ! 
But now I have a feeling as I were 
The loathing of the roof that ^ave me birth ! 
The threshold, which from childhood, out and in 
I have pass'd — and how oft in blitnest mood ! — 
Seem'd as it said to me I had no right 
To cross it now— my room would shut me out ! 
The very bed I've slept in every night 
Eor eighteen vears, appear'd to say to me, 
" Lie on the noor ! "—and when in agony 
I threw myself upon the floor, I shrank, 
As that would spurn me too, and cry to me, 
" Thou art the daughter of a murderer ! "— 
Me, that when household use required the life 
Of a poor brainless bird, would run a mile 
To get some other hand to take it, nor 

Could even tlien look on ! But where is nature ? 

She has been scared away, but now returns. 
O my poor father ! — my luckless father ! 
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My hapless, puilty father ! — ^WiU the day 
Never more break ? — I only wait for it 
To seek for him, and comfort him, and tell him 
That I am still his child — ^his Marian ! 

Rob. [Rushing {71,1 My Marian! — ^What! Hold'st thou back 
from me P 

Mart. No. 

Rob. But thou dost! 

Mari. No !— No !— See there— I have thrown 
My arms around thy neck ! 

Rob. Yes ! — ^but you turn 
Your head away ! 

Mari. Is't tum'd away now ? 

Rob. No ! 
But where's the kiss, you never met me but 
You printed on my cheek P — 

Man. There! 

Rob. Humph !^ fear 
I have thrown away both time and risk — I came 
To seek my daughter— but she is not here ! — 
She has gone from me ! — deserted me ! — ^I have lost her ! 

Mari. No ! — No ! — 

Rob. You know her ? — ^fetch me her ! — make haste ! 

Mari. She's here ! 

Rob. She's not !— She's anvwhere but here ! 
And I am here at peril of my life. 
To see her for a minute ere I go 
Perhaps for ever from her. 

Mari. Oh ! my father ! 
I am indeed thy child I — Thy Marian ! 

Rob. These tears are somethino: like her— I begin 
To think that thou'rt my child— Thou art my child ! 
Thou hast heard it P 

Mari. Yes! 

Rob. What ponderous thing is "Yes," 
To take a sigh like that to heave it off? 

Mari. Thou art in danger. 

Rob. Great !— To-morrow, may be, 
A dimgeon ! there, most certainly the dock ! — 
There, in all likelihood, the gibbet ! but 
I have a chance — that chance is now ! — 'Tis little ! 
And, every moment that I lose, grows less ! 
But I'm content it should go all ! — ay, all ! 
If I have lost one fraction of my child 
That 's due to me— go all — and let it go ! 

Mari. I am all thy own — Thy own hand not thy own 
More than thy Marian !— Thou'rt in flight !— We'll fly 
Together ! 

Rob. [Re-assured^ No, but thou shalt follow me, 
And speedily !— Think kindly of Black Norris ! — 
He set me free — He'll be a friend to thee — 
He fumish'd me with means of flight. 



THE DAUGHTER. 427 

Mari. With means ? 

[Marian goes out, and returns with a little purse. 
Here, father, here ! 

Rob. Part of thy little store ? 

Mari. The rest 's at sea. To have it with me, now. 
Though it might grow to millions where 'tis gone, 
rd miss the mighty gain ! 

Rob. And thou, my child ? 

Mari. I have hands !— There's Heaven ! — father ! 

Rob. Dost thou think 
Thy father ffuilty ? 

Mart. I think nothing, now; 
Except that thou'rt in danger. 

Rob. Marian, 
I no more did the deed 

Mari. They will be here. 
And then thou art lost ! 

Rob. Thou dost not think me guilty ? 

Mari. What matter what thy Marian thinks, when death 
Pursues thee and thou lingerest here, and not 
One moment am I certain but the next 
It may overtake thee — here ! — ^in thy own house ! 
That's now no shelter for thee— here ! — before 
Thy Marian's eyes, that cannot help thee ! — Fly ! 
Thy life perhaps may pay for the next breath 
Thou drawest here! — ^The thought distracts me ! — ^Fly ! 

Rob. It cannot be thou think'st me guilty ? 

Man. Fly ! 
Terror will take away my senses— Ply ! 

Rob. I do begin to doubt thou think'st me guilty ? 

Mari. father, fly ! 

Rob. I am innocent ! 

Man. 'Tis well ! 

Rob. It is not well — I am innocent ! I'll swear it ! 

Mari. Thou need'st not, father— Don't !— Ply !— Plv !— 

Rob. By [Raising his hand towards heaven. 

Mari. Stop ! ^ \Preventina him. 

Rob. Thou think'st me guilty! — Spare thy kmdness— There, 
Perish thy coin ! I will not use it !— fly ! 
Do anythmg to save my life ! — If it goes. 
It may go !— Here I'll sit !— E'en here !— Ay here ! — 
Here in the cottage thou wast bom in, nursed. 
Brought up in— till thou'rt eighteen years, and now 
Tell'st thine own father he's a murderer ! 
Here I'll wait for them— Let them come and take me ! 
Take me before thine eyes 1 — imprison me ! 
Try me, and hang me ! I'll not turn my hand 
To save my life ! Since my own child, that knows me. 
Believes me guilty. I am guilty ! — Yes ! 
Let all the world beside believe me so. 

Amb. [withouf]. What hoa ! 

Rob. They come! 



428 THE DAU6HTEB. 

Man. Fly by the other door ! [Knocking at thai door. 

Bob, You hear P It is beset ! 

Mart. Hide somewhere ! 

Eob. Where? 
Th^'ll search the house I^Were there a hundred doors 
Ana all were free — were there a cavern, where 
No foot could follow me — I would sit here 
And let them take me ! 

Amb. Robert! 

Bob. [Opens the door.'] Here ! — Come in ! 

[Aii£BBX)S£ and others enter. 

Mart. For mercy's sake ! 

Bob. For no sake ! — Here I am : 
Take me ! 

Mart. My father! 

Bob. I am guilty ! 

Mart. Nay ! 

Bob. She says I am — ^take me away ! 

Mart. ! stay ! 
Don't take him yet ! — Good friends ! — ^You are neighbours ! — 

Don't ! 
Don't take away my father !— Leave him with me ! — 
Pray — Pray don't take him ! 

Bob. I am guilty — Take me ! 
I am guilty ! — ^Ask my child — ^my Marian ! 

Mart. Don't !— Don't ! — Stay! Mercy! Mercy!— my 
father ! [They go out. 

END OF ACT III. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE 1.—A JTaiting-room. 

Enter Ambrose and Philip. 

Amb. He is committed, and I pity him ! 
To be condemn'd upon the evidence 
Of his own daughter ! " 'Tis unnatural 
To take away the life that gave us ours ! 
This comes of learning ! — Had it been a child 
Of yours, or mine, what heed would she have taken 
Of a false oath, to save her father's life ? 
Her mother was a sort of lady — ay,' 
The daughter of a broken gentleman, 
Took up liis quarters in the cottage, while 
Old Uooert's father lived. They fell in love. 
And at the father's death, they married. 

Phil. So 
Fair Marian's lady breeding. 
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Amh. Even so 
She. as her mother used before, it seems. 
Still quarrels with the freedom that we take 
With dead men's gear ; and to the beach must needs 
Follow her father — She had better far 
Have sought her death, for what a curse must life 
Be to her now ! Was it not strange she fainted 
Soon as her evidence was done, and yet 
Could give that evidence ! 

Phil. Here comes old Bx)bert. 

Enter E.OBEBT between two constables, followed by men and 
women. — ^Nokbis in the back-abound. 

Bob. I am innocent ! I am murder'd ! My own child 
Has sworn my life away 1 My Marian ! 
Falsely — most falsely ! — ^When they tiy me, 'tis 
By her I die ; not by the judge — the jury, 
Or any one but her f She gives the veraict ! — 
Passes the sentence ! — ^puts my limbs in irons ! — 
Casts me into my dungeon ! — drags me thence 
To the scaffold ! — is my executioner ! 
Does all that puts her father in his grave 
Before his time ! — Her father, good to her, 
Whate'er he was to others — Oh ! to have died 
By any evidence but mine own child's ! 
Take me to prison. 

First Constable. We are waiting for 
The order of committal. 

Marl. [Rushing in!] nay father ! 

Rob. Thy father? — Am Iso?— I i)rithee, girl. 
Call me that name again ! It is a thing 
Too strange to be believed ! 

Mari. W hat, father ? 

Rob. What? 
Why, to be father to so good a child ! 

Mari. So good a child ? 

Rob. So good a child ! I say it 
A^ain ! — So good a child I — Come, look at me ! 
Give me thy hand !— the other one, and look 
Full in my face ! — ^And fix thine eyes on mine ! — 
As I do live, thou canst ! — And yet canst lie 
To call me father ! — ^Thou'rt no child of mine ! 

[Casts her from him, she falls on her knees. 

Mari My father! 

Rob. Up ! or I will trample on thee ! 
Fasten mv hands in thy daric silken hair. 
And lift tnee up by it, and fling thee from me ! 
Who gave thee those fine locks ? 

Man. Thou! Thou! 

Rob. Who gave thee 
Those hands thou clasp'st to me P 

Mari. Thou! 
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Rob. I!— Indeed!, 
And the rest of thy limbs P — ^Thy body ? and the tongue — 
That murder'd me — Owest everything to me ? 

Mart. I do ! — indeed I do ! 

Rob. Indeed ! Indeed ! 
Thou Kest ! Thou wast never child of mine ! 
No ! — ^No ! — ^I never carried thee up and down 
The beach in mv arms many and many a day, 
To strengthen thee, when thou wast sickly ! — No \ 
I never brought thee from the market-town. 
Whene'er I went to it, a pocket-load 
Of children's gear ! — No ! — No ! — I never was 
Your playfellow that ne'er fell out with you, 
Whate'er you did to him ! — No ! — Never ! Nor 
When fever came into the village, and 
Fix'd its fell gripe on you, I never watch'd 
Ten days and nights runnmg, beside your bed. 
Living, I know not how, for sleep I took not, 
And harcQy food ! And since your mother died 

Mart. Tnou'lt kill me, father ! 

Rob. Since your mother died, 
I have not been a mother and a father 
Both— both to thee ! 

Mart. Oh! spare me! 

Rob. I was never 
Anvthing to thee ! — Call me father!— why 
A fathers life is wrapp'd up in his child ! 
Was mine wrapp'd up in thee ? — Thou knoVst 'twas not ! — 
How durst thou call me father ? — ^fasten upon me ! — 
That never gave thee proof, sign, anything 
Of recognition that thou wast my child ! 
Strain'dthee to my heart by the hour !— ^parting thy hair 
And smoothing it, and calling thee all thmgs 
That fondness, idolizing, thinks upon 
To speak its yearning love ! — core of my heart ! 
I never was a father to thee, so 
Don't call me father ! Thou'rt no child of mine ! 

Mart. I am ! — I am ! — ^Don't say I'm not thy child ! 
The child to whom thou didst all this and more. 

Rob. Thou stood'st not then, just now, in the witness-box. 
Before the justice in that justice-room. 
And sworest my life away. 

Mart. Where thou dost say, 
I stood ! — ^What thou dost say, I did !— and yet. 
Not in those hours thou namest of fond endearment. 
Felt, as I felt it then, thou wast my father ! 

Rob. Well ! — ^Justify it— Prove tnee in the right — 
Make it a lawful thing — a natural thing — 
The act of a child ! — ^a good child — a true child ! 
An onlv one !— one parent in the grave. 
The otner left — that other, a fondfather — 
A fond, old^ doating, idolizing father ! 
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Approve it such an act, in such a child. 
To slay that father ! Come ! 

Mari. An oath ! — an oath ! 

Rob. Thy father's life ! 

Man. Tny daughter's soul ! 

Rob. 'Twere well 
Thy lips had then a little of the thing 
The heart had over much of ! 

Man. What ? 

Rob. Stone!— Rock! 
They never should have open'd ! 

Mari. Silence had 
Condemn'd thee equally. 

Rob. But not the breath 
Mine own life ^ave ! 

Mari. I felt in the justice-room 
As if the final judgment-day were come, 
And not a hiding-place mj heart could find 
To screen a thought or wish ; but every one 
Stood naked 'fore the judge, as, now, my face 
Stands before you ! 1 could not, in nis presence. 
Deny the thing he knew — the thing he knew. 
Was also known to me ! I could not take. 
And in his face, his holy name in vain ! 
Nor could I hold my peace ; a stronger will 
Than mine, than yours, than all the world's, compell'd 
Mv lips to open ! — I lost thought, that moment, 
of everything — friends, lover, father, all ! — 
I nothing sa,w but that all-seeing eye 
Bent searchingly on mine — though now I see 
Nothing but my father ! 

[She rushes towards him, and throws her arms round 
his neck, 

Rob. Hold off !— thou adder I 
Sting me, and think to coil about me still 
With thy loathsome folds ! Think I will suffer thee ! 
Not grasp thee ! — pluck thee from me ! — dash thee to 
The earth ! 

Mari. Oh! no! 

Rob. Unloose thy coil ! — my flesh 
Creeps at the touch of thee ! Let go thy hold. 
Or I will do some violence to thee ! 

Mari. Do! 

Rob. Strike thee! 

Mari. Do ! — Dead ! — ^Dead ! — ^*Twere merciful. 

Rob. No : suffer thee to live, that thou mayst see 
My execution. 

Mari. Is it thy child 
Thou speakest to ! 

Rob. Let go, or I will curse thee! 

Mari. Do! so thou sufferest me to cling to thee. 
You cannot think I swore it with my will 1 



432 THE DAT76IITEB. 

That I— thy child— thy Maiian— all my life 

Good to thee — ^was I not P — and lovinff thee ! — 

Did I not ?— O you cannot think that I, 

Who would suffer torture— death — ^ten thousand deaths^ 

To save thy life— would swear thy life away 

Willingly P willingly ?— Oh ! in my heavy strait— 

To be an instrument of justice 'gainst thee — 

That makes me wish — and I do wish it — ^thou 

Hadst never riven me being '.—bear not thus 

XJnsufferably hard upon thy child! — 

Thy child as ever ! Whatsoe'er she did ! 

Whatsoever thou hast done ! — ^That loves thee — dotes 

Upon thee ! honours ! — ^idolizes thee. 

As e'er did child her father ! 

Rob. Let me go ! 
Or sure as I'm a living murder'd man — 
Murder'd by thee ; — ^I'll curse thee ! — ^let me go ! — 

Third Bailiff enters mth a paper, which he give* to the First 

Third Bailiff, The order of committal ! 

Mari. [To Bailiff.] Stop !— a minute ! 

Rob. Or loose thy hold, or bide my curse ! 

Mari. My mother ! 
That is in her ffrave— who gave me to thee— gave me. 
When she had oless'd me on her death-bed, saying, 
"Be mother, now, and father to our child !" — 
For her sake, father \ Am I not by her 
Enough an orphan '.—would I, think you, would I 
Be more an orphan than I am P 

Rob. Awavf 

Mari. Both— both my parents lose P 

Rob. May 

Mari. [Shrieks^ Don't curse me — but I cannot let thee 
go ! — [They go out, Majiian clinging to her father, 

Norris. [Coming forward^ Hold on, old Eobert ! 
That's the mood ! Hold on ! 

Rail at her ! Spurn her ! Curse her ! Drive her mad ! 
The more she's fit for me. Use thy own flesh 
Like carrion ! Foot it from thee ! Loathe it I I'm 
The bird will banquet on't ! — ^A father's blood 
Must not be shed — although unwittingly — 
For nothing ! — That's the price which 1 have paid 
For her dark hair, white skin, and shapely limbs ; 
Her lady face ana fairly rounded form ! 
And I will have them ;— nor do I prize them less 
Because her heart would give them to another 1 
That is the feast of hate, to taste the joy 
That's purchased at the cost of those we loathe ! 
And, now, to end the game successfully, 
The close of which I pant for more and more. 
The nearer that it draws ! She must be mine ! 
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'Tis well I kept aloof. I risk no blame 

For not disclosing what I was not ask'd 

To tell. And what my tale ? I saw old Robert 

Dragging the body in. Well, what comes next ? 

/ saw him leave it ; and^ to put a trick 

Upon the old man, just tn sport, although 

ril own 'twas somewhat devilish in me, took 

Occasion of his absence, found his knife, 

And, knowing that the man was dead^stone dead — 

Stuck it, and left it where they saw it. This 

I'll swear, and who can contradict me ? Wolf 

Is far away ! Thus, that he lives or dies 

Depends on me— on Marian, the choice 

To save or sacrifice her father's life. 

One only bar remains — ^her love for Edward. 

And that I've taken care to manage— spread 

Report his vessel founder*d in that storm. 

And he and all went down. I managed this 

In the village where I skulk* d. 'Twill soon be here. 

And then for Marian. Madden'd as she is^ 

Her lover fancied drown'd, her father's life 

In jeopardy ; she's certain to consent. 

Then, my confession, when the prison doors 

Will ope to him, ana Marian's arms to me ! 

Enter Stepken. 

Whither so fast, good Stephen ? 

Ste. TVhere is my master P 

Nor. Fast in prison ! 

Ste. Where 
His daughter ? ^ 

Nor. Thou hast news, — and it is bad ! 

Ste. It is ! — ^Young Edward's ship is cast away 
IJpon the coast of Irance, and all the crew, 
'15^, said, have perish'd ! 
t Nor. Know'st thou what thou say'st P 

Ste. As thou that hear'st me say it ! 

Nor. All the crew ? 

Ste. M\.\ 

Nor. And thou art in search of Marian 
To tell her this P 

Ste. I am ! 

Nor. I'll bring thee to her. 
Stephen, I wonder at thy news !— The news 
Which i myself have spread ! [Aside^ I'll bring thee to her. 

[They go out. 

• SCENE Tl.—The Outside qf a Prison. 
Marian before the gate, half-reclining on the ground. 

Mari. Here is my death-bed. Here I'll stretch myself 

2 p 
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And die ! I feel it ! I am sure 

I am about to die. I could have borne 

The shame of the misdeed that was not mine — 

Submitted to it, as the will of Heaven, 

Incurring which I had not broke its will — 

But that the tie of nature should have snapp'd 

Along with that of reverence for Heaven — 

Tliat where I found all love— ^all safeguard, once — 

1 tind all loathing — all desertion now ! — 

Tliat is too hard to bear ! No kind of shame • 

That ever made the cheek to redden, while 

The heart was free, had made me shrink from him — 

I would have cleaved to him amid the lightnings 

Of blasting looks, and voices, thundering scorns ! — 

Shared the dark penance of his dungeon with him ! 

Walk'd with him to the place of execution ! 

Mounted it, step by step, along with him ! 

And- all around him lowering, shone upon him 

Till nis last look, with reverence and love ! 

Tliey shall not shut me from his prison ! — Have 

TC9 right ! I am his child ! They should not heed 

His anger 'gainst me which they do not share. 

But I must bear alone ! How nigh soe'er 

The surf doth run ! They shaQ not keep me out ! 

Within ! within ! — ^Who minds the gate r 

e 

Enter Jailer. 

Jailer, What want you P 

Mari. Admittance to my father ! 

Jailer, 'I'is forbid ! 

Mari. Open the door a little.— Do, good sir, 
And let me speak with you — give me but a chink, 
I'll pass through it ! \Aside7\ 

[Jailer opens the gate, she tries to pass it, hut is pre- 
ventea. They advance struggling. 

Jailer. What mean you ? Are vou mad ? 

Mari. I am ! The tury all, without the trance 
That makes it bearable ! The horror of 
The dream, without the sleep ! Do you know aught 
About the ties of nature ? Have you look'd 
Upon a living father, mother, brother. 
Or sister — or upon a living cnild 
niat was y9ur own ? I have a living father, 
And he's within that prison — and I am here 
His living child, and yearn to go to him ! 
And you say I caimot ! Can you say it ? Will you ? 
Do you? You do not! Cannot! Will not! Oil, 
Admit me to my father ! 

Jailer. What's the use ? 
He'll only drive thee from him ! 

Mari. Let me in, 
I'll find the use ! Oh ! do you think his heart 
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Could tum to stone, in a moment ? Harden so 
To the very core, and 'gainst his only child ? 
Admit me, and you'll see it still is flesh ; 
All flesh — all beating flesh, and at the core. 
Its inmost — ^tenderest — ^warmest part — ^his child ! 

Jailer. Poor ^1 ! 

Mari. You pity me !— Oh ! show me pity then — 
The act it prompts ! — without which, spite of all 
Its melting looks and tones, its sighs and tears, 
"lis useless as a very beggar, who^ 
Gives all things but the needed thing— relief ! 
You say " Poor girl ! " — and you say true ! To be 
An orphan ! — to oe friendless ! — shelterless ! 
To go in rags, and they in tatters ! Hang 
!Prom mom till mom — from week's end unto week's end, 
'Twixt sustenance and starvation ! — all of these. 
Together^ but a little sprinkling make 
Of suffermg, to the torrent hurl'd on me ! 
I can't stand under it much longer. — Now ! 
My reason totters ! — ^reels ! Another moment 
I'm a lunatic — save me from the jacket, 
The straw — ^the whip — the chain — open the door ! 
Admit me to my father ! 

Jailer. It is hard 
To have no option but the act of duty, 
When the heart bleeds, and duty fain must let it. 
Poor girl ! Though I consort with stone and iron, 
My heart partakes not, so, of their condition. 
That I can see and hear thee with such eyes 
And ears, as walls and bars on misery turn ! 
Thou must endure— and Heaven support thee under it ! 
All are denied admittance to his cell. 
And thou, I grieve to say it, chief of all ! [Going. 

Mari. [Stopping him.'] Stay! Let me stop at the door of 
his cell ! — at the end 
Of the passage that leads to it !— in the court on which 
The i)assage opens ! — on the stairs ! — anywhere 
Within the prison ! — so that I may be 
Under one roof with him ! Let me stop with you 
At the gate ! 

Jailer. It may not be. ^ 

Mari. Show me the window of 
His cell !— Is it that ?— or that ? — ^which is it ? 

Jailer. Neither. 

Mari. Is it that then P 

Jailer. 'Tis not in this quarter of 
The prison. 

Mari. Which quarter, then? 

Jailer. I may not tell thee. 
Don't stop me, girl ! I can't stay longer with thee ! 
Thou quite unmann'st me !^ 

Mari. Leave the door ajar — 

2 p 2 
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A moment ! Let me look into the prison ! [He shuts the door. 

Go ! — Thou dost weep indeed !— but 'tis pretence. 

Thou art no better than the crating bolt 

That at thy will is shot, and nolds the door ! 

I am helpless — hopeless ! — ^Would 1 were the bolt, 

Door — ^walls — bars — anything but what I am ! 

And I have put him there ;— and if be dies, 

I hang him ! Who are these that look at me, 

As they would strike me dead ? I couldn't help it ! 

My mother train'd me in the fear of God ! 

I was forced to do it ! Just as well might ye blame 

A rock to split, when riven by the lightning, 

As my lips to part, when in the name of Heaven 

The justice bade tnem ope and speak the truth ! 

I am innocent ! — don't spurn me — 1 am innocent ! 

[Eetreats to the wall, and supports herself against it. 

Ewter NoBRis and Stephen. 

Nor. There ! — ^Up to her ! — ^Accost her !— Tell your news ! 
What ! is it loathing that I feel for her. 
Not love ? It pleasures me to see her thus ! 
Except for her I had not done it ! That 
Is rankling at my heart — sets it in storm ! 
I'm all for havoc ! He should die — but then 
It were another murder on my soul ! 
And I should lose the prize I've paid so much for ! 

Ste. Marian! 

Mari. Well, Stephen ! What of miserv more ? 
Por sure it is your errand, by your looks ! 
Tell me ! You can add nothing to the cup 
Already that o'erflows ! Is it of Edward ? 
Is he dead ? 

Ste. He is ! Drown'd on the coast of France. 

Mari. I hear it— and I do not shed a tear! 
Nor feel the want to weep ! I welcome it ! 
'Tis ^ood news ! He has left a world of woe 
To hun — ^to him — ^for what is woe to me. 
Were woe to him ! Would I a heart I love. 
As I love his, should feel the blight mine feels P 
Would I put adders where I could not bear 
To have an insect sting ? 'Tis well he's dead ! 
The friends he leaves, should put on hoKday, 
Not mourning clothes for him ! His passing bell 
Should ring a peal, and not a knell ! 'Tis best 
It is as it is. His welcome home had been 
" Heaven help you ! " — ^not " Heaven bless you ! " — ^Well, he's 

How was he drown'd ? 

Ste. His ship, they say, went down 
With all the crew. 

Mart. With all the crew ! He lies 
In a watery grave ! How fresh he look'd the day 
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He went ! What hope was in his eye, whose fire 

You would have thought would ne'er go out ? He seem'd 

In speed to meet ^ood fortune as a friend 

Already come in sight !-;^I see him now 

Stepping with gallant air into the boat. 

Ana looking at the sea. as 'twere a thing 

Stable as the sohd eartn ! — My sailor lad ! 

Young, comely, manly, good, and fond of me ! 

I little thought the look would be my last 

Which promised I should see thee soon again. 

Thou diest in good time — 'Tis years of woes 

Saved by a minute's pang ! I thought just now 

I was past weeping ! I did love him ! — love him 

With all my will ! — no portion of my heart 

But what was given to hin> — no portion on't 

I ever wish'd were back ! 

Nor, Now is my time! 
Marian ! 

Mart. What ! more ? — ^Is there more misery ? 
There's nothing left but death— I do not count 
Death misery ! 

Nor. I come to talk to thee 
Of life, not death ! 

Mari. Where is it ?— show it me ! 
Life is the opposite of death — a thing 
To be preferr'd to it '.—show me that life ! — 
Por if thou mean'st such life as now I see, 
I had rather die than live ! 

Nor. I love thee, Marian ! 

Mart. Does any one love Marian ? 

Nor. I repeat 
I love thee, Marian, wilt thou marry me ? 

Mari. Marry thee ?— Yes ; when thev put on for me 
My wedding clothes — ^my shroud ! — and lay me in 
My bridal bed— my grave !— Then I'll be wife 
To thee or any one ! 

Nar. What wouldst thou do 
To save thy father's life ? 

Mari. Aiiything! 

Nor. What 
To have it proved that he is innocent ? 

Mari. Anything ! — pav the felon's penalty 
Myself '.—Abide the gibbet !— Marry thee 
Now ! — ^now ! — ^If now thou couldst heave off for me 
That mountain on my heart — my father's plight ! 
That, heavier on my soul— my father's sin I 
This didst thou do— and stood my lover there. 
Of whom to say, that, in his grave, he's dearer 
Than he was, ever, when in life to me, 
Is to say truth— I'd give to thee 9iy hand ! 

Nor. I take it ! — 
What ! draw'st thou back ? . • • 
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A moment ! Let me look into the prison ! [Be ihutt the door, 

(in !— Tliou dnst weep indeed !— but 'lis pretence. 

Thou art no better Iban the aralinjr bolt 

That at thy will ia shot, and holds the door! 

1 am helpless— hopeless !— Would I were the bolt. 

Door — walla— bars— anything hut what I am ! 

And I have put him there ; — and if he dies, 

I hanjt him ! '\Vho are tliese that look at me, 

As they would strike me dead ? 1 rooldn't help it ! 

M; mother train'd me in the fear of God ! 

1 was forced to do it ! Just as well might ye blame 

A rock to split, when riven bv the Uglitninjr, 



n innocent !— don't spurn me— I am innocent '. 

[Belrtati to th« Kail, and svpporlt htrulf agaimt it. 
Enter Nobais attd Stefkev. 

Sor. There !— ^Up to her ! — Accost her !— Tell jour news ! 
What ! ia it loathing that I feel for her, 
Not love ? It pleasures me to see her thus ! 
Eiccpt for her I had not done it ! That 
Is rankliug at ray heart — sets it in storm ! 
I'm all for havoc ! He should die— but then 
It were another murder on my soul ! 
And I should lose the prize 1 ve paid so much fori 

Ste. Marian ! 

Man. Well, Stephen! What of miserr morep 
Tor sura it ia jour errand, by your looks ! 
Tell me I You can add nothing to the cup 
Already that o'erftows ! Is it of Edwaia ? 
labedeadF 

Ste. He is ! Drown'd on the coast of France. 

Mari. 1 hear it— and I do not shed a tear ! 
Hot feel the aant to weep ! I welcome it I 
■"■ ' 'He has left a world of woe 



To him — to him— for what is woe to me, 

Were woe to him I Would I a heart I lov 

As I love his, shoi 

Would I put adde 

To have an insect 

The friends he lea 

Not mourning do 

Should ring a pea 

It is as it is. His 

" Heaven help joi 

How was he drow 

Ste. His ship, t 
With all the crew 

Mari. With all 
Id a waterj grave 
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He weut ! Wliat hope was in hi> ™. -a . 
You would have thought itmJd w^iT*.^ 
In speed to meet good fortune is a frSi?" ^"tii 
Already come in sight !-I s«e him dot 
Steppms ,with gallant w iito the boa 
And lookmg at the sea, as 'twere » il^„ 

YounSjComeij, manly, good, and fiWTf' , 
I little thought the \^iZmtZt^' 
Which promised I should aee thpc dz^ ■ 
Thou diest in good time-"fi3 jea^J^ 
Saved by a minute's pOTSf! IftooAtw' 
1 was past weeping! IiiiJloveS'f "»* 
With a my wfll i-uo portion S L'f ^ 
But what was elTen to iiun— no nnii;, 
I ever wiah'd were back r """"^Wt 

Nor. Now is my time ! 
Marian! 

Mari. What! more?— la tWn™, ■ 
There's nothii^ left but death-lffi^l? 
Peath misery! ""««iii 

Nor. I come to talk to thee 
Of life, not death ! 

Mari. Where is it?— show it me I 
Life is the opposite of death— a tW 
To be prefer/d to it !-show atuS^ 
Tor if thou mean'st such Me as no, ]~'~ 
I had rather die than hve ! ' "^ 

Nor. I love thee, Marian! 

Mari. Does any one love Marian' 

Nor. I repeat 
I love thee, Manan, wilt thou martj ^t 

Mari. Marry thee?— Yes; whfntW' 
My wedding clothes— my shroud! J J^ IS,. 
My bridal hed-my grave !-ThfflVuJ^J,«i* 
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A mommt ! Let me look into the prison ! [Be liult lie dmir. 
Go ! — Tliou dost Tcep indeed ! — but 'lia pretence. 
Thou art no belter than the graliiiR bolt 
That at th}' «dl is shot, and holds Ihe doorl 
1 am helpless— hopeless 1— Would I were the bolt. 
Door — walls— ban — anything but what I am ! 
And I have put him there ;— and if he dies, 
I hnns hbi f ^Vho are these that look at me. 
As Ibey would strike me dead F I rouldn't heln it ! 
Mf niothrr train' 
1 was foreed to d 
A rock to split, v 
As my lips to pai 
The justice bade 
I un innocent !— 
\JUlrt 



Except for her 1 
Is rankling at m} 
I'm all for havoc 
It were another t 
Ajid I should losi 

Ste. Marian ! 

Man. Well, Si 
For sure it is joi 
TeUme! You ca 
Already that o'er 
la he cfead P 

Stt. He is ! I 

Mari. I hear it 
Nor feel the wan. 
Tis pood news ! 
To hmi— to him- 
Were woe to him 
Aa I love his, she 
Would I put add 
To have an insect 
The friends he le 
Not mourning oli 
Should ring a pei 
It is as it is. Hi 
" Heaven help jc 

How was he droi 

S(e. His ship, 
With all the cre^ 

Mari. With al 
In a watery gravi 



He went ! What hope was in hii rv- ■!. , 
You would have IhouSt woddt'^r ia^^n 
In speed to meet good fortune as iMenA' ^^Uli 
Already come in sight l-I see him m» 
Steppmff with gallant air into the host. 
And lookup at tlie sea, as 'twere itbin 
Stable as the sohd earth !— My sailory \ 
Youn?, comely, manly, good, aniWi^* . 
I Uttle thought the look would Kii™'' 
Which promised I should see thep ^^^ ■ 
Thou di^st in.good time-'Tis S7S^ 
Saved by a minute's pang i tto^ ^ ^ 
I was past weeping ! I rfjd ote hiT T °?* 
With aU my will !-no portion of m w'^ ^ 
But what was given to him— .no nnrti!^, 
I ever wish'd were back! ""P^Wiioo't 

Nor, Mow is my time ! 
Marian! 

Mari. What! more ?— Is there mnx, ■ 
There's nothing left but death-1 &'*''■ 
Death misery! ""wtwum 

jfor, I come to talk fo thee 
Of life, not death ! _ 

Mori, Where is it P— show it me i 
Life is the opposite of death— a li 
To be preferr'd to it !— show me Oa/ l«^i 
For if thou mean'st such life as noTl^ 
I had rather die than hve ! '**> 

JViw. I love thee, Marian! 

Mari. Does any one lore Marisn* 

Not. I repeat 
I love thee, Marian, wilt thomnatrriB.i 

Man. M^rrvthee?-Yes; S?"' 
My wedding clothes— my a!iroud!-3|'*'»«li(t. 
My bridal bed— my grave l-Tiieuffl^'Wii ' 
To thee or any one! ""*»ift 

Nor. What wouldst thoa do 
To save thy father's life ? 

Mari. Anytlii°s' 

Not. What 
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Edw. Then where's the harm ? 

Mari. Where ? — even-where ! — ^The sun 
Has tum'd to ice ! — There is a haze in the sky. 
Chilly and thick, that ne'er will clear away ! 
The earth is witner'd grass, leaves, flowers, and all ! 
AVomen and men are changed^ all cheer and comfort 
Departed from their faces ana their tongues. 
To me ! — ^for thou that madest all these to me 
Art lost ! — 

Edto. Km I not faithful to thee still ? 

Mari, Thou art, and I am faithful still to thee ! 
But!— 

Edw. What? 

Mari. Oh, father ! 

Rob, Well thou mayst reproach me ! 

Mari, No !— no ! I don't reproach thee ; tell it him — 
Stop ! he will know it soon enough — He's here ! 

Enter Nokris and others, dressed as for a Wedding. 

Nor. Marian '.—What ! Edward living !— Edward here ! 

Edw. It dawns upon me ! Dawns ? — 'Tis open day I — 
A stormy one, the sky all hlack, the sea 
All foam, aU things portending shipwreck ! shipwreck 
Already come ! binnacle wash'd awav ! 
Hudder unshipp'd ! not a mast standing ! nothing 
But the hull ! the lonesome, melancholy huU ! 
With mountains breaking over it ! — She's changed ! 
She's false ! she's lost ! I live, and she is lost ! 

Nor. Come! 

Edw. Will she go to him before my face ? 
She will 1— She does ! — Will she go forth with him ? 
Go forth with him to church, and leave me here ? 
She's gone ! — Come death ! Well ! I'm ashore again — 
That which I long*d for every hour in the day ! 
Every minute ! — rra/d for ! dreamt upon ! lived upon ! — 
More than on food or drink, with hope to get it, 
I have got at last ! — I am on shore again ! 
Better be at the bottom of the sea ! 
What's to be done ? — Can anythina: be done ? — 
My destiny 's too hard to bear, and yet 
I must bear it ! — To be mad ! to be mad ! — 
How can my senses stand it ? — What are they made of? 
Why don't they go to pieces ? — ^Not one plank 
Holding by another ! All toss'd here and there 
In splinters ! — Splinters ! — Come, there's comfort in 
The knowledge of the cause that wreck' d the ship. 
That I will force from her, and then I'll leave her — 
Leave everything ! — ^Leave her, leave everything ! {Goes out. 
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SCENE THE LAST.— Ti^ outside of a Church. 

Enter Clergyman, Norkis, Marian, Robert, ar^ others. 

Clergyman. These nuptials are not things of lucky omen. 

Nor. I pay no heed to omens ! 

Clergyman. Marriage is 
A holiday — a day of gladness, though 
We drop a tear m't ! — Bright looks are its favours ! 
Lightness of gait, and ease of carriage, are 
Its proper dress ! — This maid has none of them 1 

Nor. She weds of her free will 

Clergyman. You are the bridegroom ? 

Nor. There stands her father — question him ! 

Clergyman. Methinks 
You look not like a bridegroom ; no, nor speak ! 
There's sullenness upon your brow and tongue. 
Care at the heart's core, if not something worse ! 
His marriage-day is still the merriest 
A lover keeps. It is his harvest-home, 
When blights, and winds, and autumn floods are 'scaped. 
And all the venture of his tillage housed 
With song and dance and thankful merry-making. 
*Tis strange ! but it is your affair, not nunc. 
You are her father ! — Gives the maid her hand 
Of her free will ? 

Rob. She does; against her choice. 
She gives her hand, although it breaks her heart ! 
Your RevercDce must have heard, he holds her promise 
His price for service render'd unto me. 
By which her hand she gives, disjoining it 
From her heart, long given to another. ^ Tears, 
Entreaties, prayers, all means I have tried^ to shake 
His ftubbom purposes, and to pity bend him — 
All thrown away ! Yet have resolves the strongest 
Given way. at last ; perhaps the hour, the place. 
Thy sacrea presence, these perhaps may give 
A sway to that was powerless betore ! 
Look on me, Norris 1 I'm a father; see 
To what a strait I'm brought, upon my knees 
Before thee in the dust ! Turn to my child— 
Upon her death-bed could she look more white ? 
Mx)re ghastly, more like death ? She loves thee not ! 
To save her father — a father less to her 
Than she a child to him — she's in the plight 
That brings her hither ! If she marries thee. 
It is not with her heart ! Don't take her hand ! 
Take that, thou takest her life along with it ! 
Thou lay'st a corpse upon thy bridal bed, 
And not a bride ! 0, spare her ! spare my child ! 
Spare me in her !— thyself ! forego thy claim I 
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Release lier from the word she will not break. 
Though keeping it her thread of life will snap ! 
Release her from it ! — Give a young girl her life ! — 
Preser\^e the remnant of an old man's life I 
And make thyself, if not a happy man. 
At least a man contented with himself ; 
"\^'ho else, must needs become a verier wretch. 
Than anv that he makes ! — 

Nor. 1 am here to wed ! — 

Clergyman. Stem man, look here ! — thine eyes may serve the 
place 
Of ears, no need of them to learn the case 
Of that poor suppUcant ! What hast thou heard 
Of misery that e'er came up to that ? 
Plead tears as strong, as sne without them plead ? 
Sighs ? groans ? — all things that serve as tongues to grief ? 
She looks despair, beyond what e*er was told 
Bv doleful sound ! Art thou a man, or what ? 
What keeps thee rock, when aU around thee melt ? 
Shake ! fall to pieces at the spectacle 
Wiich most ought thee to move ? Hast thou no touch 
Of Earth or Heaven, which all men have beside ? 
So to contrast with all ? Thou livest and breathest — 
By Him thou livest and breathest by, I adiure thee 
Forego the hand which He forbids thee take ! 

Nor. I am the bridegroom, there's the bride ; she weds 
Of her free will ; though hearts go not with hands, 
Ko reason why they may not follow them. 
I love her — I will have her — and I take her ! 

Edw. [Rushing in^ Angel! I know it all! I thought before, 
I could not love thee better than I did, 
But now I love thee more than e'er I did ! 
Self-sacrificed to save thy father's life ! 
The fairest barque that ever mounted wave. 
From duty, run upon the foulest shore ! • 

Art thou a man ! {to Norms.] — O reverend sir, to proof. 
Without the church, let me his manhood put. 
And see if in my frame that fibre lives. 
So basely weak, 'twill yield, till at my feet 
His claim upon the maiden he renounce ! 
It is not reverence to Heaven, to stand 
And see it outraged in the thmg it loves, 
Through reverence to Heaven's servant or Heaven's house ! 
N orris, come forth ; — 

Nor. Yes ! when I lead, a wife. 
Thy Marian from the church. 

Edw. She is not mine ! — 
I do forego the maicL do thou forego 
Her hand ! If hate for me — loathing to see 
The maiden mine — constrains thee to an act 
To which a murder were a gentle deed. 



THE DAXJGHTEB. 445 

I give her up ! Pluck up my hopes, althougli 
Tneir roots nave struck to my heart's core, and cast 
Away that they shall never flower again. 
But wither, die, and rot ! — Oh, give ner up. 
And take whatever by years of toil I've made ! 
If that sufficeth not, take me along 
To labour for thy gain to my life's end ! 
To do thy bidding, whatsoe'er it be, 
On land or sea— now far soe'er away ! 
To be thy journeyman will labour through 
The four-and-t\v'enty hours, without repose 
Or food, and set to work when they are out — 
Only give up the maid, her word — ner peace — 
Her patience — reason — ^life ! 

Clergyjman. No violence ! — Or is her reason gone^ 
Or she is in a trance ! 

Mari. 'Tis coming ! — 

l^&r. What ? 

Clergyman. Peace! 

Mari. How it scowls all around ! The sea is black 
As the sky ! Prom head to head as black as ink ! 
There comes the wind ! You see ! — ^that streak of white 
Along the horizon ! — it grows larger ! — See ! — 
And larger ! — That's the wind ! 'Tis coming on. 
Pacing the waves, and stirring up the spray. 
As horses do the dust when tney^re in speed ! 
You hear it now !— and now the sea is white 
As it was black before ! 

Rob. Something like this 
Occurr'd last night, but I aroused her, and 
Recall'd her to herself. 

Nor. This is no time 
Por list'ning to a dream ! 

Clergyman. Speak' st thou again ! 
I'll make them put thee from the church by force ! 
I'll hear the dream out, if it be a dream ! 
If that her senses are unsettled, you're 
Porbid to take her hand ! — I charge you, peace ! 

Mari. It lightens ! but — 'tis distant ! — And it thunders-^ 
Only you cannot hear it ! — for the sea 
That, now. begins to roar ! You'll hear it, though, 
Anon ! — 'Tis coming, listen ! Hold your breath — 
Don't speak ! I heard a gun ! — There 'tis 
Again ! And there's the ship, rounding the head. 
Rising and pitching, and no pity takes 
The storm upon her ; but more furious waxes — 
And billow after billow, fore-top lush. 
Breaks over her ! She strikes f She's fast ! She's lost ! 
And now the waves do with her what they will ! 
She's gone to pieces ! — Pieces ! — What is this ? 
A body wash'a on shore, and Norris there, 
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Rifling it ! Ha ! he stops ! — ^He is alarm*d ! 
He sees that life is in it 1 What is that 
He does ? He has unclasp'd a knife ! He means 
To murder the poor man ! — He will ! — He does ! 
Stop ! Norris ! — 'tis thy father ! 

Nor, Furies! fiends! 
What mean you ? 

Clergyman. What mean you ? The "blood is gone 
Even from thy very lips ! while all heside 
Look as they Icok'd before ! Thou*rt a bad man ! 

Nor. What heeds a raving girl ? 

Mari. Where have I been ? — 
The church ? Oh ! I remember ! — ^All is right ! — 
Here, Norris, take my hand ! 

{They approach the altar — ^Wolp rise% — ^Norris lets 
go Marian's handy and retreats several paces — the 



Nor. Hell ! what is here P 
Like something from a grave, or from the sea 
Cast up untimely and unnaturally ; 
Or, worse, a prisoner from the evil place. 
If- such there be, let out to harrow me 
Before my time — affright me into madness ! 

Edw. Speak not !— Observe ! 

Nor. W olf ! Wolf ! It is his eyes — 

Features — but not the life that moved m them — 

His form without his blood ! Is it a thing 

That breathes, or only would be thought to breathe ? 

Wolf ! I would rush upon it, but my fears 

Are bolts that pin me to the spot ! Is it come 

To tell upon me ? Cause of blame to him 

I gave not ; he went cramm'd with gold away ! 

Edw. \To Clergyman.! Do you hear ? That man has been 
a partner with him 
In some black deed ! 

Wolf. I have fled over sea, over land. 
To get away from it ! It follows me ! 
I have plunged into riot — I have tried 
What solitude would do ! It talks to me! 
I see it in the dead of night as well 
As in the noon of day. 'Tis only here 
I have got a respite from it yet ! Li crowds 
1 have been alone, with it glaring upon me. 
Gnashing its teeth, and yelling in mme ears ! 
But there's another here that comes between 
With mild regards, and placid shining face. 
And gentle voice, which makes, albeit so soft, 
My torturers unheard, crying " Repent 1 
Confess ! Repent ! Confess ! " 

Nor. Confess I 

Wolf. I will 
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Repent, I will confess ! — ^then am I free ! 
I am a miirderer. 

Nor. Be thou the fiend— I'll know thee ! 

[Rushing m and seizing Mm. 
Wolf! 

Wolf. Norris ! — ^What, has it been following thee ? 

Nor. Peace ! 

Wolf. [Furiously.'] But there is no peace ! It howls, and 
howls. 
No foot is fleet enough to distance it. 
To 'scape the horror of its teeth ; — the bloodhound, 
No stream that you can wade will clear thee from, 
That never gives you respite ! —except here ! 
Here is a chance f This is a place methinks 
He cannot enter ; he ha^ hunted me 
Till he has driven me wild, but since Tm here. 
His bay methinks begins to die away. 
Words have been whisper'd me, at hearing which 
'Twas told me he would slacken in his chase. 
" Repent ! Confess ! " Those were the words I heard. 
I will ! — I do ! — I am a murderer. 

Nor. Coward, where is my gold ? 

Wolf. All clotted o'er. 
Corroded, crumbled witn the old man's blood. 
Which thou lett'st out, and I did leave to spill — 

Nor. Eiend! 

Wolf. Do not rave at me I I did not know 
It was your father ! 

Fdw. Hear ye? 

Nor. Villain ! — die ! 
With a lie in thy throat ! [Stabs Wolf. 

Clergyman. Stop, wretch ! 

Wolf. Thou hast murder'd me ! 
And but for thee I had not murder'd him ! 
But in my soul's strait on the brink of death, 
I'll show thee pity as I hope to me 
That mercy wiH be shown ! — " Repent ! Confess ! " 
I hear not now the hound !— nor wilt thou hear it. 
If there be mercy for a parricide ! [Bics. 

Nor. You womd not listen to a lunatic ! 

Clergyman. At least, unhappy ! thou'rt a murderer ! 

Nor. Which of you would not kill a mad dog r* Come ! 
You have no right to hold me ! Show me first 
Your warrant, without which you cannot take 
A man that's free to prison ! — Just as well 
Hang me without a trial ! — Let me breathe 1 
Give me a moment's ]^ause ! — Let my arms free ! 
Oh, could I use them now ! The blackest curse 
That lips can utter — heart conceive — alight 
On all who enter there ! — May the roof lall 
And bury you alive— may it be in flames 1 
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And everv door and window fast upon you I 
My blood lie at vour doors ! — the best among yo 
Is worse than I ! My blood be on yon all ! 

\He is dragged out. 
Clergyman. Poor sinner ! Grace is broad and free enough 

Even to cover thee, didst thou repent 

Pattern of love, and piety, and duty. 
Surely in Heaven thou wouldst have been rewarded ? 
But Heaven defers its guerdon for thee there. 
To give thee one on earth ! Be blest in love ! 
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